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DEATH IN VENICE 


Gustave Aschenbach— or von Aschenbach, as he had hepi 
known officially since his fiftieth birftiday— had set; out alone ftom 
his house in I^mce Regent Street, Munich, for an extended vndL 
It was a spring afternoon in diat ySnST^ce 19 — when Eniic^ 
sat upon ftie anxious seat beneath a menace that hung ova its bead 
for months. Aschoibach had sou^t die open soon after tea. He was 
overwrought by a morning of hard, nerve-taxing work, work which 
had not ceased to exact his uttermost in the way of sustained con- 
centration, conscientiousness, and tact; and after the noon meal 
found himsdf powerless to dieck the <mward sweep of the 
ductive mechanism within him, that motus onimi contif uus in 
which, according to Cicero, eloquence resides. He had sought but 
not found rdbxation in sleqp — mough the wear and tear upon his 
system had come to make a daily nap more and more imperative— 
and now undertook a walk, in tro h^ that air and exeidse might 
send him bade refreshed to a good evening’s work. 

May had begun, and after wedts of cold and wet a mode dim- 
mer hid set m. The English Gardois, though in tenderest Imtf, 
felt as sultry as in August and were full of vemdes and peAestiiaia 
nmr the dty. But towards Aumeister die padis were s^tary and 
still, and Ai^enbach strolled thither, stoj^dag awhile to walch 
the livdy aowds in the restaurant garden wim itaftinge of car- 
riages and cabs* Thence he tod; his homeward way outsidediepaiik; 
and across die sunset fields. By the time he readieo the bftarth 
Uaj, however, he fdt tired, and a stmrn was brewing 
Bohring: so he waited at die stoppii^-fdace for a tram to caciy 
him Ima to die city. 


7 



loiui4 tlie quit* cnpi^. Hcrt; a iragdn ib, 

a^t, on dw |^n«d tlngererstnus^ idai ftt ttmr 

ilncastiddiiBgoff towanis S^wabing, ii<v oa the FSbdIae 
way^ Kothhi^ stined bdUnd the het^e in the stcme-mason^ yard, 
vhete crosses, nnAituneats, and commemorative taldets made a 
asqwtiiiiiiieiary and untenanted graV^ard opposite the reid tme. 
lim mortuary chapd, a structure in Byzantine style, stood facing 
it, sldent in the gleam of the ebldng osy. Its fa^de was adorned 
widr Greek crosses and tinted hieratic designs, and displayed a 
tqmilBeliically arranged selection of scriptural texts in gilded let* 
ii^ all of than with a bearing upon theJfotureMe, sudh as : '*Th^ 
are entering into the House of the Lord” and “May the Light Ever- 
lasting shine upon than.” Aschoibach beguiled some minutes of 
his waiting with reading these formulas and letting his mind's eye 
lose itself in dieir mystical meaning. He was brought badk to r^ty 
by the s^t of a man standing in the portico, above the two 
apocalyptic beasts that guarded the staircase, and something not 
quite usual in this man's ^earance gave his thoughts a hesh 
turn. 

Whetha he had come out of the hall through the bronze doors 
or mounted unnoticed from outside, it was impossible to tdU. Asch- 
cnbadi casually inclined to the first idea. He was of medium height, 
thin, beardless, and strikingly snub-nosed; he bdonged to the rm* 
haired t]riw and possessed its milky, freckled skin. He was obvioudy 
not Bavarian; and the broad, strai^t-brimmed straw hat he had <m 
even made him lock, distinctly exotic. True, he had the indigenous 
rucksack buckled on his back, wore a ^ted suit of yellowish 
woollen stuff, apparently hleze, and carried a gr^ mackintosh 
cape across his left forearm, which was flopped against his waist, 
hi his ri^t hand, slantwise to the ground, he hdd an iron-shod 
stkk, aim braced himsdf against its crook, with his legs crossed. 
His thin was up, so that the Adam's apple looked very bald in die 
lean neck rising from the loose shir^ and he stood tnoe sfaaipfy 
peedi^ up into space out of colourless, red-lashed «^, while two 
pronounced perpendicular furrows showed on his fondiead i^ 
curious ctmttast to his little tumed-r^ nose. Perhaps his he^teiied 
ettd he^htening positima helped out die impression AsmodMich 
roceived. At any rate, standing thae as thouro at sitrvw, die mail 
had a bold and domineering, even a ruthfes, air, am his lips 
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ImiKllEt I3PI ▼ PFiiii ap 

€nin|iABItf itM |iif!XsaM oy $0011^^ to (W 9 ici^«ram^iiiiiniK 
tome dcfeniiily «r 0lfe l^tise m griBUioed,» bdfu by 4 ^ 
^ jba his han tibcy laid have the kog. whiti^ j^sttcdog tern to 
the gums. 

Ascheohach's gaze, idiough unawares, had very likely heio. in' 
quisitilw and tame»; for he became suddenly conscious that ^ 
stranger was returning it, and indeed so directly, with such bos' 
tility, such jdain intent to force die withdrawsd of die odier'a 
eyes, that Ascfaenhach Idt an unpleasant twinge and, tumiiq; h& 
back, began to walk along the hedge, hastily resolving to give the 
man no further heed. He had forgotten him the next minute. Yet 
whether die pilgrim air the stranger wore kindled his fantasy or 
whether some other physical or psychical influence came in 
he could not tdl; but he fdt the most surprismg conscknimess of a 
widenmg of inward barrims, a kind of vaulting unrest, a youth* 
fully ardent thirst for distant scenes — d. fading so livdy and so 
new, or at least so long ago outgrown and forgot, that he stood 
there rooted to the spot, ^ eyes on the ground and his hands 
clasped bdiind him, exploring these sentiments of his, their bear’ 
ing and scope. 

True, what he fdt was no more than a longing to travd; ytt 
coming upon him with such suddoiness and passion as to ibseoime 
a seizure, almost an hallucination. Desire projected itsdf visually: 
his fancy, not quite yet lulled since mommg, imaged die marvds 
and teiTors oi the manifold earth. He saw. He bdidd a landscapes, 
a tropical marshland, beneath a reeking sl^, steaming, monstrous, 
rank-*a kmd of primeval wilderness-world of islancK mmasses, 
and alluvial channels. Hairy palm*trunks rose near and far out of 
lush brakes of fan, out of bottoms of crass vegetation, fat, swofien, 
thick with inoredible bloom. Thae wae trees, mis-diapea as t 
dream, that dropped their naked roots straight through the air into 
die ground or into wata that was stagnant and d»dowy and 
gbnsy-green, uhere mammoth milk-white bJossoms floated, mid 
strange high-diouldered birds with curious hills stodd gazing sldo- 
wke without sound or stir. Arnmig the knotmd jdnts St a bamjbto 
thideet the eya of a crouchins tiga gleaiiieil*>-mid he fdt hizheirt 
thnh with tenor, yet with aloimiiu inex{dicable. Then dwtiileil 
vanished AscticalMich, shakix^ ms haid, toede up his toneh utMk 
moreakn^dmlMd^ofthestone-iinsmi’syafd. ‘ 
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STOmSS OF. A UFiTniB 

He hi^ ct iMst ever alooe he oomnanded ii«Aiit'ie|et abMi( 
the At iirSl rciMod travel as a neoessaiy ev^ w be ea> 
duzed mw aad it^y^niSly tor the sake ct erne's health. Too 
busy vitih dbe tadcs Imposed upem him by his own ego and the 
Eoniipean 8oul« (ocr laden with the care and du^ to create, too pro- 
occufled to be an amateur of the gay emter wmll, he had been con* 
tent to know as much of the earth’s suthice as he amid without 
stiizhig hur outside his own sphere— had, indeed, never even been 
tesBptod to leave Europe. Now more thaul ever, since his life was on 
the wane, since he could no loneer brush aside as htndful his artist 
four of not having done, of not beins iSnished before the works ran 
ih)wn, he had confined himself to dose rang^ had hardly st^^ 
outside the charming dty which he had made his home and the 
rude country house he had built in the mountains, whither he 
went to spend the rainy summers. 

And so the new impulse which thus late and suddenly sw|^ 
over him was speedily made to conform to the pattern of sm- 
disdpline he had followed firom his youth up. He had meant to 
bring his work, for which he lived, to a certain point before leaving 
for the country, and the thor^ht of a leisurely ramble across the 
globe, which should take him away from his desk for months, 
was too ibntastic and upsetting to be seriously entertained. Yet 
the source of the unexpected contagion was known to him only 
too wdL This yearning for new and distant scenes, this craving 
for freedom, release, forgetfulness — toey were, he admitted to him- 
sdf, an impulse towards flight, flight from the spot which was the 
daily theatre of a rigid, cold, and passionate service. Ihat service 
he loved, had even almost come to love the enervating d<dty 
stride betwemi a proud, tenacious, wdl-tried will and this grow* 
ing fatigue, which no one must su^>ect, nor the finished product 
betray fy any faintest sign that his inspiration could ever flag or 
miss fire. On the other hand, it seemed the part of common sense 
not to span the bow too frr, not to suppress summarily a need that 
so unequivocally assarted itsdf. He thought of his work, and ^e 
pbee where yesterday and again today he had been tor^ to lay 
It down, shree it would not yield dther to patient effort or a swiit 
coup dc main. Again and again he had trim to bxedt or mtto thh 
loiitA— iiniy to re^ at last from the attack with a toei e| 
i^goance. Yet the difihchlty was acttudly not a gieat uta 
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ilV yiEsp^niwB 

til ttt«^ 4^[ftiiste fur ^ tilikf betiN^ 

ooames he ooulaiiiilMiger sethfy. !& his )^tht hudesd* ^ 
and inmost esMnce oi ul literary gift had been* to hia^ diis vof 
scrupilosity; for it he had bridled and tempered his seosdbilitles# 
knowing full well that feding is prone to be content with easy 
gains and blithe half-perfection. & now, perhaps, fedhig, thus 
tyrannized, aven^ it^ by leaving him, refusic^ from now on to 
carry and wing his art and taking away with it all die ecstasy ht 
had known in form and expression. Not that he was ddi^ had 
work. So much, at least, the years had brought him, diat at any 
moment he might led tranquilly assured of mastery. But he got 
no |oy of it— not though a nation paid it homage. To him it seemed 
his work had ceased to be marked by that fiery play of i^cy wbkh 
is the product ot joy, and more, and more potently, any 
intrinsic content, forms in turn the of the receiving wodd. He 
dreaded the summar in the country, alone with the maid who pre> 
pared his food and the man who served him; dreaded to see the 
familiar mountain peaks and walls that would shut him up agdn 
with his heavy discontent. What he needed was a break, an interim 
existence, a means of passing time, other air and a new stodt of 
blood, to make the summer tollable and productive. Good, ti^, 
he would go a joum^. Not for— not all the way to the t%ers. A 
night in a wagon-lit, three or four weeks of lotus^tmg at some 
one of the gay world's playgrounds in the lovdy soudt. . . . 

So ran bis thoughts, while the clang of the dectric tram drew 
nearer down the Ungererstrasse; and as he mounted the |datform 
he decided to devote the evening to a study of maps and railway 
guides. Once in, he bethought him to look bade after the man in 
the straw hat, the companion of this hrid interval which had aftar 
all beai so fruitful But he was not in his fmmer place, nor in dm 
tram itsdf, nor yet at the next stop; in short, his wh^eabouts in' 
mained a mystery. 

Gustave Afchenbach was benn at L— , a country town in the 
province of Silesia. He was the son of an u]^ offida] in die jiadl- 
catuie, and his fordiears had all been officers, juc^, departmental 
functionaries-HEiKn who lived thdr strict, deooit, spa^ lives In 
the service of king and state. Only oncehefoi^hadaUvdieraaBa- 
taUty— in die iftwity of a dagyman— turned up among difnoii 
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ST(»UES OP A UPETIME 

but swifter, more perceptive Wood had in the gen^tion before the 
poet's flow^ into the stock from the mother’s side, she being the 
daughter of a Bohemian musical conductor. It was from her he had 
the foreign traits that betrayed themselves in his appearance. The 
unkm of dry, consaentious officialdom and ardent, obscure impulse, 
produced an artist — and this particular artist : author of the lucid 
and vigorous prose epic on the life of Frederick the Grea^ careful, 
tireless weaver of the richly patterned, tapestry entitled Mata, a 
novd that gathers up the threads of many human destinies in the 
warp of a single idea; aeator of that powerful narrative The Abject, 
which taught a whole grateful generation that a man can still be 
capable of moral resolution even after he has plumbed the depths of 
knowledge; and lastly — to complete the tale of works of his mature 
period — the writer of that impassioned discourse on the theme of 
Mind and Art whose ordered force and antithetic eloquence led 
serious critics to rank it with Schiller's Simple and Sentimental 
Poetry, 

Aschenbach’s whole soul, from the v^ beginning, was bent on 
fame — and thus, while not precisely precocious, yet thanks to 
the unmistakable trenchancy of his personal accent he Was early 
ripe and ready for a career. Almost before he was out of high school 
he had a name. Ten years later he had learned to sit at his desk and 
sustain and live up to his growing reputation, to write gracious 
and pregnant phrases in letters that must needs be brief, for many 
daims press upon the solid and successful man. At forty, worn 
down by the strains and stresses of his actual task, he had to deal 
with a daily post heavy with tributes from his own and foreign 
countries. 

Remote on one hand from the banal, on the other from the ec- 
centric, his genius was calculated to win at once the adhesion of 
the general public and the admiration, both sympathetic and stimu- 
lating, of the connoisseur. From childhood up he was pushed on 
every side to achievement, and achievmoit of no ordinary kind; 
and so his young days never knew the sweet idleness and blithe 
laissez aller that belong to youth. A nice observer once said of him 
in company — ^it was at the time when he fdl ill in Vienna in his 
thirty-fifth year : “You see, Aschenbach has always lived like this” 
— here the speaker closed the fingers of his left hand to a fist — 
“never like this”- -and he let his open hand hang rdaxed from the 
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bad: of his chair. It was apt. And this attitude was the mtnemoraUy 
valiant in that Aschenbi^h was not by nature robust — he was {oty 
called to the constant tension of his career, not actually bom to it. 

By medical advice he had been kq>t from school and educated 
at home. He had grown up solitary, without comradeship; yet had 
early been driven to see that he belonged to those whose talent is 
not so much out of the common as is the physical basis on which 
talent relies for its fulfilment. It is a seed that gives early of its 
fruit, whose powers seldom reach a ripe old age But his fovourite 
motto was ‘‘Hold fast”; indeed, in his novd on the life of Frederid 
the Great he envisaged nothing else than the apotheosis of the 
old hero’s word of command, "Durchhalten/* which semed to 
him the epitome of fortitude under suffering. Besides, he deeply 
desired to live to a good old age, for it was his conviction that 
only the artist to whom it has been granted to be fruitful on afl 
stages of our human scene can be tmly great, or universal, or 
worthy of honour. 

Bearing the burden of his genius, then, upon such slender shoul- 
ders and resolved to go so far, he had the more need of discipline 
— and discipline, fortunately, was his native inheritance from the 
father’s side. At forty, at fifty, he was still living as he had com- 
menced to live in the years when others are prone to waste and 
revel, dream high thoughts and postpone fulfilment. He began his 
day with a cold shower over chest and back; then, settmg a pair of 
tall wax caudles in silver holders at the head of his manuscript, he 
sacrificed to art, in two or three hours of almost religious fervour, 
the powers he had assembled in sleep. Outsidors might be pardoned 
for believing that his Mata world and the epic amplitude revealed 
by the hfc of Frederick were a manifestation of great power work- 
ing under high pressure, that they came forth, as it were, all in 
one breath. It was the more triumph for his morale for the truth 
was that they were heaped up to greatness in layer after layor, 
in long days of work, out of hundreds and hundreds of sin^e 
inspirations,*»they owed their excellence, both of mass and detw, 
to one thing and one alone ; that their creator could hold out for 
years under the strain of the same piece of work, with an oidurance 
and a tenacity of purpose like that which had conquered his native 
province of Silesia, devoting to actual composition none but his 
best and fireshest hours. 



STORIES OF A LIFETIME 


For an intellectual product of any value to exert an iounediate 
influence whidi shall also be deep and luting, it must rest on an 
inner harmony, yes, an affinity, between the personal destiny of its 
author and that of his contemporaries in general. Men do not 
know why they award fame to one work of art rather than another. 
Without being in the faintest connoisseurs, they think to justify 
the warmth of their commendations by discovering in it a hundred 
virtues, whereas the real ground of their.applause is inexplicable — 
it is sympathy. Aschenbach had once given direct expression — 
though in an unobtrusive place — to the idea that almost every- 
thing conspicuously great is great in despite: has come into being 
in defiance of affliction and pain, poverty, destitution, bodily 
weakness, vice, passion, and a thousand other obstructions. And 
that was more than observation — ^it was the fruit of experience, it 
was precisely the formula of his life and fame, it was the key to his 
work. What wonder, then, if it was also the fixed character, the 
outward gesture, of his most individual figures? 

The new type of hero favoured by Aschenbach, and recurring 
many times in his works, had early been analysed by g shrewd 
critic : "The conception of an intdllectual and virginal manliness, 
which clenches its teeth and stands in modest defiance of the swords 
and spears that pierce its side.” That was beautiful, it was spirituel, 
it was exact, despite the suggestion of too great passivity it held. 
Forbearance in the face of fate, beauty constant under torture, are 
not merely passive. They are a positive achievement, an explicit 
triumph; and the figure of Sebastian is the most beautiful symbol, 
if not of art as a whole, yet certainly of the art we speak of here. 
Within that world of Aschenbach’s creation were exhibited many 
phases of this theme : there was the aristocratic self-command that 
is eaten out within and for as long as it can conceals its biologic 
decline from the eyes oi the world; the sere and ugly outside, hid- 
ing the embers of smouldering fire — ^and having power to fan them 
to so pure a flame as to challenge supremacy in the domain of 
beauty itself; the pallid languors of the flesh, contracted with the 
fitay ardours of the spirit within, which can fling a whole proud 
people down at the foot of the Cross, at the feet of its own sheer 
sdf-abnegation; the gracious bearing preserved in the stem, stark 
service of form; the unreal, precarious existence of the born intri- 
guant with its swiftly enervating altomation of schemes and desires 
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these hmnan fates and many more thdr like one read in 
Aschoibach’s pages, and reading them might doubt the existence 
of any other mnd of heroism than the heroism bom of weakness. 
And, after all, what kind could be tmer to the spirit of the times? 
Gustave Aschenbach was the poet-spokesman of all those who 
labour at the edge of mchaustion; of the overburdened, of those who 
are already worn out but still hold themselves upright; of all our 
mod^ moralizers of accomplishment, with stunted growth and 
scanty resources, who yet contrive by skilful husbanding and pro- 
digious spasms of will to produce, at least for a while, the effect 
of greatness. There are many such, they are the heroes of the age. 
And in Aschenbach’s pages they saw themselves; he justihed, he 
exalted them, he sang their praise — ^and they, they were grat^ul, 
they heralded his fame. 

He had been young and cmde with the times and by them badly 
counselled. He had taken false steps, blundered, exposed himself, 
offended in speech and writing against tact and good sense. But 
he had attained to honour, and honour, he used to say, is the 
natural goal towards which every considerable talent presses with 
whip and spur. Yes, one might put it that his whole career had been 
one conscious and overweening ascent to honour, which left in the 
rear all the misgivings or self-derogation which might have ham- 
pered him. 

What pleases the public is lively and vivid delineation which 
makes no demands on thc> intellect; but passionate and absolutist 
youth can only be enthralled by a problem. And Aschenbach was 
as absolute, as problematist, as any youth of them all. He had done 
homage to intellect, had overworked the soil of knowledge and 
ground up her seed-corn; had turned his ba-'k on the “mysteries,” 
called genius itself in question, held up art to scorn — ^yes, even 
while his faithful following revdled in the characters he created, 
he, the young artist, was taking away the breath of the twenty- 
year-olds with his cynic utterances on the nature of art and the 
artist life. 

But it seems that a noble and active mind Munts itself against 
nothing so quickly as the sharp and bitter irritant of knowledge. 
And certain it is that the youtns constancy of purpose, no matter 
how painfully conscientious, was shallow beside the mature resolu- 
tion of the master of his aaft, who made a right-about-hice, turned 
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his back on the realm of knowledge, and passed it by with averted 
fece, lest it lame his will or power of action, paralyw his feedings 
or his passions, deprive any of these of meir conviction ox utility. 
How else interpret the oft-dted story of The Abject than as a rd>uke 
to the excesses of a psychology-ridden age, embodied in the delinea- 
tion of the weak and silly fool who manages to lead fate by the 
nose; driving his wife, out of sheer innate pusillanimity, into the 
arms of a beardless youth, and makin^this disaster an excuse for 
trifling away the rest of his life ? 

With rage the author here rejects the rejected, casts out the 
outcast — ^and the measure of his fury is the measure of his con- 
demnation of all moral shilly-shallying. Explicitly he renounces 
sympathy with the abyss, explicitly he refutes the habby human- 
itarianism of rhe phrase : "Toot comprendre e'est tout pardonner/’ 
What was here unfolding, or rather was already in full bloom, 
was the “miracle of regained detachmoit,” which a little later be- 
came the theme of one of the author’s dialogues, dwdt upon not 
without a certain oracular emphasis. Strange sequence of thought I 
Was it perhaps an intellectual consequence of this rebirth^this new 
austerity, that from now on his style showed an almost exaggerated 
sense of beauty, a lofty purity, symmetry, and simplicity, whidi 
gave his productions a stamp of the classic, of conscious and deli- 
berate mastery? And yet: this moral fibre, surviving the hamper- 
ing and disintegrating effect of knowledge, does it not result in its 
tvum in a dangerous simplification, in a tendency to equate the 
world and the human soul, and thus to strengthen the hold of the 
evil, the forbidden, and the ethically impossible? And has not 
form two aspects? Is it not moral and immoral at once: moral in 
so far as it is the expression and result of discipline; immoral — ^yes, 
actually hostile to morality — ^in that of its very essence it is in- 
different to good and evil, and deliberately concerned to make the 
moral world stoop beneath its proud and undivided sc^tre? 

Be that as it may. Development is destiny; and why should a 
career attended by the applause and adulation of the<masses neces- 
sarily take the same course as one which does not share the g^moux 
and the obligations of fame? Only the inconi^hle bohemian smiles 
(ff xoSs when a man of transcendent gifts outgrows his carefree 
prentice stage, lecognizes his own worth and forces the world m 
tecognize \t too and pay it homage, though he puts on a oooitly 
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beaxine to hide his bitter struggles and his loneliness. Again* the 
play or a developing talent must give its possessor joy, if of a wflfiil* 
defiant kind. With time? an official note* somedUng alnwi^ eqa- 
sitory, cr^t into Gustave Aschenbach's m^hod. His later style 
gave up the old sheer audacities, the fresh and subtle nuances — ^it 
became fixed and exemplary* conservative* formal, even formulated. 
Like Louis XIV — or as tradition has it of him — ^Aschenbadi* as he 
went on in years, banished from his style every common word. It 
was at this time that the school authorities adopted selections 
from his works into their text-books. And he found it only fitting 
— and had no thought but to accept — ^when a German prince 
signalized his accession to the throne by conferring upon the poet- 
author of the life of Frederick the Great on his fiftieth birthday 
the letters-patent of nobility. 

He had roved about for a few years, trying this place and that 
as a place of residence, before choosing, as he soon did, the dty of 
Munich for his permanent home. And there he lived, oijo^g 
among his lellow-atizens the honour which is in rare cases the re- 
ward of intellectual eminence. He married young, the daughter of 
a university family; but after a bnef term of wedded happiness his 
wife had died. A daughter, already married, remained to him. A 
son he never had. 

Gustave von Aschenbach was somewhat below middle hdght, 
dark and smooth-shaven, with a head that looked rather too large 
for his almost ddicate figure. He wore his hair brushed back; it 
was thin at the parting, bushy and grey on the temples, framing a 
lofty, rugged, knotty brow — if one may so characterize it. The nose- 
piece of his rimless gold spectacles cut into the base of his thick, 
aristocratically hooked nose. The mouth was large, often lax. often 
suddenly narrow and tense; the chedts lean and furrowed, the 
pronounced chin slightly deft. The vicissitudes of fiite, it seemed, 
must have passed over this head, for he hdd it, pkintivdy, rather 
on one side; yet it was art, not the stem discipline an active 
career, that had taken ov^ the office of moddling these features. 
Behind this brow were bom the flashing thiust and parry of the 
dialogue between Frederick and Voltaire on the theme of wsa^ 
these eyes, weary and sunken, gazing through their glasses, had 
bdidd the blood-stained inferno of the hospitals in the Sevea 
Years' War. Yes, personally speaking too, art he^tens life. She 
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gives deqMsr joy, she consumes more swiftly. She engraves advesQ' 
tures of the spirit and the mind in the ^ces of her votaries; let 
them lead outwardly a life of the most cloistered calm, she will in 
the end produce in them a fastidiousness, an over>r^nemeut, a 
nervous fever and exhaustion, sudi as a career of extravagant 
passions and pleasures can hardly show. 

Eager though he was to be ofl, Aschehbach was kept in Munich 
by affairs both literary and practical for some two weeks after that 
walk of his. But at length he ordered his country home put ready 
against his retiun within the next few weeks, and on a day between 
the middle and the end of May took the evening train for Trieste, 
where he stopped only twenty-four hours, embarking for Pola the 
next morning but one. 

What he sought was a fresh scene, without associations, which 
should yet be not too out-of-the-way; and accordingly he chose an 
island in the Adriatic, not far off the Istrian coast. It had been well 
known some years, for its splendidly rugged cliff formations on 
the side next the open sea, and its population, clad in a bright 
flutter of rags and speaking an outlandish tongue. But tlicre was 
rain and heavy air; the society at the hotel was provincial Austrian, 
and limited; besides, it annoyed him not to be able to get at the sea 
— he missed the close and soothing contact which only a gentle 
sandy slope affords. He could not feel this was the place he sought; 
an inner impulse made him wretched, urging him on he knew not 
whither; he racked his brains, he looked up Itoats, then all at once 
his goal stood plain before his eyes. But of course 1 When one 
wanted to arrive overnight at the incomparable, the fabulous, the 
like-nothing-dse-in-the-world, where was it one went? Why, ob- 
viously; he had intended to go there, whatever was he doing here? 
A blunder. He made all haste to correct it, announcing his depar- 
ture at once. Ten days after his arrival on the island a swift motor- 
boat bore him and his luggage in the misty dawning back across 
the water to the naval station, where he landed only)>to pass over 
the landing-stage and on to the wet decks of a ship lying there 
with steam up for the passage to Venice. 

It was an ancient hulk belonging to an Italian line, oteolete, 
dingy, grimed with soot. A dirty hunchbacked sailor, srairkingly 
polite, conducted him at once belowships to a cavernous, lamplit 
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cabin. There bdlind a table sat a man with a beard like a goat*^ 
he had his hat on the baijc of his head, a cigar>stuinp in the comor 
of his mouth; he remind^ Aschenbach of an old-fa^bu>ned circus- 
director. This person put the usual questions and wroy*; out a ticket 
to Venice, which he issued to the traveller with many^mmerdal 
flourishes. 

“A ticket for Venice," repeated he, stretching out his arm to 
dip the pen into the thick ink in a tilted ink-stand. "One first-dass 
to Venice ! Here you are, signore mio." He made some scrawls on 
the paper, strewed bluish sand on it out of a box, thereafter letting 
the sand run oflF into an earthen vessel, folded the papor with bony 
yellow fingers, and wrote on the outside. "An excdloit choice” 
he rattled on. “Ah, Venice! What a glorious dty! Irresistibly 
attractive to the cultured man for her past history as well as her 
present charm.” His copious gesturings and empty phrases gave 
the odd impression that he feared the traveller might alter his mind, 
fie changed Aschenbach's note, laying the money on the spotted 
table-cover with the glibness of a croupier. "A pleasant visit to 
you, signore,” he said, with a melodramatic bow. "Delighted to 
serve you.” Then he beckoned and called out : "Next” as though 
a stream of passengers stood waithig to be served, though in point 
of fact there was not one. Aschenbach returned to the upper deck. 

He leaned an arm on the railing and looked at the idlers loung- 
ing along the quay to watch the boat go out. Then he turned his 
attention to his fdlow-pa.ssengers Those of the second dass, both 
men and women, were squatty on thdr bundles of luggage on the 
forward deck. The first cabin consisted of a group of livdy youths, 
clerks from Pola, evidently, who had made up a pleasure excursion 
to Italy and were not a httle thrilled at the prospect, bustling about 
and laughing with satisfaction at the stir th^ made They leaned 
over the railmgs and shouted, with a glib command of q>ithet, 
derisory reraarfo at such of their fdlow-derks as thw saw going to 
business along the quay; and these in turn shook tm^ sticks and 
shouted as e^d ba^ again. One of the party, in a dandified buff 
suit, a rakiM panama with a coloured scarf, aad a red cravat, was 
loudest of the loud; he outcrowed all the rest. Aschenbach’s eye 
dwdt on him, and he was shodeed to see that the apparent youth 
was no youth at all He was an old man, b^ond a dot^t, with 
wrinkles and crow’s-feet round eyes and mouth; the dull carmine 

19 



STORIES OF A LIFETIME 


of the chedcs was rouge, the brown hair a wig. His neck was 
shrunken and sinewy, his tumed-up moUtStaches and small imperial 
wore dyed, and the unbroken double row of ydlow teeth he showed 
when ne laughed were but too obviously a cheapish false set. He 
wore a seal ring on each forehnger, but the hands were those of 
an old man. Aschenbach was moved to shudder as he watched the 
creature and his association with the r^t of the group. Could they 
not see he was old, that he had no right to wear the clothes th^ 
wore or pretend to be one of them? But they were used to him, it 
seemed; th^ suffered him among them, th^ paid back his jokes 
in kind and the playful pokes in the ribs he gave them. How could 
they? Aschenbach put his hand to his brow, he covered his eyes, 
for he had slept little, and they smarted. He felt not quite canny, 
as though the world were suffering a dre amlike distortion of 
perspective which he might arrest by shutting it all out for a few 
minutes and thoi looking at it afresh. But instead he felt a floating 
sensation, and opened his eyes with unreasoning alarm to find that 
the ship’s dark sluggish buUt was slowly leaving the jetty. Inch by 
inch, with the to-and-fro motion of her machinery, the strip of 
iridescent dirty water widened, the boat manoeuvred clumsily and 
turned her bow to the open sea. Aschenbach moved over to the 
starboard side, where ffie hunchbacked sailor had set up a deck- 
chair for him, and a steward in a greasy dress-coat asked for orders. 

The sky was gr^, the wind humid. Harbour and island dropped 
behind, all sight of land soon vanished in mist. Flakes of sodden, 
clammy soot fell uj^n the still undried deck. Before the boat was 
an hour out a canvas had to be spread as a shelter from the rain. 

Wrapped in his cloak, a book in his lap, our traveller rested: 
the hours slipped by unawares. It stopped raining, the canvas was 
taken down. The horizon was visible right round: beneath the 
sombre dome of the sky stretched the vast plain of empty sea. But 
immeasurable unarticulated space weakens our power to measure 
time as well: the time-sense falters and grows dim. Strange, 
shadowy figures passed and repassed — the dderly' coxcomb, the 
goat-beardra man from die bowels of the ship — ^with vague gestur- 
ing and mutto’ings through the travdler’s mind as he lay. He fell 
asi^. 

At midday he was su numon ed to luncheon in a corridor-like 
saloon with the sleepiiurttiniRBil^g off it. He ate at the head of 
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the long tabl^ the party of dedcs, induding the dd man, sat with 
the jolly captain at the other end, where they had been carousli^ 
since ten o'dodc. The m&l was wretched, and soon done. Aschen> 
bach was driven to sedc the open and look at the sky — porhaps it 
would lighten presently above Venice. 

He had not dreamed it could be otherwise, for the dty had ever 
given him a brilliant welcome. But sky and sea remained leaden, 
with spurts of fine, mistlike rain; he reconciled himsdf to the idea 
of seeing a different Venice from that he had always approached 
on the landward side. He stood by the foremast, his gaze on the 
distance, alort for the first glimpse of the coast. And he thought of 
the melancholy and susceptible poet who had once seoi the towers 
and turrets of his dreams rise out of these waves; rqieated the 
rhythms bom of his awe, his mingled emotions of joy and suffering 
— and easily susceptible to a prescience already shaped within him, 
he asked his own sober, weary heart if a new enthusiasm, a new 
preoccupation, some late adventue of the feelings could still be in 
store for the idle traveller. 

The flat coast showed on the right, the sea was soon populous 
with fishing-boats. The Lido appeared and was left bdiind as the 
ship glided at half speed through the narrow harbour of the same 
name, coming to a full stop on the lagoon in sight of garish, badly 
built houses. Here it waited for the boat bringing the sanitary 
inspector. 

An hour passed. One had arrived — ^and yet not. There was no 
conceivable haste — yet one felt harried. The youths from Pola 
were on deck, drawn hither by the martial sound of horns coming 
across the water from the direction of the Public Gardms. Th^ 
had drunk a good deal of Asti and were moved to shout and hurrah 
at the drilling bersaglicri. Bui the young-old man was a truly 
repulsive sight in the condition to which his company with youth 
had brought him. He could not carry his wine like tncan : he was 
pitiably drunk. He swayed as he stood — watery-eyed, a cigarette 
between his shaking fingers, keqiing upright with difficulty. He 
could not have taken a step without falling and knew better than 
to stir, but his spirits were deplorably high. He buttonholed any- 
one who came within reach, he stuttered, he giggled, he leered, he 
fatuously shook his beringed old forefinger; his tongue kept s^- 
mg the corner of his mouth in a suggestive motion ugly to bdudd. 
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Asdienbach's brow darkoied as he looked, and there came over 
him once more a dazed sense, as though things about him were just 
slightly losing their ordinary perspective^ beginning to show a dis- 
tortion that might merge into the grotesque. He was prevented 
from dwelling on the feeling, for now the machinery began to 
thud again, and the ship took up its passage through the Canale di 
San Marco which had beoi interrupted so near the goal. 

He saw it once more, that landing-place that takes the breath 
away, that amazing group of incredi^ structures the Republic 
set up to meet the awe-struck eye of the approaching seafarer : the 
airy splendour of the palace and Bridge of Sighs, the columns of 
lion and saint on the shore, the glory of the projecting flank of the 
fairy temple, the vista of gateway and clock. Looking, he thought 
that to come to Venice by the station is like entering a palace by 
the bade door. No one should approach, save by the high seas as 
he was doing now, this most improbable of dties. 

The engines stopped. Gondolas pressed alongside, the landing- 
stairs were let down, customs officials came on board and did their 
office, people began to go ashore. Aschenbach ordered a gondola. 
He meant to take up his abode by the sea and needed (p be con- 
veyed with his luggage to the landing-stage of the little steamers 
that ply between the dty and the Lido. They called down his order 
to the surface of the water where the gondoliers were quarrelling 
in dialect. Then came another delay while his. trunk was worried 
down the ladder-like stairs. Thus he was forced to endure the impor- 
timities of the ghastly young-old man, whose drunken state ob- 
scurely urged him to pay the stranger the honour of a formal 
farewell. “We wish you a very pleasant sojourn,” he babbled, bow- 
ing and scraping. "Pray keep us in mind. Au revotr, cxcusez ct bon 
jour, votre Excellence." He drooled, he blinked, he licked the comer 
of his mouth, the little imperial bristled on his elderly chin. He 
put the tips of two fingers to his mouth and said thickly : “Give 
her our love, will you, the p-pretty little dear” — ^here his upper 
plate came away and fell down on the lower one. . .„ Aschenbach 
escaped. “Little sweety-sweety-sweetheart” he heard behind him, 
gorged and stuttered, as he climbed down the rope stair into the 
boat. 

Is there anyone but must repress a secret thrill, on arriving in 
Venice for the first time— or returning thithor after long absence 


22 



DEATH IN VENICE 


—and string into a Venetian gimdola? Hiat singular convey- 
ance, come down undhaimed from ballad times, black as nothing 
else on earth except a cdmn — ^what pictures it calls up of lawless, 
silent adventures in the plashing night; or even more, what visions 
of death itself, the bier and solonn rites and last soundless voyage 1 
And has anyone remarked that the seat in such a bark, the arm- 
chair lacquered in coffin-black and dully black-upholstered, is the 
softest, most luxurious, most relaxing seat in the world? Aschen- 
bach realized it when he had let himself down at the gondolier's 
feet, opposite his luggage, which lay neatly composed on the vessel's 
beak. The rowers still gestured fiercely; he heard their harsh, in- 
coherent tones. But the strange stillness of the water-city seemed 
to take up their voices gently, to disembody and scatter them over 
the sea. It was warm here in the harboirr. The lukewarm air of the 
sirocco breathed upon him, he leaned back among his cushions 
and gave himself to the yielding element, dosing his eyes for voy 
pleasure in an indolence as imaccustomed as sweet. “The trip will he 
short,” he thought, and wished it might last for evo-. They gently 
swayed away from the boat with its bustle and clamour of voices. 

It grew still and stiller all about. No sound but the splash of the 
oars, the hollow slap of the wave against the steep, black, halbert- 
shaped beak of the vessd, and one sound more — i muttering by 
fits and starts, expressed as it were by the motion of his arms, from 
the lips of the gondolier. He was talking to himself, between his 
teeth. Aschenbach glanced up and saw with surprise that the lagoon 
was widening, his vessel was headed for the open sea. Evidently it 
would not do to give himself up to sweet far nienU; he must see his 
wishes carried out. 

“You are to take me to the steamboat binding, you loiow,” he 
said, half turning round towards it. The muttering stopped. There 
was no reply. 

“Take me to the steamboat landing,” he repeated, and this time 
turned quite round and looked up into the face of the gondolier 
as he stood there on his little elevated deck, high against the pale 
grey sky. The man bad an unpl^sing, evea brutish face, and wore 
blue clothes like a sailor’s, with a yellow sash; a shapeless straw hat 
with the braid tom at the brim perched rakishly on his head. His 
facial structure, as wdl as the curling blond moustache under the 
short snub nose, showed him to be of non-Italian stock. Physically 
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rather undersized, so that one would not have expected him to be 
very muscular, he pulled vigorously at^the oar, puttine all his 
body>wdght behind each stroke. Now and then the dfort ne made 
curfed bai^ his lips and bared his white teeth to the gums. He spoke 
in a decided, almost curt voice, looking out to sea ova his fare’s 
head : ‘TTie signore is going to the Lido.” 

Aschenbach answered : “Yes, I am. But 1 only took the gondola 
to cross over to San Marco. I am usin^<,tbe vaporetto from there.” 

“But the signore cannot use the vaporetto.” 

“And why not?” 

“Because the vaporetto does not take luggage.” 

It was true. Aschenbach remembered it. He made no answer. 
But the man’s gruff, overbearing manner, so unlike the usual cour- 
tesy of his countrymen towards the stranger, was intolerable. Asch- 
oibach spoke again : “That is my own affair. I may want to give 
my luggage in deposit. You will turn round.” 

No answer. The oar splashed, the wave struck dull against the 
prow. And the muttering began anew, the gondolier talked to 
himself, betweoi his teeth. 

What should the traveller do? Alone on the water^with this 
tongue-tied, obstinate, uncanny man, he saw no way of enforcing 
his will. And if only he did not excite himself, how pleasantly he 
might rest ! Had he not wished the voyage might last for ever? 
The wisest thing — ^and how much the pleasantest ! — was to let 
matters take their own course. A spell of indolence was upon him; 
it came from the chair he sat in — this low, black-upholstered arm- 
chair, so gently rocked at the hands of the despotic boatman in his 
rear. The thought passed dreamily through Aschenbach’s brain 
that perhaps he had fallen into the clutches of a criminal; it had 
not power to rouse him to action. More annoying was the simpler 
explanation : that the man was only trying to extort money. A 
sense of duty, a recollection, as it were, that this ought to be pre- 
vented, made him collect himself to say : 

“How much do you adc for the trip ? ” 

And the gondolior, gazing out over his head, replied : “The sig- 
nore will pay.” 

There was an established reply to this; Aschenbach made it, 
mechanically : 

“I will pay nothing whatever if you do not take me where 
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I want to go.” 

"Hie signore wants to go to the lido.*' 

"But not with you.” * 

"I am a good rower, signore. I will row you wdl.” 

"So much is true,” thought Aschenbach, and again he relaxed. 
"That is true, you row me well. Evrai if you mean to rob me, even 
if you hit me in the back with your oar and send me down to the 
kingdom of Hades, even then you will have rowed me wdl.” 

But nothing of the sort happened. Instead, they fell in with com- 
pany : a boat came alongside and waylaid them, full of men and 
women singing to guitar and mandolin. They rowed persistently 
bow for bow with the gondola and filled the silence that had rest^ 
on the waters with their lyric love of gain. Aschenbach tossed 
money into the hat they held out. The music stopped at once, th^ 
rowed away. And once more the gondolier's mutter became audible 
as he talked to himself in fits and snatches. 

Thus they rowed on, rocked by the wash of a steamer returning 
citywards. At the landing two municipal officials were walking up 
and down with their hands behind their backs and their mces 
turned towards the lagoon. Aschenbach was helped on shore by the 
old man with a boat-hook who is the permanent feature of every 
landing-stage in Venice; and having no small change to pay the 
boatman, crossed over into the hotel opposite. His wants were 
supplied in the lobby; but when he came back his possessions were 
already on a hand-car on the quay, and gondola and gondolier 
were gone. 

“He ran away, signore,” said the old boatman. "A bad lot, a 
man without a licence. He is the only gondolier without one. The 
others telephoned over, and he knew we w«'e on the look-out, so 
he made off." 

Aschenbach shrugged. 

"The signore has had a ride tor nothing,” said the old man, and 
held out his hat. Aschenbach dropped some coins. He directed 
that his luggage be taken to the H6tel des Bains and followed the 
hand-car through the avenue, that white-blessoming avenue with 
taverns, booths, and pensions on eitha side it, which runs across 
the island diagonally to the beach. 

He entered the hotel from the garden terrace at the bade and 
passed through the vestibule and hall into the office. His arrival 
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was expected, and he was served with courtesy and diq>atch. The 
manager, a small, soft, dapper man with a blade moustadie and a 
caressing way with him, wearing a French frock-coat, himself took 
him up in the lift and showed him his room. It was a pleasant 
chamber, furnished in cherry-wood, with lofty windows looming 
out to sea. It was decorated with strong-scoited flowers. Asdien- 
bach, as soon as he was alone, and while they brought in his trunk 
and bags and disposed them in the isoom, went up to one of the 
windows and stood looking out upon the beach in its afternoon 
emptiness, and at the sunless sea, now full and sending long, low 
waves with rhythmic beat upon the sand. 

A solitary, unused to speaking of what he sees and feels, has 
mental experiences which are at once more intense and less articu- 
late than those of a gregarious man. They are sluggish, yet more 
wayward, and never without a mdancholy tinge. Sights and im- 
pressions which others brush aside with a glance, a light comment, 
a smile, occupy him more than their due; they sink silently in, 
they take on meaning, they become experience, emotion, adven- 
ture. Solitude gives birth to the original in us, to beauty unfamiliar 
and perilous — to poetry. But also, it gives birth to tnE opposite : 
to the perverse, the illicit, the absurd. Thus the traveller’s mind 
still dwelt with disquiet on the episodes of his journey hither : on 
the horrible old fop with his drivel about a mistress, on the outlaw 
boatman and his lost tip. They did not offend his reason, th^ 
hardly afforded food for thought; yet they seemed by their very 
nature fundamentally strange, and thereby vaguely disquieting. 
Yet here was the sea; even in the midst of such thoughts he salutra 
it with his eyes, exulting that Venice was near and accessible. At 
length he turned round, disposed his personal belongings and made 
certain arrangements with the chambermaid for his comfort, 
washed up, and was conveyed to the ground floor by the green- 
uniformed Swiss who ran the lift. 

He took tea on the terrace facing the sea and afterwards went 
down and walked some distance along the shore promenade in the 
direction of Hdtel Excebior. When he came back it seemed to be 
time to change for dinner. He did so, slowly and methodically as 
his way was, for he was accustomed to work while he dressed; but 
even so found himsdf a little early when he (mtered the hall, where 
a large number of guests had collected— -strangers to each other 
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and affecting mutual indifference, yet united in oqwctancy of the 
meal. He picked up a pa;^. sat down in a leather anxKhair. and 
took stock of the company, which compared most favourably with 
(hat he had just left. 

This was a broad and tolerant atmosphere, of wide horizons. 
Subdued voices were speaking most of the principal European 
tongues. That imiform of civilization, the conventional evening 
dress, gave outward conformity to the varied types. Hiere were 
long, dry Americans, large-familied Russians, English ladies, Ger> 
man children with French bonnes. The Slavic element predominated 
it seemed. In Aschenbach’s neighbourhood Polish was being spokoi. 

Round a wicker table next him was gathered a group of young 
folk in charge of a governess or companion — three young girls, 
perhaps fifteen to seventeen years old, and a long-haired boy of 
about fourteen. Aschenbach noticed with astonishment the lad's 
perfect beauty. His face recalled the noblest moment of Gredc sculp- 
ture — ^pale, with a sweet reserve, with clustering honey-colour^ 
ringlets, the brow and nose descending in one line, the winning 
mouth, the expression of piue and godlike serenity. Yet with all this 
chaste perfection of form it was of such unique personal charm 
that the observer thought he had never seal, either in nature or 
art, anything so utterly happy and consummate. What strude hhn 
further was the strange contrast the group afforded, a difference 
in educational method, so to speak, shown in the way the brother 
and sisters were clothed and treated. The girls, the eldest of whom 
was practically grown up, were diessed with an almost disfiguring 
austerity. All three wore half-length slate<oloured frocks of 
cloister-like plainness, arbitrarily unbecoming in cut, with white 
turn-over collars as their only adornment. Every grace of outline 
was wilfully suppressed; their hair lay smoothly plastered to their 
heads, giving them a vacant expression, like a nun’s. All this could 
only be by the mother’s orders; but there was no trace the same 
pedagogic severity in the case of the boy. Tenderness and softness, 
it was plain, (conditioned his existence. No scissors had been put 
to the lovdy hair that (like the Spinnario’s) curled about his brows, 
above his ears, longer stiU in the neck. He wore an English safior 
suit, with quilted sleeves that narrowed round the delicate wrists 
of his long and slender though still childish hands. And this suit, 
with its Weast-knot, lacings, and embroideries, lent the slight figure 
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someddag and strange/* a spoilt, ezqtiisite air. Tbe obsemr 
saw Mm in half profile, with one foot in its Made patent leather 
advanced, one elM>w resting on the anh of his basket<hair, the 
efaede nestled into the dos^ hand in a pose of ea^ grace, quite 
unlike the stiff subservient mien which was evidoitiy habitual to 
his sisters. Was he delicate? His fadal tint was ivory-wMte against 
the golden darkness of his dustoring locks. Or was he simply a 
pampered darling, the object of a s^-willed and partial love? 
Asdienbach inclined to thiiik the latter. For in almost every artist’s 
nature is inborn a wanton and treacho’ous proneness to side with 
the beauty that breaks hearts, to single out aristocratic pretensions 
and pay them homage. 

A waiter announced, in English, that dinner was sorved. Gradu- 
ally the company dispersed through the glass doors into the dining- 
room. Latecomers entered from the vestibule or the lifts. Inside, 
dinner was being served; but the young Poles still sat and waited 
about their wicker table. Aschenbach felt comfortable in his deq) 
armchair, he enjoyed the beauty before his eyes, he waited with 
them. 

The governess, a short, stout, red-faced person, at lAigth gave 
the signal. With lifted brows she pushed back her chair and made 
a bow to the tall woman, dressed in palest grey, who now entered 
the hall. This lady’s abundant jewels were pearls, her manner was 
cool and measurra; the fashion of her gown and the arrangement 
of her lightly powdo-ed hair had the simplicity prescribed in cer- 
tain circles whose piety and aristocracy are equally marked. She 
might have been, in Germany, the wife of some high official. But 
there was something faintly fabulous, after all, in her appearance, 
though lent it solely by the pearls she wore : they were well-nigh 
priceless, and consisted of ear-rings and a three-stranded necklace, 
very long, with gems the size of cherries. 

The brother and sisters had risen briskly. They bowed over their 
mother’s hand to kiss it, she turning away from them, with a slight 
smile on her face, which was carefully preserved but> rather sharp- 
nosed and worn. She addressed a few words in French to the 
governess, then moved towards the glass door. The children 
followed, the girls in order of age, then ^e governess, and last the 
boy. He chanced to turn before he crossed the threshold, and as 
there was no one else in the room, his strange, twilit grey eyes met 
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Aschenbacfa's. as our traveller sat there with the paper (m his knee, 
absorbed in looking after ^he group. 

There was nothing singular, of course, in what he had seen. Thw 
had not gone in to dinner before their mother, they had waited, 
given her a respectful salute, and but observed the right and proper 
forms on entering the room. they had done all this so expressly, 
with such self*res^ting dignity, discipline, and sense of duty that 
Aschenbach was impressed. He lingered still a few minutes, then 
he, too, went into tne dining-room, where he was shown a table 
far off the Polish family, as he noted at once, with a stirring of 
regret. 

Tired, yet mentally ala-t, he beguiled the long, tedious meal 
with abstract, even with transcendent matters : pondered the mys- 
terious harmony that must come to subsist between the individual 
human being and the universal law, in order that human beauty 
may result; passed on to general problems of form and art, and 
came at length to the conclusion that what seemed to him fresh 
and happy thoughts were like the flattering inventions of a dream, 
which the waking sense proves worthless and insubstantial. He 
spent the evening in the park, that was sweet with the odours of 
evening — sitting, smoking, wandering about; went to bed betimes, 
and passed the night in deep, unbroken sleep, visited, however, 
by varied and lively dreams. 

The weather next day was no more promising. A land breeze 
blew. Beneath a colourless, overcast sky the sea lay sluggish, and 
as it were shrunken, so far withdrawn as to leave bare several 
rows of long sand-banks. The horizon looked close and prosaic. 
When Aschenbach opened his window he thought he smelt the 
stagnant odour of the lagoons. 

He felt suddenly out of sorts and already began to think of 
leaving. Once, years before, after weeks of bright spring weatho*. 
this wind had found him out; it had been so bad as to force him 
to flee from the city like a fugitive. And now it seemed beginning 
again — the sohae feverish distaste, the pressure on his temj^es, the 
heavy eyelids. It would be a nuisance to change again; but if the 
wind did not turn, this was no place for him. To be tm the safe 
side, he did not entirely unpack. At nine o’dock he went down 
to the buffet, which lay betweoi the hall and the dining-room and 
served as a breakfast-room. 
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A sdenm stillness reigned here, sudi as it is the ambition of all 
large hotels to adiieve. The waiters movpd on noiseless feet A rat- 
tling of tei-things, a whispered word— and no other sounds. In a 
coma diagonally to the door, two tables off his own, Asdienbach 
saw the Polish girls with their governess. They sat there very 
straight, in tiieir stiff blue linen frocks with little tura-ovar collars 
and cuffs, their ash-blond hair nevidy brushed flat, their eyelids 
red from sleep; and handed each oth^lr the marmalade. They had 
nearly finish^ their meal. The boy was not there. 

Aschenbach smiled. “Aha, little Phxax,” he thought. “It seons 
you are privileged to sleep yoursdf out." With sudden gaiety he 
quoted: 

“Oft vcrandertcn Schtnuck und warme Bader und Ruhr.” 

He took a leisurely breakfast. The porter came up with his 
braided cap in his hand, to deliver some letters that had been sent 
on. Aschenbach lighted a cigarette and opened a few letters and 
thus was still seated to witness the arrival of the sluggard. 

He entered through the glass doors and passed diagonally across 
the room to his sisters at their table. He walked with extraordinary 
grace— the carriage of the body, the action of the knee, the way he 
set down his foot in its white shoe — it was all so light, it was at once 
dainty and proud, it wore an added charm in- the childish shyness 
which made him twice turn his head as he crossed the room, made 
him give a quick glance and then drop his eyes. He took his seat, 
with a smile and a murmured word in his soft and blurry tongue; 
and Aschenbach, sitting so that he could see him in profile, was 
astonished anew, yes, startled, at the godlike beauty of the human 
being. The lad had on a light sailor suit of blue and white striped 
cotton, with a red silk keast-Vwol awd a 

collar round the neck — a not very elegant effect — yet above this 
collar the head was poised like a flower, ra incomparable loveliness. 
It was the head of Eros, with the yellowish bloom of Parian mariile, 
with fine serious brows, and dusky clustering ringlets standing out 
in soft pienteousness over temples and ears. 

“Good, oh, very good inde^ ! " thought Aschenbach, assuming 
the patronizing air of the connoisseur to bide, as artists wiUf their 
mvjsbmeat over a masterpiece. *Tes," he went on to hh&Mlf, 'Iff 
-LMere not that sea and beach were waiting for me, I should sit 
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here as long as you do.” But he went out on that, passing throat^ 
the hall, breath the watchful eye of the functionaries, down w 
steps and directly aaoss die board walk to the section of the beach 
reserved for the guests of the hotd. The bathing-master, a barefoot 
old man in linen trousers and sailor blouse, with a straw hat, 
showed him the cabin that had been rented for him, and Aschen- 
bach had him set up table and chair on the sandy platform before it. 
Then he dragged the redining-chair through the pale yellow sand, 
closer to the sea, sat down, and composed himself^. 

He delighted, as always, in the scene on the beach, the sight of 
sophisticated society giving itself over to a simple life at the edge 
of the element. The shallow grey sea was already gay with childrm 
wading, with swimmers, with figures in bright colours lying on 
the sand-banks with arms behind their heads. Some were rowing 
in little keelless boats painted red and blue, and laughing when diey 
capsized. A long row of capanne ran down the beach, with plat- 
forms, where people sat as on verandas, and there was social life, 
with bustle and with indolent repose; visits were paid, amid much 
chatter, punctilious morning toilettes hob-nobb^ with comfort- 
able and privil^ed dishabille. On the hard wet sand close to the sea 
figures in white bath-robes or loose wrappings in garish colours 
strolled up and down. A mammoth sand-hill had been built up on 
Aschenbach’s right, the work of children, who had stuck it full 
of tray flags. Vendors of sea-shells, fruit, and cakes knelt beside 
their wares spread out on the sand. A row of cabins on the left 
stood obliquely to the others and to the sea, thus forming the 
boundary of the enclosure on this side; and on the little veranda in 
front of one of these a Russian family was encamped; bearded 
men with strong white teeth, npe, indolent women, a Fraulein 
iiom the Baltic piovinces, who sat at an easel painting the sea and 
tearing her hair in despair; two ugly but good-natured children 
and an old maidservant in a head<loth, with the caressing, servile 
maiinor of the bom dependant. There they sat tc^ether in grateful 
mjoymmit of liieir blessings : constantly shouting at their romp- 
ing children, who paid not the slightest heed; making jokes in 
brokm Italian to the funny old man who sold them sweetmeats, 
kissing each otha on the cheeks— no jot concerned that tb^ 
domesticity was overlooked. 

‘Til stop,” thought Aschenbach. “Whwe could It he better iftiaii 
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here?" With his hands clasped in his lap he let his eyes swim in 
the wideness of the sea, his gaze lose focus, blur, and grow vague 
in the misty immensity of space. His love of the ocean had pro- 
found sources : the hard-worked artist’s longing for rest, his yearn- 
ing to sedk rehige from the thronging manifold shapes of his fancy 
in the bosom of the simple and vast; and another yearning, 
opposed to his art and perhaps for that very reason a lure, for the 
unorganized, the immeasurable, the efomal— in short, for nothing- 
ness. He whose preoccupation is with excellence longs fervently to 
6nd rest in perfection; and is not nothingness a form of perfection? 
As he sat there dreaming thus, deep, deep into the void, suddenly 
the margin line of the shore was cut by a human form. He 
gathered up his gaze and withdrew it from the illimitable, and lo, 
it was the lovely boy who crossed his vision coming from the left 
dong the sand. He was barefoot, ready for wading, the sloider 
legs uncovered above the knee, and moved slowly, yet with such 
a proud, light tread as to make it seem he had never worn shoes. 
He looked towards the diagonal row of cabins; and the sight of the 
Russian family, leading their lives there in joyous sii^lici^, dis- 
torted his features in a spasm of angry disgust. His brow darkened, 
his lips curled, one comer of the mouth was drawn down in a 
harsh line that marred the curve of the dieek, his frown was so 
heavy that the eyes seemed to sink in as they uttered beneath the 
black and vicious language of hate. He looked down, looked 
threateningly back once more; then giving it up with a violent 
and contemptuous shoulder-shmg, he left his enemies in the rear. 

A feeling of delicacy, a qualm, almost like a sense of shame, 
made Aschenbach turn away as though he had not seen; he felt 
unwilling to take advantage of having been, by chance, privy to 
this passionate reaction. But he was in truth both moved and ex- 
hilarated — that is to say, he was delighted. This childish exhibition 
of fanaticism, directed against the good-naturedest simplicity in 
the world — ^it gave to the godlike and inexpressive the final human 
toudi. The figiue of the half-grown lad, a masterpiece from nature’s 
own hand, had been significant enough when it gratified the «ye 
alone; and now it evokra sympathy as wdl — the little roisode had 
set it off, lent it a dignity in the onlooker’s eyes that was c^ond its 
years. 

Asdienbach listened with still averted head to the boy’s voice 
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announcing his coming to his companions at the sand-heap. Hie 
voice was dear, thot^h a Jittle weak, but they answered, shouting 
his name — or his nickname — again and again. Asdhenbach was 
not without curiosity to learn it, but comd make out nothing 
more ocact than two musical syllables, something like Adgio — or, 
oftener still, Adjiu, with a long-drawn-out u at the end. He liked 
the melodious sound, and found it fitting; said it over to himself a 
few times and turned back with satisfaction to his papers. 

Holding his travelling-pad on his knees, he took his fountain- 
pen and began to answer various items of his correspondence. But 
presently he felt it too great a pity to turn his back, and the eyes of 
his mind, for the sake of mere commonplace correspondorce, to this 
scene which was, after all, the most rewarding one he knew. He put 
aside his papers and swung round to the sea; in no long time, be- 
guiled by the voices of the children at play, he had turn^ his head 
and sat resting it against the chair-back, while he gave himsdf up 
to contemplating the activities of the exquisite Adgio. 

His eye found him out at once, the red breast-knot was un- 
mistakable. With some nine or ten companions, boys and girls of 
his own age and younger, he was busy putting in place an old plank 
to serve as a bridge across the ditches between the sand-piles. He 
directc*d the work by shouting and motioning with his head, and 
they were all chattermg in many longues — French, Polish, and 
even some of the Balkan languages. But his was the name oftenest 
on their hps, he was plainly sought after, wooed, admired. One 
lad in particular, a Pole like himself, with a name that sounded 
something like Jaschiu, a sturdy lad with brilliantined black hair, 
m a belted linen suit, was his particular lieganan and friend. Opera- 
tions at the sand-pile being ended for the time, the two w^ed 
away along the beach, with their arms round each other's waists, 
and once the lad Jaschiu gave Adgio a kiss. 

Aschaibach felt like shakmg a finger at him. “But you, Crito- 
bulus,” he thought with a smile, “you I advise to take a year’s 
leave. That lohg, at least, you will need for complete recovery.” 
A vendor came by with strawberries, and Aschenbach made his 
second breakfast of the great luscious, dead-ripe fruit. It had grown 
very warm, although the sun had not availw to pierce the heavy 
layer of mist. His mind felt relaxed, his senses r^dled in this vast 
and soothing communion with the silence of the sea. The grave and 
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serious man found sufficient occupation in qieculating wfaat name 
it could be that sounded like Adgio. Ai{d with the help of a few 
Poh’sh memories he at length fixed on Tadzio, a shortened form ci 
Thaddeus, which sounded, when called, like Tadziu or Adziu. 

Tadzio was bathing. Aschenbadi had lost sight of him for a 
moment, thoi descried him far out in the water, which was shallow 
a very long way — saw his head, and ^is arm striking out like an 
oar. But his watchful family were already on the alert; the mother 
and governess called from the veranda in front of their bathing- 
cabin, until the lad’s name, with its softened consonants and long- 
drawn u-sound, seemed to possess the beach like a rallying-cry; 
the cadence had something sweet and wild: “Tadziu! Tadziu!” 
He turned and ran back against the water, churning the waves to 
a foam, his head flung high. The sight of this living figure, vir- 
ginally pure and austere, with dripping locks, beautiful as a tender 
young god, emerging from the depths of sea and sky, outrunning 
the element — it conjured up mythologies, it was like a primeval 
legend, handed down from the beginning of time, of the birth of 
form, of the origin of the gods. With closed lids Aschenbach 
listened to this poesy hymning itself silently within him, and anon 
he thought it was good to be here and that he would stop awhile. 

Afterwards Tadzio lay on the sand and rested from his bathe, 
wrapped in his white sheet, which he wore drawn underneath the 
right shoulder, so that his head was cradled on his bare right arm. 
And even when Aschenbach read, without looking up, he was 
conscious that the lad was there; that it would cost him but the 
slightest turn of the head to have the rewarding vision once more 
in his purview. Indeed, it was almost as though he sat there to guard 
the youth’s repose occupied, of course, with his own affairs, yet 
alive to the presence of that noble human aeature close at hand. 
And his heart was stirred, it felt a father’s kindness : such an emo- 
tion as the possessor of beauty can inspire in one who has offered 
himself up in spirit to create beauty. 

At midday he left the beach, returned to the Hbtel, and was 
carried up in the lift to his room. There he lingered a little time 
before the glass and looked at his own grey hair, his kera and 
weary face. And he thought of his fame, and how people gazed 
respectfully at him in the streets, on account of his unerring gift 
of words and their power to charm. He called up all the worldly 
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successes his g^us had reaped, all could remonber, even his 
patent of nobility. Then |vent to lundieon down in &e dining* 
room, sat at his little table and ate. Afterwards he mounted again 
in the lift, and a group of young folk, Tadzio among them, pressed 
with him into the little compartment. It was the first time Asdien* 
bach had seen him dose at hand, not merdy in perspective, and 
could see and take accotmt of the details of his humanity. Someone 
spoke to the lad, and he, answering, with indescribably lovely 
smile, stepped out again, as they had come to the first floor, back* 
wards, with his eyes cast down. “Beauty makes people sdf-con* 
scious,” Aschenbach thought, and considered within himself im- 
peratively why this should be. He had noted, further, that Tadzio's 
teeth were imperfect, rather jagged and bluish, without a healthy 
glaze, and of that peculiar brittle transparency which the teeth of 
chlorotic people often show. “He is delicate, he is sickly," Aschen- 
bach thought. “He will most likely not live to grow old." He did 
not try to account for the pleasure the idea gave him. 

In the afternoon he spent two hours in his room, then took the 
vaporetto to Venice, across the foul-smelling lagoon. He got out 
at San Marco, had his tea in the Piazza, and then, as his custom 
was, took a walk through the streets. But this walk of his brought 
about nothing less than a revolution in his mood and an entire 
change in all his plans. 

There was a hateful sultriness in the narrdtv streets. The air was 
so heavy that all the manifold smells wafted out of houses, shops, 
and cook-shops — ^smells of oil, perfumery, and so forth — ^hung 
low, like exhalations, not dissipating. Cigarette smoke seemed to 
stand in the air, it drifted so slowly away. Today the crowd in 
these narrow lanes oppressed the stroller instead of diverting him. 
The longer he walked, the more was he in tortures under that 
state, which is the product of the sea air and the sirocco and which 
wccites and enervates at once. He perspired painfully. His eyes 
rdielled, his chest was heavy, he felt feverish, the blood throbdm 
in his temples* He fled from the huddled, narrow streets of flie 
commercial city, crossed many bridges, and came into die poor 
quarter of Venice. Beggars waylaid him, the canals sidcened him 
with their evil exhalations. He reached a quiet square, one (rf diose 
that exist at the dty's heart, forsakoi of God and man; there he 
rested awhile on the margin of a fountain, wiped his hrow, and 


35 



STOBIES OF A tlFEUMf 


admitted to hinisdif that he must be gone. 

For the second time, aifd now quite definitely, the city proved 
that in certain weathers it could be directly inimical to his health. 
Nothing but sheer unreasoning obstinacy would linger on, hoping 
for an improphesiable change in the wind. A quick decision was 
in place. He could not go home at this stage, neither siunmer nor 
winter quarters would be ready. Bu^. Venice had not a monopoly 
of sea and shore : there were other spots where these were to l>e 
had without the evil concomitants of lagoon and fever-breeding 
vapours. He remembered a little bathing-place not far from Trieste 
of which he had had a good report. Why not go thither? At once, 
of course, in order that this second change might be worth the 
making. He resolved, he rose to his feet and sought the nearest 
gondola-landing, where he took a boat and was conveyed to San 
Marco through the gloomy windings of many canals, beneath 
balconies of delicate marble traceries flanked by carven lions; round 
slippery comers of wall, past melancholy facades with ancient busi- 
ness shields reflected in the rocking water. It was not too easy to 
arrive at his destination, for his gondolier, beiifg in league with 
various lace-makers and glass-blowers, did his best to persuade 
his fare to pause, look, and be tempted to buy. Thus the charm of 
this bizarre passage through the heart of Venice, even while it 
played upon his spirit, yet was sensibly cooled by the predatory 
commercial spirit of, the fallen que^ of the seas. 

Once back in his hotel, he announced at the office, even before 
dinner, that circumstances unfoieseen obliged him to leave eirly 
next morning. The management expressed its regret, it changed 
his money and receipted his bill. He dined, and spent the luke- 
warm evening in a rocking-chair on the rear terrace, reading the 
newspapers. Before he went to bed, he made his luggage ready 
against the morning. 

His sleep was not of the best, for the prospect of another journey 
made him restless. When he opened his window next morning, the 
sky was still overcast, but the air seemed fresher— and there and 
then his rue began. Had he not given notice too soon? Had he not 
let himself be swayed by a slight and momentary indisposition? 
If he had only been patient, not lost heart so quickly, tried to adapt 
himself to the dimate, or even waited for a change in the weather 
before deciding 1 Then, instead of the hurry and flurry of departure. 
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he would have before him now a morning like yesterday’s on the 
beach. Too late ! He mu|t go on wanting what he had wanted 
yesterday. He dressed and at eight o’clock went down to bre^dEast. 

When he entered the breakfast-room it was anpty. Guests came 
in while he sat waiting for his order to be filled. As he sipped his 
tea he saw the Polish girls enter with their governess, chaste and 
morning-fresh, with sleep-reddened eyelids. T^ey crossed the room 
and sat doMm at their table in the window. Behind them came the 
])orter, cap in hand, to announce that it was time for him to eo. 
The car was Waiting to convey him and other travellers to rae 
H6tel Excelsior, whence they would go by motor-boat through the 
company’s private canal to the station. Time passed. But Aschen- 
bach found it did nothing of the sort. There still lacked more than 
an hour of train-time. He felt irritated at the hotel habit of getting 
the guests out of the house earlier than necessary; and requested 
the porter to let him breakfast in peace. The man hesitated and 
withdrew, only to come back again five minutes lator. The car 
could wait no longer. Good, then it might go, and take his trunk 
with it, Aschentfach answered with some heat. He would use the 
public conveyance, in his own time; he begged them to leave the 
choice of it to him. The functionary bowed. Aschenbach, pleased 
to be rid of him, made a leisurely meal, and evm had a newspapa* 
off the waiter. When at length he rose, the time was grown very 
short. And it so happened that at that fioment Tadzio came 
through the glass doors into the room. 

To reach his own table he aossed the traveller’s path, and mod- 
estly cast down his eyes before the grey-haired man of the lofty 
brows — only to lift them again in that sweet way he had and 
direct his full soft gaze upon Aschenbach’s face. Then he was past. 
“For the last time, Tadzio,’’ thought the elder man. “It was all too 
brief!” Quite unusually for him, he shaped a farewell with his 
lips, he actually uttered it, and added: “May God bless you!” 
Then he w«it out, distributed tips, exchanged farewdls with the 
mild little manager in the brock-coat, and, mllowed by the purtor 
with his land-lupage, left the hotel. On foot as he had come, he 
passed through the white-blossoming avenue, diagonally across the 
island to the boat-landing. He went on board at once — ^but the 
tale of his journey aaoss the lagoon was a tale of woe, a passage 
through the vary valley of regrets. 
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It was the wdlJcnown route: through the lagoon, past San 
Marco, up the Grand Cana. Aschenbac^ sat on the circular bench 
in the bows, with his dhow on the rainng, one hand shading his 
eyes. They passed the Public Gardens, once more the princdy 
charm of the Fiazzetta rose up before him and then dropped be- 
hind, next came the great row of palaces, the canal curved, and the 
splaidid marble arches of the RialtOv came in sight. The traveller 
gazed — ^and his bosom was tom. The atmosphere of the city, the 
faintly rottoi scent of swamp and sea, which had driven him to 
leave — in what deq), tender, almost painful draughts he breathed 
it in ! How was it he had not known, had not thought, how much 
his heart was set upon it all? What this morning had been slight 
regret, some little doubt of his own wisdom, turned now to grief, 
to actual wretchedness, a mental agony so sharp that it repeatedly 
brought tears to his eyes, while he questioned himself how he 
could have foreseen it. The hardest part, the part that more than 
once it semied he could not bear, was the thought that he should 
never more see Venice again. Since now for the second time the 
place had made him ill, since for the second time he hafi had to flee 
for his life, he must henceforth regard it as a forbidden spot, to be 
for evor shunned; senseless to try it again, after he had proved him- 
self tmfit. Yes, if he fled it now, he felt that wounded pride must 
prevent his return to this spot where twice he had made actual 
bodily surrender. AnfS this conflict between inclination and capa- 
city all at once assumed, in this middle-aged man's mind, immense 
weight and importance; the physical defeat seemed a shameful 
thing, to be avoided at whatever cost; and he stood amazed at the 
ease with which on the day before he had yielded to it. 

Meanwhile the steamer neared the station landing; his anguish 
of irresolution amounted almost to panic. To leave seemed to the 
sufferer impossible, to remain not less so. Tom thus between two 
alternatives, he entered the station. It was very late, he had not a 
moment to lose. Time pressed, it scourged him onward. He has- 
tened to buy his tidcet and looked round in the cr6wd to find the 
hotel porter. The man appeared and said that the trunk had already 
gone off. “Gone already ? ” “Y es, it has gone to Como." ‘To Como ? ” 
A hasty exchange of words — angry questions from Aschenbach, 
and puzzled replies from the porter — at length made it dear that 
the trunk had been put with the wrong luggage even before leaving 
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the hotd, and in company with other trtmks was now wdl on its 
way in precisdy the wione direction. 

Aschenbach found it Irard to wear the right expression as he 
heard this news. A reckless joy, a deep incredible mirthfulness 
shook him almost as with a spasm. The porter dashed o£F after the 
lost trunk, returning very soon, of course, to announce that his 
efforts were unavailing. Aschenbadi said he would not travel with- 
out his luggage; that he would go back and wait at the Hotel des 
Bains until it turned up. Was the company's motor-boat still out- 
side? The man said yes, it was at the door. With his native elo- 
quence he prevailed upon the ticket-agent to take back the ticket 
already purchased; he swore that he would wire, that no pains 
should be spared, that the trunk would be restored in the twinkling 
of an eye. And the unbelievable thmg came to pass ; the travdler, 
twenty minutes after he had reach^ the station, found himsdf 
once more on the Grand Canal on his way back to the Lido. 

What a strange adventure indeed, this right-about face of des- 
tiny — incredible, humiliating, whimsical as any dream! To be 
passing again, wXhm the hour, these scenes from which in pro- 
foundest grief he had but now taken leave for evar I The little 
swift-moving vessel, a furrow of foam at its prow, tacking with 
droll agility between steamboats and gondolas, went like a shot to 
its goal; and he, its sole passenger, sat hiding the panic and dirills 
of a truant schoolboy beneath a mask of fqt^ed resignation. His 
breast still heaved from time to time with a burst of laughter over 
the contretemps. Things could not, he told himself, have fallen out 
more luckily. There would be the necessary explanations, a few 
astonished faces — then all would be well once more, a mischance 
prevented, a grievous error set right; and all he had thought to 
have left for ever was his own once more, his for as long as he 
liked. . . . And did the boat’s swift motion deceive him, or was the 
wind now coming from the sea? 

The waves struck against the tiled sides of the narrow canaL 
At H6tel Excelsior the automobile omnibus awaited the returned 
traveller and bore him along by the crisping waves back to the 
H6tel des Bains. The little mustadiioed manager in the frodt-coat 
came down the steps to greet him. 

In dulcet tones he deplored the mistake, said how pinful it was 
to the management and himself; applauded Aschenbach’s restdve 
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to stop on until the errant trunk came back; his former room, alas, 
was already taken, but another as good awaited his approvaL ‘Tos 
de chance, monsieur,” said the Swiss lift-porter, with a smile, as he 
conveyed him upstairs. And the fugitive was soon quartered in 
another room which in situation and furnishings almost precisely 
resembled the first. 

He laid out the contorts of his hahd-bag in their wonted places; 
then, tired out, dazed by the whirl of the extraordinary forenoon, 
subsided into the arm-chair by the open window. The sea wore a 
pale-green cast, the air felt thinner and purer, the beach with its 
cabins and boats had more colour, notwithstanding the sky was 
still grey. Aschenbach, his hands folded in his lap, looked out. He 
felt rejoiced to be back, yet displeased with his vacillating moods, 
his ignorance of his own real desires. Thus for nearly an hour he 
sat, beaming, resting, barely thinking. At midday he saw Tadzio, 
in his striped sailor suit with red breast-knot, coming up from the 
sea, across the barrier and along the board walk to the hotd. As- 
chenbach recognized him, even at this height, knew it was he before 
he actually saw him, had it in mind to say td himSelf: “Well, 
Tadzio, so here you are again too I” But the casual greeting died 
away before it reached his lips, slain by the truth in his heart. He 
fdt the rapture of his blood, the poignant pleasure, and realized 
that it was for Tadzio’s sake the leavetaking had been so hard. 

He sat quite still, u iseen at his high post, and looked within him- 
sdf. His features were lively, he lift^ his brows; a smile, alert, 
inquiring, vivid, widened the mouth. Then he raised his head, and 
with both hands, hanging limp over the chair-arms, he described 
a slow motion, pahns outward, a lifting and turning movement, as 
though to indicate a wide embrace. It was a gesture of welcome, a 
calm and ddiberate acceptance of what might come. 

Now daily the naked god with cheeks aflame drove his four 
fire-breathing steeds through heaven’s spaces; and with him 
streamed the strong east wind that fluttered his yellow locks. A 
sheen, like white satin, lay over all the idly rolling sea’s expanse. 
Ihe sand was burning hot. Awnings of rust-coloured canvas were 
spanned before the bathing-huts, under the ether’s quiv«ing silver- 
blue; one spent the morning hours within the small, sharp square 
of shadow they purveyed. But evening too was rarely lovay ; bal- 
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samic with the breath of flowers and s!l\;rubs from the near-l^ raxk. 
while overhead the constellations drclM in thdr spheres, and tbe 
raurmunne of the night-^ted sea swelled softly up and whispaed 
to the soul. Such nights as these contained the joyful promise of a 
sunlit morrow, brim-full of sweetly ordered idleness, studded thidc 
with countless precious possibilities. 

The guest detained here by so happy a mischance was far from 
finding the return of his luggage a ground for setting out anew. 
For two days he had suffered slight inconvenience and had to 
dine in the large salon in his travelling-clothes. Then the lost trunk 
was set down in his room, and he hastened to unpack, filling presses 
and drawers with his possessions. He meant to stay on — and on; 
he rejoiced in the prospect of wearing a silk suit for the hot mton- 
ing hours on the beach and appearing m acceptable evening dress 
at dinner. 

He was quick to fall in with the pleasing monotony of this man- 
ner of life, readily enchanted by its mild soft brilliance and ease. 
And what a spot it is, indeed ! — ^uniting the charms of a luxurious 
bathing-resort by a southern sea with the immediate nearness of a 
unique and marvellous city. Aschenbach was not pleasure-loving. 
Always, wherever and whenever it was the order of the day to & 
merry, to refrain from labour and make glad the heart, he would 
soon be conscioas of the imperative summons — ^and especially was 
this so in his youth — ^back to the high fa*igues, the sacred and 
fasting service that consumed his days. This spot and this alone 
had power to beguile him, to relax his resolution, to make him 
glad. At times — of a forenoon perhaps, as he lay in the shadow of 
his awning, ga/ing out dreamilv over the blue of the southern sea, 
or in the mildness of the night, beneath the wide starry sky, en- 
sconced among the cushions of the gondola that bore him Lido- 
wards after an evening on the Piazza, while the gay lights faded 
and the melting music of the serenades died away on his ear — ^be 
would think gf his mountain home, the theatre of his summer 
labours. There douds hung low and trailed through the gardoi, 
violent storms extinguished the lights of the house at night, and 
the ravens he fed swung in the tops of the fir trees. And he would 
feel transported tq Elysium, to the ends of die earth, to a spot most 
carefree for the sons of men, where no snow is, and no winter, no 
storms or downpours of rain; where Oceanus sends a mild and 
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cooling breath, and days flow on in blissful idleness, widiout 
effort or struggle, entirdy dedicated to^the sun and the feasts of 
the sun. 

Aschenbach saw the boy Tadzio almost constantly. The narrow 
confines of their world of hold and beach, the daily round followed 
by all alike, brought him in close, almost uninterrupted touch with 
the beautiful lad. He encountered hiin eveiywhere — ^in the salons 
of the hotd, on the cooling rides to the dty and bade, among the 
splendoiurs of the Piazza, and besides all this in many another 
going and coming as chance vouchsafed. But it was the regular 
morning hours on the beach which gave him his happiest oppor- 
tunity to study and admire the lovdy apparition. Yes, this immedi- 
ate happiness, this daily recurring boon at the hand of circum- 
stance, this it was that filled him with content, with joy in life, 
enriched his stay, and lingered out the row of sunny days that fdl 
into place so pleasantly one behind the other. 

He rose early — as early as though he had a panting press of 
work — ^and was among the first on the beach, when the sun was 
still benign and the sea lay dazzling white in its inommg slumber. 
He gave the watchman a friendly good-morning and chatted with 
the Wefoot, white-haired old man who prepar^ his place, spread 
the awning, trundled out the chair and table on to the little plat- 
form. Then he settled down; he had three or four hours brfore 
the sun reached its height and the fearful climax of its power; 
three or four hours while the sea went deeper and deeper blue; 
three or four hours in which to watch Tadzio. 

He would see him come up, on the left, along the margin of the 
sea; or from behind, between the cabins; or, with a start of joyful 
surprise, would discover that he himself was late, and Tadzio al- 
ready down, in the blue and white bathing-suit that was now his 
only wear on the beach; there and engrossed in his usual activities 
in the sand, beneath the sun. It was a sweetly idle, trifling, fitful 
life, of play and rest, of strolling, wading, digging, fishing, swim- 
ming, lying on the sand. Often the women sitting on the platform 
would call out to him in their high voices: “Tadziu I Tadziu!” 
and he would come running and waving his arms, eager to tdl than 
what he had done, show them what he had found, what caught — 
shells, seahorses, jelly-fish, and sidewards-running aabs. Aschoi- 
bach understood not a word he said; it might he the .sheerest com- 
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monplace, in his ear it became mingled harmonies. Hius the lad's 
foreign birth raised his soeech to muaq a wanton sun diowered 
splendonr on him, and tne noble distances of the sea formed the 
badcground which set off his figure. 

Soon the observer knew every line and pose of this form tiliat 
limned itself so freely against sea and sky; its every lovdiness, 
though conned by heart, yet thrilled him each day afresh; his 
admiration knew no bounds, the ddight of his eye was unoiding. 
Once the lad was summoned to speak to a guest who was waiting 
for hii. mother at their cabin. He ran up, ran dripping wet out 
the sea, tossing his curls, and put out his hand, standing with his 
weight on one leg, resting the other foot on the toes; as he stood 
there in a posture of suspense the turn of his body was enchanting, 
while his features wore a look half shamefaced, half conscious of 
the duty breeding laid upon him to please. Or he would lie at full 
length, with his bath-rohe around him, one slender young arm 
resting on the sand, his chin in the hollow of his hand; the lad 
they called Jaschiu squatting beside him, paying him court. There 
could be nothing lovelier on earth than the smile and look with 
which the playmate thus singled out rewarded his humble friend 
and vassal. Again, he might be at the water's edge, alone, removed 
from his family, quite close to Aschenbach; standing erect, his 
hands clasped at the back of his neck, rocking slowly on the balls 
of his feet, day-dreaming away into blue sjfice, while little waves 
ran up and bathed his toes. The ringlets of honey-coloured hair 
clung to his temples and neck, the fine down along the upper ver- 
tebrae was yellow in the sunlight; the thin envelope of flesh cover- 
ing the torso betrayed the delicate outlines of the ribs and the 
symmetry of the breast-structure. His armpits were still as smooth 
as a statue's, smooth the glistening hollows behind the knees, where 
the blue network of veins suggested that the body was formed of 
some stuff more transparent than mere flesh. What discipline, what 
precision of thought were expressed by the tense youthful per- 
fection of thi^*form! And yet the pure, shrong wul which nad 
laboured in darkness and succeeded in bringing this godlike work 
of art to the light of day — ^was it not known and fanmiar to him, 
the artist? Was not the same force at work in himsdf whoi he 
strove in cold fury to liberate from the marble mass of language 
the slender forms of his art which he saw with the eye of his mind 
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and would body forth to iqeQ as the minor and image of spiritual 
beauty? 

Mirror and image ! His eyes took in the proud bearing of that 
figure there at the blue water's edg^ with an outburst of rapture 
he told himsdf that what he saw was beauty’s very essence; form 
as divine thought, the single and pui^e perfection which resides in 
the mind, of which an image and likehess, rare and holy, was here 
raised up for adoration. This was very frenzy — and without a 
scruple, nay, eagerly, the ageing artist bade it come. His mind was 
in travail, his whole mental background in a state of flux. Memory 
flung up in him the primitive thoughts which are youth’s inher- 
itance, but which with him had remained latent, never leaping up 
into a blaze. Has it not been written that the sim beguiles our 
attention from things of the intellect to fix it on things of the 
sense? The sun, they say, dazzles; so bewitching reason and 
memory that the soul for very pleasure forgets its actual state, to 
ding with doting on the loveliest of all the objects she shines on. 
Yes, and then it is only through the medium of some corporeal 
being that it can raise itself again to contemplation of higher 
things. Amor, in sooth, is like the mathematician who in order to 
give children a knowledge of pure form must do so in the language 
of pictures; so, too, the god, in order to make visible the mirit, 
avails himself of the forms and colours of human youth, gilding 
it with all imaginable* beauty that it may serve memory as a tool, 
the very sight of which then sets us afire with pain and longing. 

Such wa:e the devotee’s thoughts, such the power of his emo- 
tions. And the sea, so bright with glancing sunbeams, wove in his 
mind a spell and summoned up a lovely picture; there was the 
andent plane-tree outside the walls of Athens, a hallowed, shady 
spot, fragrant with willow-blossom and adorned with images and 
votive offerings in honour of the nymphs and Achelous. Clear ran 
the smooth-pebbled stream at the foot of the spreading tree. Crideets 
were fiddling. But on the gentle grassy slope, where one could 
lie yet hold the head erect, and shelter from the scorching heat, 
two men reclined, an elder with a younger, ugliness paired with 
beauty and wisdom with grace. Here Socrates held forth to youth- 
ful Phsedrus upon the nature of virtue and desire, wooing him 
with insinuating wit and charming turns of phrase. He told him 
of the shuddering and unwonted heat that come upon him whose 
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heart open, when his eye beholds image of eternal beauty; 
spoke of the impious a^d corrupt, who cannot conceive beauty 
though they see its image, and are incapable of aw^ and of the fear 
and reverence felt by the noble soul when he beholds a godlike 
face or a form which is a good image of beauty : how as he gazes he 
worships the beautiful one and scarcely dares to look upon him, 
but would offer sacrifice as to an idol or a god, did he not fear to 
be thought stark mad. "Fmr beauty, my Phaedrus, beauty alone, is 
lovely and visible at once. For, mark you, it is the sole aspect of 
the spiritual which we can perceive through our senses, or bear 
so to perceive. Else what should become of us, if the divine, if 
reason and virtue and truth, were to speak to us through the 
senses? Should we not perish and be consumed by love, as Semele 
aforetime was by Zeus ? So beauty, then, is the beauty-lover's way 
to the spirit— but only the way, only the means, my little 
Pha*drus.” . . . And then, sly arch-lover that he was, he said the 
subtlest thing of all : that the lover was nearer the divine than the 
beloved: for the god was in the one but not in the other — ^perhaps 
the (enderest, most mocking thought that ever was thought, and 
source of all the guile and secret bliss the lover knows. 

Thought that can merge wholly into feeling, feeling that can 
merge wholly into thought — these are the artist’s highest joy. 
And our solitary felt in himself at this moment power to command 
and wield a thought that thrilled with efaotion, an emotion as 
precise and concentrated as thought : namely, that nature herself 
shivers with ecstasy when the mind bows down in homage before 
beauty. He felt a sudden desire to write. Eros, indeed, we are told, 
loves idleness, and for idle hours alone was he created. But in this 
crisis the violence of our sufferer’s seizure was directed almost 
wholly towards production, its occasion almost a matter of in- 
difference. News bad reached him on his travels that a certain 
problem had been raised, the intellectual world challenged for its 
opinion on a ^eat and burning question of art and taste. By nature 
and experience the theme was his own; and he could not resist die 
temptation to set it off in the glistering foil of his words. He would 
write, and moreover he womd write in Tadzio’s presence. This 
lad should be in » sense his model, his style should follow die lines 
of this figure that seemed to him diving he would match up 1h^ 
beauty into the realms of the mind, as once the eag^e bme tihe 
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Trojan shepherd aloft. Never had the pride of the word been so 
sweet to him, never had he known so we^[ that Eros is in the word, 
as in those perilous and precious hours when he sat at his rude 
table, within the shade of his awning, his idol full in his view and 
the music of his voice in his ears, and fashioned his little essay 
after the modd Tadzio's beauty setr. that page and a half of 
choicest prose, so chaste, so lofty, so poignant with feeling, which 
would shortly be the wonder and admiration of the multitude. 
Verily it is well for the world that it sees only the beauty of the 
completed work and not its origins nor the conditions whence it 
sprang; since knowledge of the artist’s inspiration might often but 
confuse and alarm and so prevent the full effect of its excellence. 
Strange homs, indeed, these were, and strangely unnerving the 
labour that filled them ! Strangely fruitful intercourse this, be- 
tween one body and another mind ! When Aschenbach put aside 
his work and left the beach he felt exhausted, he felt broken — 
conscience reproached him, as it were after a debauch. 

Next morning on leaving the hotel he stood at the top of the 
stairs leading down from the terrace and saw Ta'dzio in front of 
him on his way to the beach. The lad had just reached the gate in 
the railings, and he was alone. Aschenbach felt, quite simply, a 
wish to overtake him, to address him and have the pleasure of his 
reply and answering look; to put upon a blithe and friendly 
footing his relation wilh this being who all unconsciously had so 
greatly heightened and quickened his emotions. The lovely youth 
moved at a loitering pace — ^he might easily be overtaken; and 
Aschenbach hastened his own step. He reached him on the board 
walk that ran behind the bathing-cabins, and all but put out his 
hand to lay it on shoulder or head, while his lips parted to utter a 
friendly salutation in French. But — perhaps from the swift pace 
of his last few steps — be found his heart throbbing unpleasantly 
fast, while his breath came in such quick pants that he could only 
have gasped had he tried to speak. He hesitated, soyght after self- 
control, was suddenly panic-stricken lest the boy notice him hang- 
ing there behind him and look round. Then he gave up, abandoned 
his plan, and passed him with bent head and hurried step. 

“Too late ! Too late I “ he thought as he went by. But was it too 
late? This step he had delayed to take might so easily have put 
everything in a lightw key, have led to a sane recovery from his 
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folly. But the truth may have been tljat the agemg man did not 
want to be cured, tbat his illusion was far too dear to him. Who 
shall unriddle the puzzle*of the artist nature? Who understands 
that mingling of discipline and liceice in which it stands so deeply 
rooted? l^r not to be able to want sobriety is licentious folly. 
Aschenbach was no longer disposed to self>analysis. He had no 
taste for it; his self-esteem, the attitude of mind proper to his years, 
his maturity and single-mindedness, disinclined him to look within 
himself and decide whether it was constraint or puerile sensuality 
that had prevented him from carrying out his project. He felt con- 
fused, he was afraid someone, if only the watchman, might have 
been observing his behaviour and final surrender — ^very much he 
feared being ridiculous. And all the time he was laughing at him- 
self for his serio-comic seizure. "Quite aestfallen," he thought. "I 
was like the gamecock that lets his wings droop in the battle. That 
must be the Love-God himself, that makes us hang our heads at 
sight of beauty and weighs our proud spirits low as the ground.” 
Thus be play^ with the idea — ^he embroidered upon it, and was 
too arrogant to admit fear of an emotion. 

The term he had set for his holiday passed by unheeded; he had 
no thought of going home. Ample funds had been sent him. His 
sole concern was that the Polish family might leave, and a chance 
question put to the hotel barber elicited the information that they 
had come only very shortly before himself.*The sun browned his 
face and hands, the invigorating .salty air heightened his emo- 
tional energies. Heretofore he had been wont to give out at ona, 
in some new effort, the powers accumulated by sleep mr food or 
outdoor air; but now the strength that flowed in upon him widi 
each day of sun and sea and idleness he let go up in one extravagant 
gush of emotional intoxication. 

His sleep was fitful; the priceless, equable days were divided one 
from the next by brief nights filled with happy unrest. He went, 
indeed, early to bed, for at nine o’clock, witn the d^Kurture of 
Tadzio from tlfh scene, the day was over for him. But in the faint 
gr^ess of the morning a tendor pang would go through him 
as his heart was minded of its adventure; he could no longer bear 
his pillow and, rising, would wrap himsdf against the early chill 
and sit down by the window to await the sunrise. Awe of tiie 
miracle filled his soul new-risen from its sleiq). Heiven, earth, and 
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was using £r^ the side of her sfmuse, and there was that firs 

sweet leddemng of the farthest siriaof sea and sky that manifest 
cre^tton to wan\ sense. She nenTcd^ (he goddess^ Tsvtsber of youth 
who stole away Cleitos aad Cepbalus and, defying all the envious 
Olympians, tasted beautiful Oiion's Jove. At the world's edge began 
a strewing of roses, a shining and a blooming inefiFably pure; baby 
doudlets hung illumined, like attendant amoretti, m the blue and 
blushful ha/e, purple effulgence fell upon the sea, that seemed 
to heave it forward on its welling waves; from horizon to zenith 
went great quivering thrusts like golden lances, the gleam became 
a glare without a sound, with godlike violence, glow and glare 
and rolling flames streamed upwards, and with flymg hoof-beats 
the steeds of the sun-god mounted the sky. The lonely watcher 
sat, the splendour of the god shone on him, he closed his eyes and 
let the glory kiss his lids. Forgotten feelings, precious pangs of his 
youth, quenched long since by the stern service that had been his 
life and now returned so strangely metamorphosed —he recognized 
th«n with a puzzled, wondering smile. He mused, he dreamed, his 
lips slowly shaped a name, still smiling, his face turned seawards 
and his hands lying folded in his lap, he fell asleep once more as he 
sat 


But that day, which began so herily and festally, was not like 
other days; it was transmuted and gilded with mythical significance. 
For whence could tome the breath, so mild and meaningful, like a 
whisper from higher spheies, that played about temple and ear? 
Troops of small feathery white clouds ranged over the sky, like 
grazing herds of the gods. A stronger wind arose, and Poseidon's 
horses ran up, arching their manes, among them too the steers of 
him with the purpled locks, who lowered then horns and bdlowed 
as they came on; while like pranang goats the waves on the farther 
strand leaped among the craggy rocks. It was a world possessed, 
peopled by Pan, that closed round the spell-bound man, and his 
doting heart conceived the most deUcate fancies. When the sun 
was going down behind Vmice, he would sometimes sit on a bench 
in the park and watch Tadzio, white<Jad, with gay-coloured sash, 
at play there on the rolled gravel with his ball; and at such times 
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it not Tadasio wltom he saw, hut Hyaciothns, dcwawd h> #R 
because two gods were rivals fat his)ove. Mi, yes, he tasted tiie 
oivious pan^ that Zrofayr knew when his rival, bow and dthaia, 
orade and aU forgot, played wirii die beauteous youlh; be wahdsed 
the discus, guid^ by torturing jealousy, strike the bidoved head; 
paled as he received the broken body in his anns, and saw the 
flower spring up, watered by that sweet blood and signed for ever- 
more with his lament. 

There ran be no relation more strange, more critical, than that 
between two beings who know each other only with their eyes, 
who meet daily, yes, even hourly, eye each other with a fixed regard, 
and yet by some whim or freak of convention fed constrained to 
att like strangers. Uneasiness rules between them, unslaked 
curiosity, a hysterical desire to give rein to their suppressed impulse 
to recogni/e and address each other; even, actually, a sort of 
strained but mutual regard. For one human bemg instinctivdy 
feels respet t and love for another human being so long as he does 
not know him well enough to judge hun; and that he does not, 
the craving he leels is cv idence. 

Some sort ol rdation and acquaintanceship was perforce set up 
between Aschenbach and the youthful Tadzio; it was with a thrill 
of joy the older man perceiv^ that the lad was not aitiidy un- 
responsive to all the tender notice lavished on him. For instance, 
what should move the losely youth, nowadays whai he descended 
to the beach, always to avoid the board walk bchmd the bathing- 
huts and saunter along the sand, passing Aschoubach’s tent in front, 
sometimes so unnecessarily close as almost to graze his table or 
chair? Could the power of an emotion so beyond his own so draw, 
so fascinate its innocent object? Daily Aschenbach would wait 
for Tadzio. Then sometimes, on his approach, he would pretend 
to be preoccupied and let the charmer pass unregarded by. But 
sometimes he looked up, and thar glances met; when that happened 
both were profoundly serious. The elder's t^znified and cultured 
mien let nothing appear of his inward state; W in Tadzio’s eyes 
a question lay— he falt&ed m his step, gazed on the ground, men 
up again witn that ineffably sweet look he had; and whoi he was 
past, something in his bearing seemed to say that only good 
breeding hinder^ him from turning round. 

But once, one evening, it fell out differently. Hie PolMi Inofficr 
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and sisters, widi their governess, had missed the evening meal, and 
Aschenbadh had noted the &ct with concern. He was restive over 
their absence, and after dinner walked tip and down in front of 
the hotel, in evening dress and a straw hat; when suddenly he saw 
the nunlike sisters with their companion appear in the light of the 
arC‘lamps, and four paces behind thep Tadzio. Evidently they 
came from the steamer-landing, having dined for some reason in 
Venice. It had been chilly on the lagoon, for Tadzio wore a dark- 
blue re^or-jacket with gilt buttons, and a cap to match. Sun and 
sea air could not bum his skin, it was the same creamy marble hue 
as at first — though he did look a little pale, either from the cold 
or in the bluish moonlight of the arc-lamps. The shapely brows 
were so delicately drawn, the eyes so deeply dark — lovelier he was 
than words could say, and as often the thought visited Aschenbadi, 
and brought its own pang, that language could but actol, not re- 
produce, the beauties of the sense. 

The sight of that dear form was imexpected, it had appeared 
tmhoped-for, without giving him time to compose his features. Joy, 
surprise, and admiration might have painted themselves quite 
openly upon his face — and just at this second it happened that 
Tadzio si^ed. Smiled at Ascbenbach, unabashed and hriendly, a 
speaking, winning, captivating smile, with slowly parting lips. 
With such a smile it might be that Narcissus bent over the mirror- 
ing pool, a smile profound, infatuated, lingering, as he put out his 
arms to the reflection of his own beauty; the lips just slightly pur- 
sed, perhaps half-realizing his own folly in trying to kiss the cold 
lips of his shadow— with a mingling of coque^ and curiosity and 
a faint unease, enthralling and enthralled. 

Aschenbach received that smile and turned away with it as 
though entrusted with a fatal gift. So shaken wa.s he that he had 
to flee from the lighted terrace and front gardens and seek out with 
hurried steps the darkness of the park at the rear. Reproaches 
strangely mixed of tenderness and remonstrance burst from him : 
“How dare you .smile like that ! No one is allowed to smile like 
that!” He flung himself on a bench, his composure gone to the 
winds, and breathed in the nocturnal fragrance of the garden. He 
leaned back, with hanging arms, quivering from head to foot, and 
quite unmanned he whispered the hackneyed phrase of love and 
longing— impossible in these circumstances, absurd, abject, ridi- 
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cuious enough, yet sacred too, and not; unworthy of honour even 
here; “I love you!” 

In the fourth week of his stay on the Lido, Gustave von Aschaa* 
bach made certain singular observations touching the world about 
him. He noticed, in the first place, that though the season was 
approaching its height, yet the number of guests declined and, in 
particular, that the German tongue had suffered a rout, bting 
scarcely or never heard in the land. At table and on the beach he 
caught nothing but foreign words. One day at the barber’s — ^where 
he was now a frequent visitor— he heard something rather startling. 
The barber mentioned a German family who had just Mt the Liw 
after a brief stay, and rattled on in his obsequious way: “The 
signore is not leaving — ^he has no fear of the sickness, has he?” 
Aschenbach looked at him. “The sickness?” he repeated. Whereat 
tlie prattler fell silent, became very busy all at once, affected not 
to hear. When Aschenbach persisted he said he really knew noth- 
ing at all about it, and tried in a fresh burst of eloquence to drown 
the embarrassing*!subject. 

That was one forenoon. After luncheon Aschenbach had him- 
self ferried across to Venice, in a dead calm, under a burning sun; 
driven by his mania, he was following the Polish young folk, whom 
he had seen with their companion, taking the way to the landing- 
stage. He did not find his idol on the Piazza? But as he sat thm at 
tea, at a little round table on the shady side, suddenly he noticed a 
peculiar odour, which, it seemed to him now, had been in the air 
for days without his being aware: a sweetish, medicinal smdl, 
associated with wounds and disease and suspect cleanliness. He 
sniffed and pondered and at length recognized it; finished his tea 
and left the square at the end facing the cathedral. In the narrow 
space the stench grew stronger. At the street comers placards were 
stuck up, in which the city authorities warned the population 
agaiast the da^er of certain infections of the 'gastric system, jnre* 
valent during me heated season; advising them not to eat oysters 
or other sheU-fish and not to use the canal waters. The ordinance 
showed every sign of minimizing an existing situation. little 
groups of people .stood about silently in the squares and on the 
bridges; the traveller moved among them, watched and listened 
and thought. 
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He qpdke to a shopkeep^ loungiag at his door among daagl^ 
coral neddaces and trinkets of artificial amdbyst, and asdxd him 
about the disagreeable odour. The man tooked at him, heavy-eyed, 
and hastily pulled himself together. "Just a formal precaution, 
signore," he said, with a gesture. "A jwlice regulation we have to 
put up with. Ihe air is sultry — the sirocco is not wholesome, as 
the signore knows. Just a precautionary measure, you understand 

— probably unnecessary " AschenVch thanked him and passed 

on. And on the boat that bore him back to the lido he smdt the 
germicide again. 

On reaching his hotel he sought the table in the lobby and buried 
himself in the newspapers. The foreign-language sheets had noth- 
ing. But in the German papers certain rumours were mentioned, 
statistics given, then officially denied, then the good faith of the 
denials called in question. The departure of the German and 
Austrian contingent was thus made plain. As for other nationals, 
they knew or suspected nothing — they were still undisturbed. 
Aschenbach tossed the newspapers back on the table. “It ought to 
be kept quiet,” he thought, aroused. "It should not*be talked about.” 
And he felt in his heart a curious elation at these events^mpending 
in the world about him. Passion is like crime: it does not thrive 
on the established order and the common round; it welcomes every 
blow dealt the bourgeois structure, every weakening of the social 
fabric, because (hereiif it feels a sure hope of its own advantage. 
These things that were going on in the unclean alleys of Venice, 
under cover of an official hushing-up policy — they gave Aschen- 
bach a dark satisfaction. The city's evil secret mingled with the one 
in the depths of his heart — and he would have staked all he pos- 
sessed to keep it, since in his infatuation he cared for nothing but 
to keep Tadzio here, and owned to himself, not without horror, 
that he could not exist were the lad to pass from his sight. 

He was no longer satisfied to owe bis communion with his 
charmer to chance and the routine of hotel life he had begun to 
follow and waylay him. On Sundays, for example, tfie Polish family 
never appeared on the beach. Aschenbach guessed they went to 
mass at San Marco and pursued them thither. He passed from the 
glare of the Piazza into the golden twilight of the holy place and 
found him he sought bowed in worship over a prie-dieu. He kept in 
the backgrmind, standing on the fissured mosaic pavement among 
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the devout populace, Aat knelt and iputtered and made tjw ^ 
of the crass; and the crowded splendour of the taiental temfic 
weighed voluptuously on fiis sens& A heavily ornate priest intoned 
and gesticulated before the altar, where little candle-flames flidcered 
hdplessly in the reek of incense-breathing smok^ and with that 
cloying sacrificial smell another seoned to mingle— the odour of 
the sii^ened city. But through all the glamour and glitter Aschen- 
bach saw the exquisite creature there in front turn his head, sedt 
out and meet his lover's eye. 

The crowd streamed out through the portals into the brilliant 
square thick with fluttering doves, and the fond fool stood aside 
in the vestibule on the watch. He saw the Polish family leave the 
chimrh. The children took ceremonial leave of their mother, and 
she turned towards the Piazzetta on her way home, while his 
charmer and the cloistered sisters, with their governess, passed be- 
neath the clock tower into the Merceria. When they were a few 
paces on, he followed — ^he stole behind them on their walk throc^h 
the city. When they paused, he did so too: when they turned round, 
he fled into inns*and courtyards to let them pass. Once he lost them 
from view, hunted feverisnly over bridges and in filthy cuh-de-sac, 
only to confront them suddenly in a narrow passage whence there 
was no escape, and experienced a moment of panic fear. Yet it would 
be untrue to say he suffered. Mind and heart were drunk with 
passion, his footsteps guided by the dxmonic powor whose pastime 
it is to trample on human reason and dignity. 

Tadzio and his sisters at length to<^ a gondola. Aschenbach hid 
behind a portico or fountain while they embarked, and directly 
they pushed off did the same. In a furtive whisper he told the boat- 
man he would tip him well to follow at a kttle distance the other 
gondola, just rounding a comer, and fairly sickmed at the man's 
quick, sly grasp and ready acceptance of the go-between's role. 

Leaning back among soft, blade cushions he swayed gently in 
the wake of the other black-snouted bark, to which the strath 
of his passion* chained him. Sometimes it passed from his view, 
and then he was assailed by an ai^ish of unrest. But his guide 
appeared to have bug practice in a&irs like these; always, by dint 
of short cuts or deft manoeuvres, he contrived to overtake dm 
coveted sight. The air was heavy and foul, the sun burnt down 
through a slate<obured haze. Water sla}q)ed gurgling against 
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wood and stone. The gondolier’s cry, half warning, half salute, 
was answered with singul|ur aca>rd from ^ within the silence 
of the labyrinth. They passed littlef> gardens, high up the 
crumbling wall, hung with clustering white and purple flowers that 
sent down an odour of almonds. Moorish lattices showed shadowy 
in the gloom. The marble stqis of a churdi descended into the 
canal, and on them a beggar squatted, displaying his misery to 
view, showing the whites of his eyes, holding out his hat for alms. 
Farther on a dealer in antiquities cringed before his lair, inviting 
the passer-by to enter and be duped. Yes, this was Venice, this 
the foir frailty that fawned and that betrayed, half fairy-tale, half 
snare; the city in whose stagnating air the art of painting once put 
forth so lusty a growth, and where musicians were moved to 
accords so weirdly lulling and lascivious. Our adventurer felt his 
senses wooed by this voluptuousness of sight and sound, tasted his 
secret knowledge that the city sickened and hid its sickness for love 
of gain, and bent an ever more unbridled leer on the gondola that 
glided on before him. 

It came at last to this — that his frenzy left him capacity for 
nothing else but to pursue his flam^ to dream of him«abs«it, to 
lavish, loverlike, endearing terms on his mere shadow. He was 
alone, he vras a foreigner, he was sunk deep in this belated bliss 
of his — all which enabled him to pass unblushing through experi- 
ences weU-nigh unbelievable. One night, returning late from 
Venice, he paused by his beloved's chamber door in the second 
storey, leaned his head against the panel, and remained thffl'e long, 
in utter drunkenness, powerless to tear himself away, blind to the 
danger of being caught in so mad an attitude. 

And yet there were not wholly lacking moments when he paused 
and reflected, when in consternation he asked himself what path 
was this on which he had set his foot. Like most other men of parts 
and attainments, he had an aristocratic interest in his forebears, 
and when he achieved a success he liked to think he had gratified 
them, compelled their admiration and r^ard. He thought of them 
now, involved as he was in this illicit adventure, seized of these 
exotic excesses of feeling thought of their stem sdf-command and 
decent manliness, and gave a melancholy smile. What would they 
have said? What, ind^, would they have said to his entire life, 
that varied to the point of degeneracy from theirs? This life in the 
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bonds of art, had not be himsdf, in the days of his youth and in 
the very spirit of those bourgeois fordE^thers, pronounced moddng 
judgmoit upon it? And yet, at bottom, it had been so like tiheir 
own ! It had been a service, and he a soldier, like some of them; 
and art was war — a. grilling, exhausting struggle that nowadays 
wore one out before one could grow old. It had been a life of sm* 
conquest, a life against odds, dour, steadfast, abstinent; he had made 
it symbolical of the kind of overstrained heroism the time admired, 
and he was entitled to call it manly, even courageous. He wondered 
if such a life might not be somehow specially pleasing in the eyes 
of the god who had him in his power. For Eros had rec^ved most 
countenance among the most valiant nations — ^yes, were we not 
told that in their cities prowess made him flourish exceedingly? 
And many heroes of olden time had willingly borne his yoke, not 
counting any humiliation such if it happened by the god’s decree 
vows, prostrations, self-abasements, these were no source of shame 
to the lover; rather they reaped him praise and honour. 

Thus did the fond man’s folly condition his thoughts; thus did 
he seek to hold his dignity upright in his own eyes. And all flie 
while he kept doggedly on the traces of the disreputable secret 
the city kept hidden at its heart, just as he kept his own — ^and all 
that he learned fed his passion with vague, lawless hopes. He 
turned over newspapers at caf^, bent on finding a report on the 
progress of the disease; and in the German sheets, which had ceased 
to appear on the hotel table, he found a series of contradictory 
statements. The deaths, it was vanously asserted, ran to twenty, to 
forty, to a hundred or more; yet in the next day's issue the existence 
of the pestilence was, if not roundly denied, reported as a matter 
of a few sporadic cases such as might be brought into a seaport 
town. After that the warnings would break out again, and the 
protests against the unscrupulous game the authorities were play- 
ing. No definite information was to be had. 

And yet our solitary fdt he had a sort of first claim on a share 
in the unwhol&ome seaet; he took a fantastic satisfaction in put- 
ting leading questions to such persons as were interested to conceal 
it, and forcing them to expUdt untruths by way of denial. One day 
he attacked the manager, that small, soft-stepping man in the 
French frock-coat, who was moving about among the guests at 
luncheon, .supervising the service and making himself socially 
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agreeaUe. He paused at Aschoibadi’s table to exchange a greeting, 
and the guest put a (piestiim, with a negligent, casual air : *‘Wfay 
in the world are th^ forever disinfeewg the dty of Venice?” 
"A police regulation,” the adroit one replied; "a precautionary 
measure, intended to protect the health of the public during this 
unseasonably warm and sultry weather.” ”Very praisewormy of 
the police,” Aschenbach gravely responded. After a further ex- 
change of meteorological commonplace the manager passed on. 

It happened that a band of street musicians came to perform 
in the hotel gardens that evening after dinner. They group^ them- 
selves beneath an iron stanchion supporting an arc-light, two 
women and two men, and turned their faces, that shone white in 
the glare, up towards the guests who sat on the hotel torrace enjoy- 
ing this popular entertainment along with their coffee and ic^ 
drinks. The hotel lift-boys, waiters, and office staff stood in the 
doorway and listened; the Russian family displayed the usual 
Russian absorption in their enjoyment — they had their chairs put 
down into the garden to be nearer the singers and sat there in a 
half-cirde with gratitude painted on their features, the old serf 
in her tiurban erect behind their chairs. 

These strolling players were adepts at mandolin, guitar, har- 
monica, even compassing a reedy violin. Vocal numbers alternated 
with instrumental, the younger woman, who had a high shrill 
voice, joining in a loVe-duet with the sweetly falsettoing tmior. 
The actual head of the company, however, and incontestably its 
most gifted member, was the other man, who played the guitar. 
He was a sort of baritone buffo; with no voice to speak of, but 
possessed of a pantomimic gift and remarkable burlesque Sian. 
Often he stepped out of the group and advanced towards the trarace, 
guitar in hand, and his audience rewarded his sallies with bursts of 
laughter. The Russians in their parterre seats were beside them- 
selves with delight over this display of southern vivacity; their 
shouts and screams of applause encouraged him to bolder and 
bolder flights. 

Aschmibach sat near the balustrade, a glass of pomegranate- 
juice and soda-water sparkling ruby-red before him, with which he 
now and thmi moistoied his lips. His nerves drank in thirstily the 
unlovely sounds, the vulgar and sentimental tunes, for passion 
paralyses good taste and makes its victim accept with rapture what 
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a man in his senses would ei^et laugh at or turn from with dh^st. 
Idly he sat and watched the antics olF, the buffomi with his face 
set in a fixed and painful smile, while inwardly his whole being 
was rigid with the mtensity of the regard he bent on Tadrio, lean* 
ing over the railing six paces off. 

He lounged there, in the white belted suit he sometimes wore 
at dinner, in all his innate, inevitable grace, with his left arm on 
the balustrade, his legs crossed, the right hand on the supporting 
hip; and looked down on the strolling singers with an expression 
that was hardly a smile, but rather a distant curiosity and polite 
toleration. Now and then he straightened himself and with a 
charming movement of both arms drew down his white blouse 
through his leather belt, throwing out his chest. And sometimes 
— Aschenbach saw it with truunph, with horror, and a sense that 
his reason was tottering — the lad would cast a glance, that might 
be slow and cautious, or might be sudden and swift, as though tc 
take him by surprise, to the place where his lover sat. Aschenbach 
did not meet the glance. An ignoble caution made him keep his 
eyes in leash. For in the rear of the terrace sat Tadzio's motha 
and governess; and matters had gone so far that he feared to make 
himself conspicuous. Several times, on the beach, in the hotel lobby, 
on the Piazza, he had seen, with a stealing numbness, that th^ 
called Tadzio away from his neighbourhood. And his pride revolted 
at the affront, even while conscience told hkn it was desoved. 

The performer below presently began a solo, with guitar accom- 
paniment, a street song in several stanzas, just then the rage all 
over Italy. He deliver^ it in a striking and dramatic recitative, 
and his company joined in the refrain. He was a man of slight 
build, with a thin, undernourished face; his shabby felt hat rested 
on the back of his neck, a great mop of red hair sticking out in 
front; and he stood there on the gravel in advance of his troupe. 
In an impudent, swaggering posture, twanging the strings of his 
instrument and flinging a witty and rollicking recitative up to 
the terrace, w'fiile the veins on his forehead swelled with the vio- 
lence of his effort. He was scarcely a Venetian type, belonging 
rather to the race of Neapolitan jesters, half bully, half comeman, 
brutal, blustering, an unpleasant customer, and oitertaining to the 
last degree. The words or his song ware trivial and silly, but on his 
lips, accompanied with gestures of head, hands, arms, and body, 
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with leers and winks and the loose play of the tongue in fhe corner 
of his mouth, they took op meaning; an eq[uivocal meaning, yet 
vaguely offensive. He wore a white sports shirt widi a suit of 
or^nary clothes, and a strikingly large and naked-looking Adam's 
apple rose out of the open collar. From that pale, snub-nosed face 
it was hard to judge of his age; vice sat on it, it was furrowed with 
grimacing, and two deep wrinkles of defiance and sdf-will, almost 
of desperation, stood oddly between tlm red brows, above the grin- 
ning, mobile mouth. But what more man all drew upon him the 
profound scrutiny of our solitary watcher was that this suspicious 
figure seemed to carry with it its own suspicious odour. For when- 
ever the refrain occurred and the singer, with waving arms and 
antic gestures, passed in his grotesque march immediately beneath 
Aschenbach's seat, a strong smell of carbolic was wafted up to the 
terrace. 

After the song he began to take up money, beginning with the 
Russian family, who gave liberally, and then mounting the steps 
to the terrace. But here he became as cringing as he had before 
been forward. He glided between the tables, bowing and scraping, 
showing his strong white teeth in a servile smile, though the two 
deep furrows on the brow were still very marked. His audience 
looked at the strange creature as he went about collecting his liveli- 
hood, and their curiosity was not unmixed with disfavour. They 
tossed coins with their.finger-tips into his hat and took care not to 
touch it. Let the enjoyment be never so great, a sort of embarrass- 
ment always comes when the comedian oversteps the physical dis- 
tance between himself and respectable people. This man felt it and 
sought to make his peace by fawning. He came along the railing 
to Aschenbach, and with him came that smell no one else seem^ 
to notice. 

“Listen 1” said the solitary, in a low voice, almost mechanically; 
“they are disinfecting Venice— why?" The mountebank answers 
hoarsely : "Because of the police. Orders, signore. On accotmt of the 
heat and the sirocco. The sirocco is oppressive. Not good for the 
health." He spoke as though surprised that anyone could ask, and 
with the fiat of his hand he demonstrated how oppressive the sirocco 
was. “So there is no plague in Venice?” Aschenbach asked the 
question between his teeth, very low. The man’s expressive face 
fell, he put on a look of comical innocence. “A plague? What 
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sort of {^ague? Is the sirocco a plague? Or porhaps our police are 
a plague! You are oiaking fun of us,’ signore! A plague! Why 
should there be? The police make regulations on account of the 
heat and the weather. . . He gestured. “Quite," said Aschenbach, 
once more, soft and low; and dropping an unduly large coin into 
the man’s hat dismissed him with a sign. He bowed very low and 
left. But he had not reached the steps wbrai two of the hotel ser- 
vants flung themselves on him and began to whisper, their faces 
close to his. He shrugged, seemed to be giving assurances, to be 
swearing he had said nothing. It was not hard to guess the import 
of his words. They let him go at last and he went back into the 
garden, where he conferred briefly with his troupe and then stepped 
forward for a farewell song. 

It was one Aschenbach had never to his knowledge heard before, 
a rowdy air, with words in impossible dialect. It had a laughing- 
refrain in which the other three artists joined at the top of their 
lungs. The refrain had neither words nor accompaniment, it was 
nothing but rhythmical, modulated, natural laughter, which the 
soloist in particalar knew how to render with most deceptive 
realism. Now that he was farther off his audience, his self-assurance 
had come back, and this laughter of his rang with a mocking note. 
He would be overtaken, before he reached the end of the last line 
of each stanza; he would catch his breath, lay his hand over his 
mouth, his voice would quaver and his shoulders shake, he would 
lose power to contain himself longer, fust at the right moment 
each time, it came whooping, bawling, crashing out of him, with a 
verisimilitude that never failed to set his audience off in profuse 
and unpremeditated mirth that seemed to add gusto to his own. 
He bent his knees, he clapped his thigh, he held his sides, he looked 
ripe for bursting. He no longer laughed, but yelled, pointing his 
finger at the company there above as though there could be in all 
the world nothing so comic as they; imtil at last they laughed in 
hotel, terrace, and garden, down to the waiters, lift-boys, and sex- 
vants — ^laughed'as though possessed. 

Aschenbach could no longer rest in his ch^r, he sat poised for 
flight. But the combined effect of the laughing, the hospital odour 
in his nostrils, and the nearness of the beloved was to hold him in 
a spell; he felt unable to stir. Under cover of the general commotion 
he looked across at Tadzio and saw that the lovdy boy returned his 
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gaze with a seriousness tha^ seemed the copy of his own; the general 
hilarity, it seemed to say, had' no power over him, he kept aloof. 
The grey-haired man was overpowered, disarmed by this docile, 
childlike deference; with difficulty he refrained from hiding his 
face in his hands. Tadzio’s habit, too, of drawing himsdf up and 
taking a deep sighing breath struck him as being due to an oppres- 
sion of the chest. “He is sickly, he will never live to grow up,” he 
thought once again, with that dispa^ionate vision to which his 
madness of desire sometimes so strangely gave way. And compas- 
sion struggled with the reckless exultation of his heart. 

The players, meanwhile, had finished and gone; their leader bow- 
ing and scraping, kissing his hands and adorning his leave-taking 
with antics that grew madder with the applause they evoked. 
After all the others were outside, he pretended to run backwards 
full tilt against a lamp-post and slunk to the gate apparently 
doubled over with pain. But there he threw off his buffoon's mask, 
stood erect, with an elastic straightening of his whole figure, ran 
out his tongue impudently at the guests on the terrace, and 
vanished in the night. The company dispersed.' Tadzio had long 
since left the balustrade. But he, the lonely man, sat for long, to 
the waiters’ great annoyance, before the dregs of pomegranate- 
juice in his glass. Time passed, the night went on. Long ago, in his 
parental home, he had watched the sand filter through an hour- 
glass — ^he could still see, as though it stood before him, the fragile, 
pregnant little by. Soundless and fine the rust-red streamlet ran 
through the narrow neck, and made, as it declined in the upper 
cavity, an exquisite little vortex. 

The very next afternoon the solitary took another step in ptur- 
suit of his fixed policy of baiting the outer world. This time he had 
all possible success. He went, that is, into the English travel bureau 
in the Piazza, changed some money at the desk, and posing as the 
suspicious foreigner, put his fateful question. The clerk was a tweed- 
dad young Britisher, with his eyes set dose together, his hair parted 
in the middle, and radiating that steady reliability which makes his 
like so strange a phenomenon in the gamin, agile-witted south. 
He began ; “No ground for alarm, sir. A mere formality. Quite 
r^ular in view of the unhealthy dimatic conditions.” But then, 
looking up, he chanced to meet with his own blue t^es the 
stranger’s weary, melandioly gaze, fixed on his face. The Enghdi' 
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man coloured. He continued in a lontser voice, rather confused : 
“At least, that is the olSicial explanatioi), which they see fit to stick 
to. 1 may tell you there’s^ bit more to it than that.” And then, 
in his good, straightforward way, he told the truth. 

For the past several years Asiatic cholera had shown a strtmg 
tenden<T to spread. Its source was the hot, moist swamps of the 
delta or the Ganges, where it bred in the mephitic air of that 
primeval island-jungle, among whose bamboo thideets the tiger 
crouches, where life of every sort flourishes in rankest abundance, 
and only man avoids the spot. Thence (he pestilence had spread 
throughout Hindustan, raging with great violence; moved east- 
wards to China, westward to Afghanistan and Persia; following 
the great caravan routes, it brought terror to Astrakhan, terror to 
Moscow. Even while Europe trembled lest the spectre be seen strid- 
ing westward across country, it was carried by sea from Syrian 
{Kirts and appeared simultaneously at several points on the Mediter- 
lancan littoral; raised its head in Toulon and Malaga, Palermo 
and Naples, and soon got a firm hold in Calabria and Apulia. 
Northern Italy had been spared — so far. But in May the horrible 
\ ibrions were found on the same day in (wo bodies : the emaciated, 
blackened coi jises of a bargee and a woman who kept a greoi- 
grocer’s shop. Both cases were hushed up. But m a week there ware 
ten more — twenty, thirty in different quarters of the town. An 
Austrian provincial, having come to Venice <jn a few days’ pleasure 
trip, went home and died with all the symptoms of the plague. 
Thus was explained the fact that the German-language papers were 
the first to print the news of the Venetian outbreak. The Venetian 
authorities published in reply a statement to the effect that the 
state of the city’s health had never been better; at the same time 
instituting the most necessary precautions. But by that time the 
food supplies — milk, meat or vegetables — ^had probably been con- 
taminated, for death unseen and unacknowledged was devouring 
and laying waste in the narrow streets, while a brooding, unseason- 
able heat warmed the waters of the canals and encouraged the 
spread of the pestilence. Yes, the disease seemed to flourish and 
wax strong, to redouble its generative powers. Recoveries w«e 
rare. Eighty out of every hundred died, and horribly, for the on- 
slaught was of the extremest violence, and not infrequendy of die 
“dry” type, the m(»t malignant form of the contagion. In diis 
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fonn the victiiii’s body loses powor to oqpd the water seaeted by 
the blood-vessdh, it s^v^s up, he passes with hoarse cries &om 
convulsion to convulsion, his blood grdws thick like pitch, and he 
su£Focates in a few hours. He is fortunate indeed, if, as sometimes 
happens, the disease, after a slight malaise, takes the form of a 
profound unconsciousness, from which the sufferer seldom or never 
rouses. By the b^inning of Jime the quarantine buildings of the 
ospedale civico had quieUy filled up, the two orphan asylums were 
entirely occupied, and there was a hideously brisk traffic between 
the Ntiovo Fttttdamento and the island of San Michele, where the 
cemetery was. But the city was not swayed by high-minded motives 
or regard for international agreements. The authorities were more 
actuated by fear of being out of pocket, by regard for the new 
exhibition of paintings just opened in the Public Gardens, or by 
apprdiension of the large losses the hotels and the shops that 
catered to foreigners would suffer in case of panic and blockade. 
And the fears of the people supported the persistent official policy 
of silence and denial. The city’s first medical officer, an honest and 
competent man, had indignantly resigned his office and been privily 
replaced by a more compliant person. The fact was known; and this 
corruption in high places played its part, together with the sus- 
pense as to where the walking terror might strike next, to 
demoralize the baser elements in the city and encourage those 
antisocial forces which shun the light of day. There was intemper- 
ance, indecency, increase of crime. Evenings one saw many 
drunken people, which was unusual. Gangs of men in surly mood 
made the streets unsafe, theft and assault were said to be frequent, 
even murder; for in two cases persons supposedly victims of the 
plague were proved to have been poisoned by their own families. 
And professional vice was rampant, displaying excesses heretofore 
unknown and only at home much farther south and in the east. 

Such was the substance of the Englishman’s tale. “You would 
do well,’’ he concluded, “to leave today instead of tomorrow. The 
blockade cannot be more than a few days off.” 

“Thank you," said Aschenbach, and left the office. 

The Piazza lay in sweltering sunshine. Innocent foreigners sat 
before the cafes or stood in front of the cathedral, the centre of 
clouds of doves that, wifli fluttering wings, tried to shoulder each 
other away and pick the kernels of maize from the extended hand. 
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Aschenbach strode up and down the sp^dous flags, feverishly ex- 
cited, triumphant in possession of the pruth at last, but with a 
sickening taste in his mouth and a fantastic horror at his heart 
One decent, expiatory course lay open to him: he considered it 
Tonight, after mnner, he might approach the lady of the pearls 
and address her in words which he precisely formulated in his 
mind : “Madame, will you permit an entire stranger to serve you 
with a word of advice and warning which sdf-interest prevents 
others from uttering? Go away. Leave here at once, without delay, 
with Tadzio and your daughters. Venice is in the grip of pestil- 
ence.” Then might he lay his hand in farewell upon the head of 
that instrument of a mocking deity; and thereafter himself flee 
the accursed morass. But he knew that he was far indeed from any 
serious desire to take such a step. It wnuld restore him, would give 
him back himself once more; but he who is beside himsdf revolts 
at the idea of self-possession. There crossed his mind the vision 
of a white building with inscriptions on it, glittering in the sinking 
siin —he recalled how his mind had dreamed away into their trans- 
parent mysticism; tecalled the strange pilgrim apparition that had 
wakened in the agemg man a lust for strange countries and fresh 
sights. And these memories, again, brought in thrir train the 
thought of returning home, returning to reason, self-mastery, an 
ordered existence, to the old life of effort. Alas ! the bare thought 
made him wince with a revulsion that was 4ike physical nausea. 
“It must be kept quiet," he whisjjered fiercely. “I will not speak ! ” 
Hie knowledge that he shared the city’s secret, the city’s guilt — ^it 
put him beside himself, intoxicated him as a small quantity of wine 
will a man suffering from brain-fag. His thoughts dwelt upon the 
image of the desolate and calamitous citv, and he was gtddy with 
fugitive, mad, unreasoning hop« and visions of a monstrous sw'eet- 
ness. That tender sentiment he had a moment ago evoked, what 
was it compared with such images as these? His art, his moral 
sense, what were they in the balance beside the boons that chaos 
might confer ? He kept silence, he stoppetl on. 

That night he had a fearful dream— if dream be the right word 
for a mental and physical experience which did indeed befall him 
in deep sleep, as a thing quite apart and real to his soises, yet with- 
out his seeing himself as present in it. Rather its theatre seemed to 
be his own soul, and the evails burst in from outside, violently 
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overcoming the profound resistance of his spirit; passed him 
through and left nim, le/t the whole ailtural structtire of a life- 
time trampled on, ravaged', and destroyed. 

The beginning was fear; fear and desire, with a shuddering curio- 
sity. Night reigned, and his senses were on the alert; he heard loud, 
confused noises from far away, clamour and hubbub. There was a 
rattling, a aashing, a low dull thunder; shrill halloos and a land of 
howl with a long^awn u-sound at the end. And with all these, 
dominating them all, flute-notes of the cruellest sweetness, deep 
and cooing, keeping shamelessly on until the listener fdt his very 
entrails bewitched. He heard a voice, nammg, though darkly, that 
which was to come : "The stranger god ! " A glow lighted up the 
surrounding mist and by it he recognized a mountain scene like 
that about his country home. From the wooded heights, from 
among the tree-trunks and crumbling moss-covered rocks, a troop 
came tumbling and raging down, a whirling rout of men and 
animals, and overflowed the hillside with flames and human 
forms, with clamour and the reeling dance. The females stmnbled 
over the long, hairy pelts that dangled from -their girdles; with 
heads flung back they uttered loud hoarse cries and shook their 
tambourines high in air; brandished naked daggers or torches vomit- 
ing trails of sparks. They shrieked, holding their breasts in both 
hands; coiling snakes with quivering tongues they clutched about 
their waists. Horned and hairy males, girt about the loins with 
hides, drooped heads and lifted arms and thighs in unison, as they 
beat on brazen vessels that gave out droning thunder, or thumped 
madly on drums. There were troops of beardless youths armed with 
garlanded staves; these ran after goats and thrust their staves 
against the creatures’ flanks, then clung on the plunging horns 
and let themselves be borne off with triumphant .shouts. And one 
and all the mad rout yelled that cry, composed of soft consonants 
with a long-drawn u-sound at the end, so sweet and wild it was 
together, and like nothing ever heard before! It would ring 
through the air like the bellow of a challenging slag, and be given 
back many-tongued: or they would ase it to goad each oth« on to 
dance with wild excess of tossing limbs—th^ never let it die But 
the deep, beguiling notes of the flute wove in and out and over all. 
Beguiling too it was to him who struggled in the grip of these 
sights and sounds, shamelessly awaiting the coming feast and die 
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Uttermost surrender. He trembled, be shrank, bis will was stead' 
fast to preserve and uphold bis own god against this stranger who 
was sworn enemy to digigty and self^Arntrol. But the mountain 
wall took up tbe noise and bowling and gave it back manifold; it 
rose high, swelled to a madness that carried him away. His senses 
reeled in the steam of panting bodies, the acrid stench horn the 
goats, the odour as of stagnant waters — and another, too bimiliar 
smell — of wounds, uncleanness, and disease. His heart throbbed to 
the drums, his brain reeled, a blind rage seized him, a whirling lust, 
he craved with all his soul to join the ring that formed about the 
obscene symbol of the godhead, which they were unveiling and 
elevating, monstrous and wooden, while from full throats th^ 
yelled their rallying-cry. Foam dripped from their lips, they drove 
each other on with lewd gestunngs and beckoning hands. They 
laughed, they howled, they thrust their pointed staves into each 
other’s flesh and licked the blood as it ran down. But now the 
dreamer was in them and of them, the stranger god was his own. 
Yes, It was he who was flinging himself upon the animals, who bit 
and tore and swallowed smoking gobbets of flesh — while on the 
trampled moss there now began the rites in honour of the god, an 
orgy of promiscuous embraces — and in his very soul he tasted the 
bestial degradation of his fall. 

The unhappy man woke from this dream shattered, unhinged, 
powerless in the demon’s gnp. He no longer avoided men’s eyes 
nor cared whether he exposed himself to suspicion. And anyhow, 
people were leaving; many of the bathing-cabins stood empty, 
there were many vacant places in the dining-room, scaredy any 
foreigners were seen in the streets. The truth seemed to have leaked 
out; despite all efforts to the contrary, panic was in the air. But 
the lady of the pearls stopped on with her family; whethw because 
the rumours had not reached her or because she was too proud and 
fearless to heed them. Tadzio remained; and it seemed at times to 
Aschenbach, in his obsessed state, that death and fear t<^ether 
might clear the island of ail other souls and leave him there altme 
with him he coveted. In the long mornings on the beach his heavy 
gaze would rest, a fixed and reckles stare, upon the lad; towards 
nightfall, lost to shame, he would follow him through the city’s 
narrow streets where horrid death stalked too, and at such time it 
seemed to him as though the moral law were fallen in ruins and 
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only the monstrous and perverse held out a hope. 

Like any lover, he desired to please; suffered agonies at the 
thought of failure, and brightened his;, dress with smart ties and 
handkerchiefs and other youthful touches. He added jewdlery and 
perfumes and spent hours each day over his toilette, appearing at 
dinner elaborately arrayed and tensely excited. The presence of 
the youthful beauty that had bewitched.him filled him with disgust 
of his own ageing body; the sight of htis own sharp features and 
grey hair plunged him in hopeless mortification; he made despite 
efforts to recover the appearance and freshness of his youm and 
began paying frequent visits to the hotel barber. Enveloped in the 
white sheet, beneath the hands of that garrulous personage, he 
would lean back in the chair and look at himself in the glass with 
misgiving. 

“Grey,” he said, with a grimace. 

“Slightly,” answered the man. “Entirely due to neglect, to a 
lack of regard for appearances. Very natural, of course, in men of 
affairs, but, after all, not very sensible, for it is just such people 
who ought to be above vulgar prejudice in matte*'s like these. Some 
folk have very strict ideas about the use of cosmetics; but they 
never extend them to the teeth, as they logically should. And 
very disgusted other people would be if they did. No, we are all 
as old as we feel, but no older, and grey hair can misrepresent a 
man worse tlian dyed. You, for instance, signore, have a right to 
your natural colour. Surely you will permit me to restore what 
belongs to you?” 

“How?” asked Aschenbach. 

For answer the oily one washed hLs client’s hair in two waters, 
one clear and one dark, and lo, it was as black as in the days of his 
youth. He waved it with the tongs in wide, flat undulations, and 
stepped back to admire the effect. 

“Now if we were just to freshen up the skin a little,” he said. 

And with that he went on from one thing to another, his en- 
thusiasm waxing with each new idea. Aschenbach sat there com- 
fortably; he was incapable of objecting to the process — rather as it 
went forward it roused his hopes. He watched it in the mirror and 
saw his eyebrows grow more even and arching, the eyes gain in 
size and brilliance, by dint of a little application below the lids. 
A delicate carmine glowed on his cheeks where the skin had been 

66 



DEATH IN VENICE 


SO brown and leathery. The d^» anaemic lips grew Mi, th^ turned 
the colour of ripe strawberries, the lines round eyes and mouth 
were treated with a facial (ream and gaVe place to youthful bloom. 
It was a young man who looked back at him from the glass — 
Aschenbach’s heart leaped at the sight. The artist in cosmetic at 
last professed himself satisfied; after the manner of such people, he 
thanked his client profusely for what he had done himsdf. “The 
merest trifle, the merest, signore,” he said as he added the final 
touches. “Now the signore can fall in love as soon as he likes.” 
Aschenbach went off as in a dream, dazed between joy and fear, 
in bis red neck-tie and broad straw hat with its gay striped band. 

A lukewarm storm-wind had come up. It rain^ a little now 
and then, the air was heavy and turbid and smelt of decay. Aschot- 
bach, with fevered checks beneath the rouge, seemed to hear rush- 
ing and flapping sounds in his ears, as though storm-spirits were 
abroad — unhallowed ocean harpies who follow those devoted to 
destruction, snatch away ami defile their viands. For the heat took 
away his appetite and thus he was haunted with the idea that his 
food was infected. 

One afternoon he pursued his charmer deep into the stricken 
city's huddled heart. 'The labyrinthine little streets, squares, canals, 
and bridges, each one so like the next, at length quite made him 
lose his bearings. He did not even know the points of the compass; 
all his care was not to lose sight of the figute after which his eyes 
thirsted. He slunk under walls, he lurked behind buildings or 
people’s backs; and the sustained tension of his senses and emotions 
exhausted him more and more, though for a long time he was un- 
conscious of fatigue. Tadzio w'alked behind the others, he let them 
pass ahead in the narrow alleys, and as he sauntered slowly after, 
he would turn his head and assure himself with a glance of his 
strange, twilit grey eyes that his lover was stiU following. He saw 
him — ^and he did not betray him. The knowledge enraptured Asch- 
enbach. Lured by those eyes, led on the leading-string of his own 
passion and folly, utterly lovesick, he stole upon the footsteps of 
ins unseemly hope — and at the end found himsdf dheated. Tlie 
Polish family crossed a small vaulted bridge, the hdght of whose 
archway hid them from his sight, and when he climbed it himself 
they were nowhere to be seen. He hunted in three directimis— 
straight ahead and on both sides of the narrow, dirty quay— in 
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vaia. Worn quite out and uimenred, he had to give over theseardu 
His head burned, his body was wet with clammy sweat, he was 
plagued by intolerable thirit. He looked about for refreshment, of 
whatever sort, and found a little fruit-shop where he bought some 
strawberries. They were overripe and soft; he ate them as he went. 
Ihe street he was on opened out into a little square, one of those 
charmed, forsaken spots he liked; he reH^gnized it as the very one 
where he had sat weeks ago and conceived his abortive plan of 
flight. He sank down on the steps of the well and leaned his head 
against its stone rim. It was quiet here. Grass grew between the 
stones, and rubbish lay about. Tall, weather-beaten houses bor- 
dered the square, one of them rather palatial, with vaulted win- 
dows, gaping now, and little lion balconies. In the ground floor of 
another was an apothecary’s shop. A waft of carbolic acid was 
borne on a warm gust of wind. 

There he sat, the master : this was he who had found a way to 
reconcile art and honours; who had written The Abject, and in a 
style of classic purity renounced bohemianism and all its works, 
all sympathy with (he abyss and the troubled depths of the outcast 
human soul. This was he who had put knowledge underfoot to 
climb so high; W'ho had outgrown the ironic pose and adjusted 
himself to the burdens and obligations of fame; whose renown 
had been officially recognized and his name ennobled, whose style 
was set for a model in. the schools. There he sat. His eydids were 
dosed, there was only a swift, sidelong glint of the eyeballs now 
and again, something between a question and a leer; while the 
rouged and flabby mouth uttered single words of the sentences 
shaped in his disordered brain by the fantastic logic (hat governs 
our dreams. 

“For mark you, Phaedrus, beauty alone is both divine and visible; 
and so it is the sense way, the artist’s way, little Phaedrus, to the 
spirit. But, now tell me, my dear boy, do you believe that such a 
man can ever attain wisdom and true manly worth, for whom the 
path to the spirit must lead through the senses? Or do you rath» 
think— for I leave the point to you — that it is a path of perilous 
sweetness, a way of transgression, and must surdy lead him who 
walks in it astray? For you know that we poets cannot walk the 
way of beauty without Eros as our companion and guide. We may 
be heroic after our fashion, disciplined warriors of our craft, yet 
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are we all like women, for we exult in^passicm, and love is still our 
desire — our craving and our shame. from this you wiO per- 
ceive that we poets can Ite neithar wise nor worthy citizens. We 
must needs be wanton, must needs rove at large in the realm of feel- 
ing. Our magisterial style is all folly and pretence, our honourable 
repute a farce, the crowd’s belief in us is merely laughable. And to 
teach youth, or the populace, by means of art is a dangerous prac- 
tice and ought to be forbidden. For what good can an artist be as 
a teacher, when from his birth up he is headed direct for the pit? 
We may want to shun it and attain to honour in the world; but 
however we turn, it draws us still. So, then, since knowledge might 
destroy us, we will have none of it For knowledge, Fhsedras, does 
not make him who possesses it dignified or austere. Knowledge is 
all-knowing, understanding, forgiving; it takes up no position, 
sets no store by form. It has compassion with the abyss — ^it is the 
abyss. So we reject it, firmly, and henceforward our concern shall 
be with beauty only. And by beauty we mean simplicity, largeness, 
and renewed severity of discipline; we mean a return to detachment 
and to form. But detachment, Phaedrus, and preoccupation with 
form lead to intoxication and desire, th^ may lead the noblest 
among us to frightful emotional excesses, which his own stem cult 
of the beautiful would make him the first to condemn. So they too, 
they too, lead to the bottomless pit. Yes. they lead us thither, I say, 
us who are poets— who by our natures are prone not to excellence 
but to excess. And now, Phaedrus, 1 will go. Remain her^ and 
only when you can no longer see me, then do you depart also.” 

A few days later Gustave Aschenbach left his hotel rather later 
than usual in the morning. He was not feeling well and had to 
struggle against spells of giddiness only half physical in their 
nature, accompani^ by a swiftly mounting dread, a sense of futility 
and hopelessness — ^but whether this referred to himself or to the 
outer world he could not tell. In the lobby he saw a quantity of 
luggage lying strapped and ready; asked the porter whose it was, 
and received in answer the name he already knew he should hear 
—that of the Polish family. The expression of his ravaged features 
did not change; he only gave that quick lift of the head with whidh 
we sometimes receive the uninteresting answer to a casual query. 
But he put another : “When?” "After luncheon,” the man replied. 
He nodded, and w«it down to the beach. 
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It was an unfriendly scene. little crisping shivers ran all across 
the wide streurh of shallow water between the shore and the first 
sand-hank. The whole beach, once so fi^l of colour and life, looked 
now autumnal, out of season; it was nearly desated and not even 
very dean. A cama^a on a tripod stood at the edge of the water, 
apparently abandoned; its black doth snapped in the freshening 
wind. 

Tadzio was there, in front of his cabin, with the three or four 
playfellows still left him. Aschenbach set up his chair some half- 
way between the cabins and the water, spread a rug over his knees, 
and sat looking on. The game this time was unsupervised, the 
elders being probably busy with their packing, and it looked rather 
lawless and out-of-hand. Jaschiu, the sturdy lad in the belted suit, 
with the black, brilliantined hair, became angry at a handful of 
sand thrown in his eyes; he challenged Tadzio to a fight, which 
quickly ended in the downfall of the weaker. And perhaps the 
coarser nature saw here a chance to avenge himself at last, by one 
cruel act. for his long weeks of subserviency; the victor would 
not let the vanquished get up, but remained knfechng on Tadzio’s 
back, pressing Tadzio’s face into the sand— for so long a time that 
it seemed the exhausted lad might evai suffocate. He made spas- 
modic efforts to shake the other off, lay still, and then began a feeble 
twitching. Just as Aschenbach was about to spring indignantly to 
the rescue, Jaschiu let 'his victim go. Tadzio, very pale, half sat up, 
and remained so, leaning on one arm, for several minutes, with 
darkening eyes and rumpled hair. Then he rose and walked slowly 
away. The others called him, at first gaily, then imploringly; he 
would not hear. Jaschiu was evidently overtaken by swift remorse; 
he followed his friend and tried to make his peace, but Tadzio 
motioned him back with a jerk of one shoulder and wraat down to 
the water’s edge. He was barefoot and wore his striped linen suit 
with the red breast-knot. 

There he stayed a little, with bent head, tracipg figures in the 
wet sand with one to^ then stepped into the shallow water, which 
at its deepest did not wet his Imees; waded idly through it and 
reached the sand-bar. Now he paused again, with his face turned 
seaward; and next began to move slowly leftwards along the 
narrow strip of sand the sea left bare. He paced thaw, divided by 
an expanse of water from the shore, from his mates by his moody 
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prid^ a remote and isolated figure, with floating locks, out there 
in sea and wind, against the misty inaii^e. Once more he paused to 
look: with a sudden rectiUection, or by an impulse, he turned 
from the waist up, in an exquisite movement, one hand resting 
on his hip, and looked over his shoulder at the shore. The watcher 
sat just as he had sat that time in the lobby of the hotel when first 
the twilit grey eyes had met his own. He rested his head against 
the chair-back and followed the movements of the figure out there, 
then lifted it, as it were to Tadzio’s gaze. It sank on his breast, 
the eyes looked out beneath their Uds, while his whole face 
took on the relaxed and brooding expression of deep slumber. It 
seemed to him the pale and lovely Summoner out there smiled at 
him and beckoned; as though, with the hand he lifted from his 
hip, he pointed outward as he hovered on before into an immensity 
of richest expectation. 

Some minutes passed before anyone hastened to the aid of the 
elderly man sitting there collapsed in his chair. They bore him to 
his room. And before nightfall a shocked and respectful world 
received the newshf his decease. 
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A MAN AND HIS DOG 


He Comes Round the Comer 

When spring, the fairest season of the year, does honour to its 
name, and when the trilling of the birds rouses me early because 
I have ended the day before at a seemly hour, 1 love to rise betimes 
and go for a half-hour’s walk before breakfast. Strolling hatless in 
the broad avenue in front of my house, or through thej)arks be- 
yond, I like to enjoy a few draughts of the youi^ morning air and 
taste its blithe purity before I am claimed by the labours of the day. 
Standing on the front steps of my house, I give a whistle in two 
notes, tonic and lower fourth, like the beginning of the second 
phrase of Schubert's Unfinished Symphony; it might be considered 
the musical setting df a two-syllabled name. Next moment, and 
while I walk towards the garden gate, the faintest tinkle sounds 
from afar, at first scarcely audible, but growing rapidly louder 
and more distinct; such a sound as might be made by a metal Uoence- 
tag clicking against the trimmings of a leatho- collar. I face about, 
to see Bashan rounding the corner of the house at top speed and 
charging towards me as though he meant to knock me down. In 
the effort he is making he has dropped his lower lip, baring two 
white teeth that glitter in the morning sun. 

He comes straight from his kennel, which stanjls at the back of 
the house, betweoi the pops of the veranda floor. Probably, until 
my two-toned call set him in this violent motion, he had been lying 
there .snatching a nap after the adventures of the night. The kennel 
has curtains of sacking and is lined with straw; indeed, a straw or 
so may be clinging to Bashan’s sleep-rumpled coat or even sticking 
between his toes a comic sight, which reminds me of a 
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painstakingly imagined production of Sdbillar’s Die Rduber that I 
once saw, in which old G>unt Moor caipe out of the Hunger Tower 
triOot-clad, widi a straw ^sticking pathetically between his toes. 
Involuntarily I assume a defensive position to meet &e charge, 
receiving it on my flank, for Bashan shows eveiy sign of mean- 
ing to run between my legs and trip me up. However at the last 
minute, when a collision is imminent, he always puts on the brakes, 
executing a half-wheel which speaks for both his mental and his 
physical sdf-control. And then, without a soimd — for he makes 
sparing use of his sonorous and expressive voice — ^he dances wildly 
round me by way of greeting, with immoderate plungings and 
waggings which are not contoed to the appendage provided by 
nature for the purpose but bring his whole hind quarters as far 
as his ribs into play. He contracts his whole body into a curve, he 
hurtles into the air in a flying leap, he turns round and round on 
his own axis — and curiously enough, whichever way I turn, he 
always contrives to execute these manoeuvres behind my bacL But 
the moment I stoop down and put out my hand he jumps to my 
side and stands like a statue, with his shoulder against my shin, 
m a slantwise posture, his strong paws braced against the ground, 
his face turned upwards so that he looks at me upside-down. And 
his utter immobility, as I pat his shoulder and murmur encourage- 
ment, IS as concentrated and fiercdy passionate as the frenzy before 
It had been. 

Bashan is a short-haired Gorman pointer — ^speaking by and laige, 
that is, and not too literally. For he is probably not quite orthodox, 
as a pure matter of points. In the first place, he is a little too small. 
He IS, I repeat, definitely undersized for a proper pointor. And 
then his forelegs are not absolutely straight, they have just the 
suggestion of an outward curve — which also detracts from his 
qualifications as a blood-dog. And he has a tendency to a dewlap, 
those folds of hanging skin under the muzzle, which in Bashan's 
case are admiraj^ly becoming but again would he frowned on by 
your fanatic for pure breeding, as I understand that a poin^ 
sboiild have taut skin round the neck. Bashan's cdouring is very 
fine. His coat is a rusty brown with black stripes and a good deal of 
white on chest, paws, and under side. The whole of his snub nose 
seems to have been dipped in black paint. Over thc'broad top of his 
head and on his cool hanging ears the black and brown comoine in 
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a lovely vdvety pattern. Quite the prettiest thing about hiib, how- 
ever, is the wWl or stud,or little tuft at the centre of the con- 
volution of white hairs on his chest, whkh stands out like the boss 
on an ancient breastplate. Very likdy even his splendid coloration 
is a little too mgrked and womd be (Ejected to by those who put 
the laws of brewing above the value of personality, for it would 
appear that the classic pointer type shou)^ have a coat of one colour 
or at most with spots of a diflFerent one, but never stripes. Worst of 
all, from the point of view of classification, is a hairy growth hang- 
ing from his muzzle and the comers of his mouth; it might with 
some justice be called a moustache and goatee, and when you con- 
centrate on it, close at hand or even at a distance, you cannot help 
thinking of an airedale or a schnauzer. 

But dassifications aside, what a good and good-looking animal 
Bashan is, as he stands there straining against my knee, gazing up 
at me with all his devotion in his eyes ! Thty are particularly fine 
eyes, too, both gentle and wise, if just a little too prominent and 
glassy. The iris is the same colour as his coat, a rusty brown; it is 
only a narrow rim, for the pupils are dilated iifto pools*of black- 
ness and the outer edge merges into the whi^e of the eye whorein 
it swims. His whole head is expressive of htmesty and intelligence, 
of manly qualities corresponding to his physical structure: his 
arched and swelling chest whae the ribs stand out under the 
smooth and supple sklh; the narrow haunches, the veined, sinewy 
legs, the strong, wdl-shaped paws. All these bespeak virility and 
a stout heart; they suggest hunting blood and peasant stock — yes, 
certainly the hunter and game dog do after all predominate in 
Bashan, he is genuine pointer, no matter if he does not owe his 
existence to a snobbish system of inbreeding. All this, probably, is 
what I am really telling him as I pat his shoulder-blade and adiuess 
him with a few disjointed words of encouragement. 

So he stands and looks and listens, gathering from what I say and 
the tone of it that I distinctly approve of his mds^ence — the very 
thing which I am at pains to imply. And suddenly he thrusts out 
his head, opening and shutting his lips \ecy fast, and makes a snap 
at my face as though he meant to bite off my nose. It is a gesture 
of response to my remarks, and it always make me recoil with a 
laugh, as Bashan knows befordiand that it will. It is a kiss in the 
air, half caress, half teasing, a trick he has had since puppyhood, 
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which 1 have never seen in any of his predecessors. And heimttd- 
diatdy b^s pardon for the luberty. oeouching. wagging his tail, 
and behaving funnily eiilbarrassra. So we go out the 

garden gate and into tne open. 

We are encompassed with a roaring like that of the sea; fm we 
live almost directly on the swift-flowing rivet that foams over 
shallow ledges at no great distance from the poplar avenue. In 
between lie a fenced-in grass plot planted with maples, and a raised 
pathway skirted with huge aspen trees, bizarre and Mrillowlike of 
aspect. At the beginning of Jxme their seed-pods strew the ground 
far and wide with woolly snow. Upstream, in the direction of the 
city, construction troops are building a pontoon bridge. Shouts 
of command and the thump of heavy boots on the planks sound 
across the river; also, from the farther bank, the noise of industrial 
activity, for there is a locomotive foundry a little way downstream. 
Its premises have been lately enlarged to medt increased demands, 
and light streams all night long from its lofty windows. Beautiful 
glittering new engines roll to and fro on trial runs; a steam whistle 
emits wailing head-tones from time to time; muffled thundering 
of unspecified origin shatter the air, smoke pours out of the many 
chimneys to be caught up by the wind and borne away over the 
wooded country beyond the river, for it seldom or never blows 
over to our side. Thus in our half-suburban, half-rural seclusion 
the voice of nature mingles with that of man, and over all lies the 
bright-eyed freshness of the new day. 

It might be about half past seven by official time whoi I set out; 
by sun-time, half past six. With my hands behind my badk I stroll 
in the tender sunshine down the avenue, cross-hatchw by the long 
shadows of the poplar trees. From where I am I cannot see die 
river, but I hear its broad and even flow. The trees whisper gently, 
song-birds fill the air with their poietrating chirps and warbles, 
twitters and trills; from the direction of the sunrise a plane is flying 
under the humid blue sky, a rigid, mechanical bird with a droning 
hum that rises and falls as it steers a free ODUrse above river and 
fields. And Bashan is delighting my eyes with the beautiful long 
leaps he is making across the low rail of the grass-plot cm my Id^ 
Backwards and forwards he leaps — ^as a matter of fact he is doing 
it because he knows I like it; for I have often urged him on by diout- 
ing and striking the railing, praising him when he fdl in widi my 
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wIuiD. So now he comes up to me after nearly eveiy jump to hear 
how mtrq>i(0y and elegantly he jumps. He even springs up into 
my face slavers all over the arm f put out to protect it But 
the jumping is also to be conceived as a sort of morning exercise, 
and morning toilet as well, for it smooths his ruffled coat and rids 
it old Moor’s straws. 

It is good to walk like this in the early fpoming, with senses re- 
juvoiated and spirit deansed by the night’s long healing draught 
of Lethe. You look confidoitly forward to the day, yet pleasantly 
hesitate to begin it, being master as you are of this little untroubled 
span of time betweoi, which is your good reward for good be- 
haviour. You indulge in the illusion that your life is habituaUy 
steady, simple, concentrated, and contemplative, that you bdong 
entirely to yourself — ^and this illusion makes you quite happy. For 
a human being taids to believe that the mood of the moment, be it 
troubled or blithe, peaceful or stormy, is the true, native, and per- 
manent tenor of his existence and in particular he likes to exalt 
every happy chance into an inviolable rule and to regard it as the 
benign order of his life — whereas the truth is that he is condemned 
to improvisation and morally lives from hand to month all the 
time. So now, breathing the morning air, you stoutly believe that 
you are virtuous and free; while you ought to know — and at 
rottom do know — that the world is spreading its snares round your 
feet, and that most lively tomorrow you will be lying in your bed 
until nine, because you sought it at two in the morning hot and 
blogged with impassioned discussion. Never mind. Today you, a 
sober character, an early riser, you are the right master for that 
stout hunter who has just cleared the railings again out of sheer 
joy in the fact that today you apparently belong to him alone and 
not to the world. 

We follow the avenue for about five minutes, to the point where 
it ceases to be an avenue and becomes a gravelly waste along the 
river-bank. From this we tom away to our right, and strike into 
another cov^ed with finer gravel, which ha.5 been laid out like the 
avenue and like it provided with a cyde-path, but is not yet built 
up. It runs between low-lying, wooded lots of land, towards the 
slope which is the eastern limit of our river ndghtourhood and 
Bashan’s theatre of action. On our way we aoss another road, 
equally embryonic, running along between fields and meadows. 
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Farther up. however, where the tram stops, it is quite built up 
with £bts. We descend by a gravel path into a w^4aid-out, park* 
like vallw. quite deso't^ as inde^ the whole r^ion is at this 
hour. Paths are laid out in curves and rondels, there are bodies to 
rest on, tidy playgrounds, and wide plots of lawn with fine old 
trees whose boughs nearly swe^ the grass, covering all but a 
glimpse of trunk. They arc elms, beeches, limes, and silvery willows, 
in well-dis()osed groups. I enjoy to the full the well-landscaped 
quality of the scene, where I may walk no more disturbed than u it 
belonged to me alone. Nothing has been forgotten — there are even 
cement gutters in the gravel paths that lead down the grassy slopes. 
And the abundant greenery discloses here and there a charming 
distant vista of one of the villas that bound the spot on two sides. 

Here for a while I stroll along the paths, and Bashan revds in 
the freedom of unlimited level space, galloping across and across 
the lawns like mad with his body inclined in a centrifugal planer, 
sometimes, barking with mingl^ pleasure and exasperation, he 
pursues a bird which flutters as though spellbound, but perhaps 
on purpose to tease him, along the ground just in front of his nose. 
But if I sit down on a bench he is at my side at once and takes up 
a position on one of my feet. For it is a law of his being that he only 
runs about when I am in motion too: that when I settle down he 
follows suit. There seems no obvious reason for this practice but 
Bashan never fails to conform to it. 

I get an odd, intimate, and amusing sensation from having him 
sit on my foot and warm it with the blood-heat of his body. A per- 
vasive feeling of sympathy and good cheer fills me, as almost in- 
variably when in his company and looking at things from his 
angle. He has a rather rustic slouch when he sits down; his shoulder- 
blades stick out and his paws turn negligently in. He looks smaller 
and squatter than he really is, and the little white boss on his chest 
is advanced with comic effect. But all th&e faults are atoned for 
by the lofty and dignified carriage of the head, so full of concen- 
tration. All is efuiet, and we two sit there al^lutdy still in our 
Funi. llie rushing of the water comes to us faint and subdued. 
|\nd the series become alert for aU the tiny, mysterious tit^ 
bunds that nature makes : the lizard’s quidc dart, the note of a 
pd, the burrowing of a mole in the earth. Bashan pricks up his 
prs — in so far as the muscles of naturally drooping ears will 
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allow them to be pricked. He cocks his head to hear the better; 
and the nostrils of his moist black nose ke^ twitching sensitivdy 
ashesni^. 

Then he lies down, but always in contact with my foot I see 
him in profile, in that ageold, conventionalized pose of the beast- 
god, the sphinx: head and diest hdd high, forelegs close to the 
body, paws extended in paralld lines. He has got overheated, so 
he opens his mouth, and at once all the intelligence of his face 
gives way to the merdy animal, his eyes narrow and blink and his 
rosy tongue lolls out between his strong white pointed teeth. 


How We Got Bashan 

In the neighbourhood of Tolz there is a mountain inn, kept by 
a pleasingly buxom, black-eyed damsel, with the assistance of a 
growing daughter, equally bvixom and black-eyed. This damsel it 
was who acted as go-between in our introduction to Bashan and 
our subsequent acquisition of him. Two years ago now that was; 
he was six months old at the time. Anastasia— for so the damsel 
was called — knew that we had had to have our last dog shot; Percy 
by name, a Scotch collie by breeding and a harmless, feeble-mind^ 
aristocrat who in his old age fdl victim to a painful and disfiguring 
.skin disease which obliged us to put him away. Since that time 
we had been without a guardian. She telephoned from her moun- 
tain height to say that she had taken to board a dog that 
was mcactly what we wanted and that it might be inspected at any 
time. The children clamoured to see it, and our own curiosity was 
scarcely behind theirs; so the very next afternoon we climbed up 
to Anastasia’s inn, and found her in her roomy kitchen full of 
warm and succulent steam, preparing her lodgers’ supper. Her 
face was brick-red, her brow was wet, the sleeves were rolled back 
on her plump arms, and her frock was open at the throat. Her 
young daughter went to and fro, an industrious kitchoti-maid. They 
were glad to see us and thoroughly approved of our having lost no 
time in a>ming. We looked a.bout; whereupon Resi, the daughter, 
led us up to the kitdien table and, squatting with her hands on her 
knees, addressed a few «}couraging words beneath it. Until then, 
in the Hickering imlf-iight, we had seen nothing; but now we 
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perceived somethi^ standing there, tied by a hit of rope to the 
table-leg : an object that must have made any soul alive ourst into 
half-pitying laughtor. 

Gaunt and knock-kneed he stood there with his tail between his 
hind 1^, his four paws planted together, his back arched, shaking. 
He may have been frightened, but one had the feeling that he 
had not enough on his bones to keep him warm; for indeed the 
poor little animal was a skeleton, a mere rack of bones with a spinal 
column, covered with a rough fdl and stuck up on four sticks. He 
had laid back his ears — ^which muscular contraction never fails to 
extinguish every sign of intelligence and cheer in the face ot any 
dog. In him, who was still entirely puppy, the effect was so con- 
summate that he stood there expressive of nothmg but wretched- 
ness, stupidity, and a mute appeal for our forbearance. And his 
hirsute appendages, which he has to this day, were then out of all 
proportion to his size and added a final touch of sour hypochondria 
to his appearance. 

We all stooped down and began to coax and encourage this 
picture of misery. The children were delighted and sympathetic at 
once, and their shouts mingled with the voice of Anastasia as, 
standing by her cooking-stove, she began to furnish us with die 
particulars of her charge’s origins and history. He was named, 
provisionally, Lux, she said, m her pleasant, level voic^ and was 
the offspring of irreproachable parents. Shediad hersdf known the 
mother and of the father aad heard nothing but good. Lux had 
seen the light on a farm in Hugelfing; and it was only due to a 
combination of circumstances that his owners were willing to part 
with him cheaply. They had brought him to her inn becau^ there 
he might be seen by a good many people. They had come in a cart. 
Lux bravely running the whole twenty kilometres behind the 
wheels. She, Anastasia, had thought of us at once, knowing that 
we were on the look-out for a good dog and feeling catain that 
we should want him. If we so decided, it would be a good thing 
all around. She*was sure we should have great joy of him, he in his 
turn would have found a good home and be no longer lonely in 
the world, and she, Anastasia, would know that he was wdl taken 
care of. We must not be prejudiced by the figure he cut at 
the momeht; he was upset by his strange surroundings and un- 
certain of himself, but his good breeding would come out strong 
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bdme long. His {ather and^mother were of the best. 

Ye«^-l>ut poiiaps not quite wdl matched? 

On the contrary; that is, they were bqtb of them good stock. He 
had excellent points— she, Anastasia, would vouch for that. He 
was not spoilt, either, his needs were modest — ^and that meant a 
great deal, nowadays. In fact, up to now he had had nothing to 
eat but potato-parings. She suggested ^t we take him home on 
trial; if we found that we did not take ro him she would receive 
him back and refund the modest sum that was asked for him. She 
made free to say this, not minding at all if we took her up. Because, 
knowing the dog and knowing us, both parties, as it were, she ivas 
convinced that we should grow to love him, and never dream of 
giving him up. 

All this she said and a great deal more in the same strain in her 
easy, comfortable, voluble way, working the while over her stove, 
where the flames shot up suddenly now and thoi as though we 
were in a witches’ kitchen. She even came and opened Lux’s jaws 
with both hands to show us his beautiful teeth and — ^for some 
reason or other — the pink grooves in the roof of his mwith. We 
asked knowingly if he had had distemper; she replied with a little 
impatience that she really could not say. Our next question — how 
large would he get — ^she answered more glibly : he would be about 
the size of our dq>artcd Percy, she said. 'Hiere were more questions 
and answors; a good deal of warm-hearted urging from Anastasia, 
prayers and pleas from the children, and on our side a feeble lack 
of resolution. At last we begged for a little time to think things 
over, she agreed, and we went thoughtfully valley-wards, chang- 
ing impressions as we went. 

But of course the children had lost their hearts to the wretched 
little quadruped under the table; in vain we affected to jeer at their 
lack of judgment and taste, feeling the pull at our own heartstrings. 
We saw that we should not be able to get him out of our heads; 
we asked ourselves what would become of him if we scorned him. 
Into what hands would he HU? The question called up a horrid 
memory, we saw again the knackar from whom we had rescued 
P^cy with a few timely and merciful buUets and an honourable 
grave by the garden fence. If we wanted to abandon Lux to an un- 
certain and perhaps gruesome fate, then we should never have seen 
him at all, never cast eyes upon his infant whiskered face. We knew 
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him now, we felt a leHiomibility which we could (hsdaim <xtty by 
an arbitrary exercise o/ authority. 

So it was that the third day found as dimhing up those same 
gentle foothills of the Alps! Not that we had decided to buy— >no, 
we only saw that, as things stood, the matter could hardly have 
any other outcome. 

This time we found Frau Anastasia and her daughter drinking 
coffee, one at each end of the long kitchoi table, while between 
them he sat who bore provisionally the name of Lux, in his very 
attitude as he sits today, slouching over with his shoulder-blades 
stuck out and his paws turned in. A bunch of wild flowers in his 
worn leather collar gave him a festive look, like a rustic bride- 
groom or a village lad in his Sunday best. The daughter, looking 
very trim herself in the tight bodice of her peasant costume, said 
that she had adorned him thus to celd>rate his entry into his new 
home. Mother and daughter both told us they had never been 
more certain of anything in their lives than that we would come 
back to fetch him— -they knew that we would come this very day. 

So there was nothing more to say. Anastasia thanked us in her 
pleas, lilt way for the purchase price — ten marks — ^which we 
handed over. It was clear that she had asked it in our interest rather 
than in hers or that of the dog’s owners; it was by way of giving 
Lux a [msitive value, in terms of money, in our eyes. We quite 
understood, and paid it gladly. Lux was ui^tied from his table-1^ 
and the end of the rope laid m my hand; we crossed Anastasia’s 
door-step followed by the warmest, most cordial assurances and 
good wishes. 

But the homeward way, which it took us an hour to cover, was 
scarcely a triumphal procession. The bridegroom soon lost his bou- 
quet, while everybody we met either laughed or else jeered at his 
appearance — ana we met a good many people, for our route lay 
through the length of the market town at the foot of the hill. The 
last straw was that Lux proved to be suffering from an apparendy 
chronic diarrhoea, which obliged us to make frequent pauses under 
the villagers' eyes. At such times we formed a drde round him to 
shield his weakness from unfriendly eyes — asking oursdves 
whether this was not distemper already making its appearance. 
Our anxiety was uncalled-for: the future was to prove that we 
were dealing with a sound and deanly constitution, which has 
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beoi proof against distemper and all such ailments up to this day. 

Directly we got home wfe summoned the maids to make acquain- 
tance witn the new member of the family and express their modest 
Judgment of his worth. They had e^dently been prepared to 
praise^ but, reading our own insecurity in our eyes, they laughed 
loudly, turning their badb upon the appealing object and waving 
him off with their hands. We doubted lyhether th^ could under- 
stand the nature of our financial transaction with the benevolent 
Anastasia and in our weakness declared that we had had him as a 
present. Then we led Lux into the veranda and regaled him with a 
hearty meal of scraps. 

He was too frightened to eat. He sniffed at the food we urged 
upon him, but was evidently, in his modesty, unable to believe 
that these cheese-parings and chicken-bones were meant for him. 
But he did not reject the sack stuffed with seaweed which we had 
prepared for him on the floor. He lay there with his paws drawn 
up under him, while within we took counsel and eventually came 
to a conclusion about the name he was to bear in the future. 

On the following day he still refused to eat; t|ien cam^a period 
when he gulped down everything that came within reach of his 
muzzle, but gradually he settled down to a regular and more fas- 
tidious regimen, this result roughly corresponding with his adjust- 
ment to his new life in general, so that I will not dwell further 
upon it. The process pf adaptation suffered an interruption one 
day — Bashan msappeared. The children had taken him into the 
garden and let him off the lead for better freedom of action. In a 
momentary lapse of vigilance he had escaped through the hole 
under the garden gate and gained the outer world. We were grieved 
and upset at his loss — ^at least the masters of the house were, for the 
maids seemed inclined to take light-heartedly the loss of a dog 
which we had received as a gift; perhaps they did not even con- 
sider it a loss. We telephom^ wildly to Anastasia’s inn, hoping 
he might find his way thither. In vain, nobody had seen him; two 
days passed before we heard that Anastasia had w««rd from Hugel- 
fing that Lux had put in an appearance at his first home some hour 
and a half before. Yes, he was there, his native idealism had drawn 
him back to the world of his early potato-parings; throu^ wind 
and weather he had trotted alone the twelve or fourteen miles 
which he had first covered between the hind wheels of the fiurmer’s 
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cart. His former owners had to use it again to ddiver him into 
Anastasia’s hands once more. On the setrond day afta that we went 
up to reclaim the wanderer, whom we found as before, tied to the 
tabled^, jaded and dishevided, bemired from the mud of the roads. 
He did show signs of being glad to see us again — ^but then, why 
had he gone away? 

The time came when it was plain that he had forgotten the farm 
— ^yet without having quite struck root with us; so that he was a 
masterless soul and like a leaf carried by the wind. When we took 
him walking we had to keep close watch, for he toided to snap the 
frail bond of sympathy which was all that as yet united us and to 
lose himself unobtrusively in the woods, where, being quite on 
his own, he would certainly have reverted to the condition of his 
wild forebears. Our care preserved him from this dark fate, we hdd 
him fast upon his civilized height and to his position as the com- 
rade of man, which his race in the course of millennia has achieved. 
And then a decisive event, our removal to the city — or a subinrb 
of it — made him wholly dependent upon us and d^nitely a mem- 
ber of the family. 


Notes on Bashan’s Character and Manner of Life 

A man in the Isar valley had told me th|tt this kind of dog can 
become a nuisance, by always wanting to be with his master. Thus 
I was forewarned against taking too personally Bashan’s pa:sistait 
faithfulness to myself, and it was easier for me to discourage it a 
little and protect myself at need. It is a deep-lying patriarchal in- 
stinct in the dog which leads him — ^at least in the more manly, 
outdoor breeds — to recognize and honour in the man of the house 
and head of the family his absolute master and ovarlord, protector 
of the hearth; and to find in the relation of vassalage to him the 
basis and value of his own existence, whereas his attitude towards 
the rest of the family is much more independent. Almost from the 
very first day Bashan behaved in this spirit* towards me, following 
me with his trustful eyes that seined to be begging me to order 
him about — whidi I was chary of doing, for time soon diowed 
that obedience was^ not one of his strong points — and dogging ray 
iootsteps in the obvious conviction that sticking to me was the 
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natural order of things. In the family dide he always sat at my 
fe^, never by any chance' at anyone dse's. And vmen we were 
walking, if I stru» off on a path by my^, he invariably followed 
me and not the others. He insisted <m being with me whoi I 
worked; if the garden door was closed he would disconcert me by 
jumping suddes^y in at the window, bringing mudt gravel in his 
train and flinging himself down panting^beneath my desk. 

But the presence of any living thing— even a dog — ^is something 
of which we are very conscious; we attend to it in a way that is 
disturbing when we want to be alone Thus Bashan could become 
a quite tangible nuisance He would come up to me wagging his 
tail, look at me with devouring gaze, and prance provocatively. 
On the smallest encouragement he would put his forepaws on the 
arm of my chair, lean against me, and make me laugh with his 
kisses in the air. Then he would examine the things on my desk, 
obviously under the impression that they must be good to eat since 
he so often found me stooped above them; and so doing would 
smudge my freshly written page with his broad, hairy hunter’s 
paws. I would sharply call him to order and he would lie down on 
the floor and go to sleep. But when he slept he dreamed, making 
running motions with all four paws and barking in a subterranean 
but perfectly audible sort of way. I quite comprehensibly found 
this distracting; in the first place the sound Was uncannily ven- 
triloquisitic, in the sejrond it gave me a guilty feeling. For this 
dream life was obviously an artificial substitute for real running, 
hunting, and open-air activity; it was supplied to him by his own 
nature because his life with me did not give him as much of it as his 
blood and his senses required. 1 felt touched; but since there was 
nothing for it, I was constrained in the name of my higher interests 
to throw off the incubus, telling myself that Bashan brought 
altogether too much mud into the room and also that he damaged 
the carpet with his claws. 

So then the fiat went forth that he might not be with me or in 
the house when I was there — though of course there might be 
exceptions to the rule. He was quick to understand and submit to 
the unnatural prohibition, as being the inscrutable will of his lord 
and master. The separation from me — which in winter often lasted 
the greato* part of the day — was in bis mind only a separation, not 
a divorce or severance of connections. He may not be with me, 
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because I have so ordained. But the not being v^th me is a kind of 
n^ative bemg-wilh-me, just in that is carrying out my com- 
mand. Hence ive can haidly speak of an independent existence 
carried on by Bashan during the hours when he is not by my side. 
Through the glass door of my study 1 can see him tm the gras- 
plot in front of the house, playing with the children and putting 
on an absurd avtmcular air. He repeatedly comes to the door and 
sniffs at the crack — ^he cannot see me tlurough the muslin cur- 
tains — to assure himself of my presence within; then he sits down 
and mounts guard with his back to the door. Sometimes I see him 
from my window prosing along on the elevated path between the 
aspen trees; but this is only to pas the tune, the excursion is void 
of all pride or joy in life; in fact it is unthinkable that Bashan 
should devote himself to the pleasures of the chase on his own 
account, though there is nothing to prevent him from doing so and 
my presence, as will be seen, is not always an unmixed advantage. 

Life for bun begins when I issue from the house — though, alas, 
it does not always begin even then ! For the question is, wh«i I do 
go out, which Wiiy am I gomg to turn ; to the right, down the 
avenue, the road towards the open and our hunting-ground, or 
towards the left and the place where the trams stop, to ride into 
town ? Only m the first case is there any sense in accompanying me. 
At first he used to follow me even when I turned left; when the 
tram thundered up he wouid look at it with amazement and then, 
suppressing his fears, land with one blind and devoted leap among 
the crowd on the platform. Thence being dislodged by the popular 
indignation, he would gallop along on the ground behind the roar- 
ing vehicle which so little resembled the cart he once knew. He 
would keep up with it as long as he could, his breath getting shorter 
and shorter. But the city traffic bewildered his rustic brains; he got 
between people’s legs, strange dogs fell on his ilank, he was con- 
fused by a volume and vanety of smeUs, the like of which he had 
never imagined, irresistibly distracted by houswmers impregnated 
with lingering anaent scents of old adventenes. He would fall 
behind; sometimes he would ovatake the tram again, somethnes 
not; sometimes he overtook the wnmg one, which looked just the 
same, ran blindly in the wrong direction, farther and fartW into 
a mad, strange world. Once he only came home after two days’ 
absence, limping and starved to death, and, seeking the peace of 
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the last house on the Jivesr>kanfc, found that his Icud and master 
had been sensible enoiigh ,to get thm bdbre him. 

Ihis happened two or three times. 19ien he gave it up and defi> 
nitdy declined to go with me when I turned to the left. He always 
knouv instantly wheth^ 1 have chosen the wild or the world, 
directly I get outside the door. He spriims up from the mat in the 
entrance where he has beoa waiting fo? me and in that moment 
divines my intentions; my clothes betray me, the cane I carry, 
probably even my bearing : my cold and negligent glance or on 
the other hand the challenging eye I turn upon him. He under- 
stands. In the one case he tumbles ov» himself down the steps, he 
whirls round and round like a stone in a sling as in dumb rejoicing 
he runs before me to the gate. In the other he crouches, lays back 
his ears, the light goes out of his eyes, the hre I have kindled by 
my appearance dies down to ashes, and he puts on the guilty look 
which men and animals alike wear when they are unhappy. 

Sometimes he cannot believe his eyes, even though they plainly 
tell him that there is no hope for the chase today. His yearning 
has been too strong. He refuses to see the signs, tne urban walking- 
stick, the careful city clothes. He presses beside me through the 
gate, turns round like lightning, and tries to make me turn right, 
by running off at a gallop in that drection, twisting his head round 
and ignoring that fatal negative which I oppose to his efforts. 
When I actually tum\o the left he comes back and walks with me 
along the hedge, with little snorts and head-tones which seem to 
emerge from the high tension of his interior. He takes to jumping 
to and fro ovor the park railings, alffiough they are rather high for 
comfort, and he gives little moans as he leaps, being evidently 
afraid of hurting himself. He jumps with a sort of desperate gaiety 
which is bent on ignoring reality; also in the hope of beguiling me 
by his performance. For there is still a little — a very little— hope 
ffiat 1 may still leave the highroad at the end of the park and turn 
left after all by the rotmdabout way past the pilla]l%>x, as I do when 
I have letters to post. But 1 do that very sddom; so when that last 
hope has fled, then Bashan sits down and lets me go my way. 

There he sits, in that dumsy rustic posture of his, in the middle 
of the road and looks afto: me as tar as he can see me. If 1 turn my 
head he prides up his ears, but he does not follow; even if 1 whistled 
he would not, for he knows it would be useless. When I turn out 
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of the avenue I can still see him sitting (hare, a small, dark, dum^ 
figure in the road, and it goes to my heart, I have pangs of con- 
science as 1 mount the trapi. He has Waited so long — ^and we all 
know what torture waiting can be 1 His whole life is a waiting 
—waiting for the n^t walk in the opm, a waiting that begins as 
soon as he is rested from the last one. Even his night consists of 
waiting; for his sleep is distributed throughout the whole twenty- 
four hours of the day, with many a little nap on the grass in the 
garden, the sun shining down warm on his coat, or beliind the 
curtains of his kennel, to break up and shorten the empty spaces 
of the day. Thus his night sleep is broken too, not continuous, and 
manifold instincts urge him abroad in the darkness; he dashes to 
and fro all over the garden — and he waits. He waits for the night 
watchman to come on his rounds with his lantern and when he 
hears the recurrent heavy tread heralds it, against his own better 
knowledge, with a terrific outburst of barking. He waits for the 
sky to grow pale, for the cocks to crow at the nursery-gardener’s 
close by; for the morning breeze to rise among the tree-tops — ^and 
for the kitchen doer to be opened, so that he may slip in and warm 
himself at the stove. 

Still, the night-time martyrdom must be mild compared with 
what Bashan has to endure in the day. And particularly when the 
weather is fine, either winter or summer, when the sunshine lures 
one abroad and all the muscles twitch with the craving for violent 
motion — and the master, without whom it is impossible to con- 
ceive doing anything, simply will not leave his post behind the 
glass door. All that agile little body, feverishly alive with pulsating 
life, is rested through and through, is worn out with resting; sleep 
is not to be thought of. He comes up on the terrace outside my 
door, lets himself down with a sigh that seems to come from his 
very heart, and rests his head on his paws, rolling his eyes up 
patiently to heaven. That lasts but a few seconds, he cannot stand 
the position any more, he sickens of it. One other thing there is to 
do. He can go down again and lift his leg against one of the little 
formal arbor-vitse trees that flank the rose-bed — it is the one to the 
right that suffers from his attentions, wasting away so that it has 
to be r^knted cv«y year. He does so down, then, and perfemns 
this action, not because he needs to, but just to pass the time. He 
stands there a long time, with very little to show for it, howevor— • 
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SO hmg that the hind jqi the air bcigiiis to tranble and he has to 
give a little hop ta regain 1^ l»lance. On four legs tmce more he is . 
no bettor off than he waSl He stares a(opidly up into the boughs 
of the ash trees, where two birds are ffitttng and chirping; watthes 
thm dart off like arrows and turns away as though in contempt 
of such light'headedness. He stretches ahd stretches, fit to tear him* 
sdf apart. The stretching is very thoroi^h; it is done in two sec- 
tions, thus : first the ford^s, lifting the hind one into the air; 
second the rear quarters, by sprawling them out on the ground; 
both actions being accompanied by tremendous yavraing. Then 
that is over too, cannot be spun out any longer, and if you have 
just finished an exhaustive stretching you cannot do it over again 
just at once. He stands still and looks gloomily at the grotmd. Then 
he b^ins to turn round on himself, slowly and consideringly, as 
though he wanted to lie down, yet was not quite cartain of the best 
way to do it. Finally he decides not to; he moves off sluggishly to 
the middle of the grass-plot, and once there flings himself violently 
on his back and scrubs to and fro as though to cool off on the 
shaven turf. Quite a blissful sensation, this, it seems, for his paws 
jerk and he snaps in all directions in a delirium of release and satis- 
faction. He drains this joy down to its vapid dregs, aware that it is 
fleeting, that you cannot roll and tumble more than ten seconds 
at most, and that no sound and soul-contenting weariness will 
result from it, but only a flatness and returning boredom, such as 
always follows when one tries to drug oneself. He lies there on his 
side with his eyes rolled up, as though he were dead. Then he gets 
up and shakes himsdf, shakes as only his like can shake without 
fearing concussion of the brain; shakes until everything rattles, 
until his ears flop togetho* tinder his chin and foam flies from his 
dazzling white teeth. And then? He stands perfectly still in his 
tracks, rigid, dead to the world, without the least idea what to do 
next And then, driven to extremes, he climbs the steps once more, 
comes up to the glass door, lifts his mw and scratches — hesitantly, 
with his ears laid back, the complete beggar. He scratches only once, 
quite fadntly; but this timidly lifted paw, this single, faint-hearted 
scratch, to whidi he has come Iwcause he simply cannot think of 
anything else, arc too moving. I get up and op«i the dotw, riiough 
I Imow it can lead to no good. And he begins to dance and jump, 
challenging me to be a man and come abroad with him. He rumples 
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the n^, tipsets the whole room and makes an end of all my peace 
and quiet. But now judge for yourself if, after ! have seen Bat^han 
wait like this, I can find it qa^Y to go off *in the tram and leave him, 
a pathetic little dot at the end of the poplar avenue ! 

In the long twilights of summer, mings are not quite so l»d: 
there is a go<^ ^ance that I will take an evening walk in the open 
and thus even after long waiting he will come into his own and 
with good luck be able to start a hare. But in winter if I go off in 
the afternoon it is all over for the day, all hope must be buried for 
another four-and-twenty hours. For night will have fallen; if I go 
out again our hunting-grounds will lie in inaccessible darkness and 
I must bend my steps towards the traffic, the lighted streets, and 
city parks up the river — and this does not suit Bashan's simjde 
soul. He came with me at first, but soon gave it up and stopped at 
home. Not only that space and freedom were lacking; he was afraid 
of the bright lights in the darkness, he shied at every bush, at every 
human form. A policeman’s flapping cloak could make him 
swerve aside with a yelp or even lead him to attack the officer with 
a courage born of dwperation; when the latter, frightmed in his 
turn, would let loose a stream of abuse to our address. Unfortunate 
episodes mounted up when Bashan and I went out together in the 
dark and the damp. And speaking of policemen reminds me that 
there are three classes of human Mings whom Bashan does especi- 
ally abhor : policemen, monks, and chimney-sweeps. He cannot 
stand them, he assails them with a fury of barking whatever he 
sees them or when they chance to pass the house. 

And winter is of course the time of year when freedom and 
sobriety are with most difficulty preserved against snares; when 
it is hardest to lead a regular, retired, and concentrated existence; 
when I may even seek the city a second time in the day. For the 
evening has its social claims, pursuing which 1 may come back 
at midnight, with the last tram, or losing that am dri\^ to return 
on foot, my h^d in a whirl with ideas and wine and smoke, full 
of roseate views of the world and of course long past the point of 
normal fatigue. And th«i the embodiment of that other, truer, 
soberer life of mine, my own hearthstone, in person, as it were, 
may come to meet me; not wounded, not r^roachful, but on the 
contrary giving me joyous welcome and bringing me back to my 
own. I in«n, of course, Bashan, In pitchy darkness, the river 
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foaiing in my 69is» I turn into the pophu* avenue and after the 
fiist lew st(^ I am enveloped in a soundless storm of piandngs 
and swishings; on the first occasion I <hd not know what Was hap- 
pening. ”Bashan?” I inquire into the blackness. Tbe prandngs and 
swishings redouble— is this a dandng dervish or a berserk warrior 
here on my path P But not a sound; and directly 1 stand still, I fed 
diose honest, wet and muddy paws on the la^s of my raincoat, 
and a snapping and flapping in my fac^ which I draw back even 
as I stoop down to pat the lean shoulder, equally wet with snow or 
rain. Yes, the good soul has come to meet the tram. Well informed 
as always upon my comings and goings, he has got up at what 
he judgM to be the right time, to fetch me from the station. He may 
have waiting a long while, in snow or rain, yet his joy at 
my final appearance knows no resentment at my faithlessness, 
though I have neglected him all day and brought his hopes to 
naught. I pat and praise him, and as we go home togethor I tell 
him what a fine fdlow he is and promise him (that is to say, not so 
much him as myself) that tomorrow, no matter what the weather, 
we two will follow the chase together. And resolving thus, I feel 
my worldly preoccupations melt away; sobriety returns;* for the 
image I have <x>njiu‘ed up of our hunting-ground and the charms 
of its solitude is linked in my mind with the call to higher, stranger, 
more obscure concerns of mine. 

There are stUl othes traits of Bashan’s character which I should 
like to set down here, so that the gentle reader may get as lively 
and speaking an image of him as is anyway possible. Porhaps the 
best way would be for me to compare him with our deceased Percy; 
for a better-defined contrast than that between these two never 
existed within the same species. First and foremost we must remem- 
bm* that Bashan was entirely sound in mind, whereas Percy, as I 
have said, and as often happens among aristocratic canines, had 
always bear mad, through and through, a perfectly typical speci- 
men of frantic ovar-breeding. I have raored to th^ subject before, 
in a somewhat wider connection; here I only want, for purposes 
of a>mparison, to speak of Bashan’s infinitdy simpler, more ordi- 
nary mentality, expressed for instance in the way he would greet 
you, or in his bdiaviour on our walks. His manifestations were 
always within the bounds of a hearty and healthy comnum sense; 
they never even bordered <m the hysterical, whereas Percy's on all 
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sudt occaskms ovar$tq>ped than in a wsy diat was at ttocs ^te 
shocking. 

And even that does not guite cover the contrast between these 
two creatures: die truth is more complex and involved stilL Badian 
is coarser-fibred, true, like the lower classes; but like them also he 
is not above complaining. His noble predecessor, on the othe hand, 
united more ddbcacy and a greater capacity for suffering, widi an 
infinitdy firmer and prouder spirit; despite all his foolishness he far 
excelled in self-discipline the powers of Bashan’s peasant souL In 
saying this I am not defendingf any aristocratic system of values. 
It is simply to do honour to truth and actuality that I want to 
bring out the mixture of softness and hardiness, delicacy and firm- 
ness in the two natures. Bashan, for mstance, is quite able to spend 
the coldest winter night out of doors, behind the sacking curtains 
of his kennel. He has a weakness of the bladder which makes it 
impossible for him to remain seven hours shut up in a roem; we 
have to fasten him out, even in the most inhospitable weather, and 
trust to his robust constitution. Sometimes after a particularly 
bitter and foggy winter night he comes into the house with his 
moustache and whiskers like delicately frosted wires; with a little 
cold, even, and coughing in the odd, one-syllabled way that dogs 
have. But in a few hours he has got all over it and takes no harm 
at all. Whereas we should never have dared to expose our sflken- 
haued Percy to such rigours. Yet Bashan is*afraid of the shg^test 
pain, behaving so abjectly chat one would fed disgusted if the 
plebeian simplicity of his behaviour did not make one laugh 
instead. When he goes stalking in the underbrush, I constancy 
hear him yelping because he has been scratched by a thorn or a 
branch has struck him m the face. If he hurts his foot or dcins his 
belly a little, jumping over a fence, he sets up a cry like an antique 
hero in his death-agony; comes to me hobbling on three legs, howl- 
ing and lamenting in an abandonment of self-pity — the more piwe- 
ingly, the more sympathy he gets — and this although in fifteen 
mmutes he will be running and jumping again as though nothing 
had happened. 

With Percival it was otherwise, he clenched his jaws and was 
still. He was afraid of the doe-whip, as Bashan is too; and tasted 
it, das, more often than the Tatter, for in his day I was younger 
and quick-tempered and his witlessness often assumed a vicious 
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aspect which cried oat f/x chastisement and flrov« me on to ad* 
minister it When I was quite beside mysdf and took down the lash 
from the nail whdre it hmg» Percy n^ght crawl under actable or a 
bench. But not a sound would escape him under punishment; even 
at a second flailing he would give vmt only to a fervent moan if it 
stung weuse than usual — whereas the^ase-bom Basban will howl 
abjectly if I so much as raise my arm. In short no sense of honour, 
no strictness with himself. And anyhow, it sddom comes to cor- 
poral punishment for I long ago ceased to make demands upon 
him contrary to his nature, of a kind which would lead to conflict 
between us. 

Fmr example, I never ask him to learn tricks; it would be of no 
use. He is not talented, no circus dog, no trained clown. He is 
a sound, vigorous young hunter, not a professor. I believe I re- 
marked that he is a capital jumper. No obstacle too great, if the 
incenflve be present; if he cannot jump it he will scrabble up 
somdiow and let himself fall on the other side — at least, he con- 
quers it one way or another. But it must be a genuine obstacle, not 
to be jumped through or crawled under; otherwise he would think 
it folly to jump. A wall, a ditch, a fence, a thickset hedge, 
are genuine obstacles; a crosswise bar, a stick held out, are not, 
and you cannot jump over them without going contrary to reason 
and looking siIl)K Whidh Bashan refuses to do. He refuses. Try to 
make him jump over some such unreal obstacle; in the end you will 
be reduced to taking him by the scruff of the neck, in your anga^, 
and flinging him over, while he whimpers and yaps. Once on the 
other side he acts as though he had done just what you wanted 
and celebrates the event in a frenzy of barking and capering. You 
may coax or you may punish; you cannot break down his reason- 
able resistance to pmorming a m»e trick. He is not unaccom- 
modating, he sets store by his master’s approval, he will jump over 
a hedge at my will or my command, and not only when he feels 
like it himsdf, and enjoys very much the praise I Jbestow. But over 
a bar or a stick he wiU not jump, he will crawl underneath — if he 
were to die for it. A hundred times he will beg for forgiveness, for- 
bearance, consideration; he fears pain, ^rs it to the point oif^being 
abject. Bat no fear and no pain can make him capUe oi k per- 
formance which in itself would be child’s-play for him, but for 
which he obviously lades all mental equipment. WlMm you 
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him with it, the question is imt wimther he will jump 
or not; that is islready settled, and die cmnmand means aim|iiiig 
to him hut a beating. To demand of hinnwhat reason forbids him 
to understand mid hence to^o is simply in his eyes to sedlt a pre* 
text for blows, strife, and disturbance of hiendly rdations — ^it is 
merely the first step towards all these things. Ihus Basfaan looks at 
it, so far as I can see, and I doubt whether one may [miperly charge 
him with obstinacy. Obstinacy may be brokmi down, in the last 
analysis it cries out to be broken down; but Bashan’s resistance to 
performing a trick he would seal with his death. 

Extraordinary creature ! So close a friend and yet so remote; «) 
different from us, in certain ways, that our language has not power 
to do justice to his canine logic. For instance, what is the meaning 
of that frightful circumstantiality — ^unnerving alike to the spec- 
tator and to the parties themselves — attendant on the meeting of 
dog and dog; or on their first acquaintance or evai on thdr tot 
sight of each other? My excursions with Bashan have made me 
witness to hundreds of such encounters, or, I might better say, 
forced me to be an embarrassed spectator at them. And evoy time, 
for the duration of the episode, my old familiar Bashan was a stran- 
ger to me, I found it impossible to enter into his feelings or be- 
haviour or understand the tribal laws which governed them. Cer- 
tainly the meeting in the open of two dogs, strangers to each trthor, 
is one of the most painful, thrilling, and pregnant of all conceiv- 
able encounters; it is surrounded by an atmosphere of the last un- 
canniness, presided over by a constraint for which 1 have no {«»■ 
riser name; they simply cannot pass each other, their mutual em- 
barrassment is frightful to behold. 

I am not speaking of the case where one of the parties k shut 
up behind a hedge or a fence. Even then it is not easy to interpret 
their feelings — but at least the situation is less acute. They sniff 
each other from far off, and Bashan suddenly seeks shdter in my 
neighbourhood, whining a little to give vent. to a distress and 
oppression which simply no words can describe. At the same time 
the imprisoned stranger sets up a violent barking, ostensibly in his 
character as a good watch-dog, but passing over unconsciously 
into a whimpering much like Bashan’s own. an unsatisfied, envknus, 
distressful whine. Wc draw near. The strange dog is waiting for us, 
close to the hedge, grousing and bemoaning his Impotoac^ 
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ajs|t(Bct oled out &»r chastisement and drove me on to ad- 
minister' it When.l^imquitebesidemyself and took down &eladi 
from the natl where it hmg, Percy nyght crawl undkr a^'table or a 
bendb. But not a sound woim escape him under punishment even 
at a second flailing he would give vent only to a fervent moan if it 
stung worse than usual— whereas thei^ase-bom Bashan will howl 
ab/ectly if 1 so much as raise my arm. In diort, no sense of honour, 
no strictness with himself. And anyhow, it seldom comes to cor- 
poral punishment, for I long ago ceased to make demands upon 
him contrary to his nature, of a kind which would lead to conflict 
between us. 

For example, I never ask him to learn tricks; it would be of no 
use. He is not talented, no drcus dog. no trained clown. He is 
a sound, vigorous young hunter, not a professor. I believe I re- 
marked that he is a capital jumper. No obstacle too great, if the 
incentive be present: if he cannot jump it he will scrabble up 
somehow and let himself fall on the other side — at least, he con- 
quers it one way or another. But it must be a genuine obstacle, not 
to be jumped through or aawled under; otherwise he would think 
it folly to jump. A wall, a ditch, a fence, a thickset hedge, 
are gmuine obstacles; a crosswise bar, a stick held out, are not, 
and you cannot jump over them without going contrary to reason 
and looking silly. Which Bashan refuses to do. He refuses. Try to 
make him jump over some such unreal obstacle; in the end you will 
be reduced to taking him by the scruff of the neck, in your anger, 
and flinging him over, while he whimpers and yaps. Once on the 
other side he acts as though he had done just what you wanted 
and celebrates the event in a frenzy of barking and capering. You 
may coax or you may punish; you cannot break down his reason- 
able resistance to pmorming a mere trick. He is not unaccom- 
modating, he sets store by his raasta’s approval, he will jump over 
a hedge at my will or my command, and not only when he feds 
like it himsdi, and «ijoys vary mudi the praise I jbestow. But ova 
a bar or a stick he will not jump, he will aawl underneath — if he 
ware to die for it. A hundred times he will beg for forgivaoess, for- 
bearance, consideration; he fears pain, fears it to the point of being 
abject. But no fear and no pain can make him capable of a per- 
formance whidi in itsdf would be child's-play for him, but for 
which he obvioudy lacks all mental equipment. When you 
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connrom mm wicb ii, the questiQa is wlwtfad; he urill juiap) 
or not; that i$ already and Ae afflimaad means nothing 
to him but a beating. To dmand of hiimwhat reason forbids him 
to tmderstand and hence tollo is simply in his eyes to se^ a pre- 
text for blows, strife, and disturbance of friendly rdations— it is 
mesdiy the first step towards all these things. Thus Bashan looks at 
it, so far as 1 can see, and I doubt whether one may properly charge 
him with obstinacy. Obstinacy may be broken down, in the last 
analysis it cries out to be broken down; but Bashan's resistance to 
performing a trick he would seal with his death. 

Extraordinary creature ! So close a friend and yet so remote so 
different from us, in certain ways, that our language has not power 
to do justice to his canine logic. For instance, what is the meaning 
of that frightful circumstantiality — ^unnerving alike to (he spec- 
tator and to the parties themselves — attendant on the meeting <rf 
dog and dog; or on their first acquaintance or even on their first 
sight of each other? My excursions with Bashan have made me 
witness to hundreds of such encounters, or, I might betta* say, 
forced me to be an embarrassed spectator at them. And every time, 
for the duration of the episode, my old familiar Bashan was a stran- 
ger to me, I found it impossible to enter into his feelings or ben 
havioiur or understand the tribal laws which governed them. Cer- 
tainly the meeting in the open of two dogs, strangers to each other, 
is one of the most painful, thrilling, and pr^nant of all conceiv- 
able encounters; it is surrounded by an atmosphere of the last im- 
canniness, presidc*d over by a constraint for which I have no pre- 
ciser name; they simply cannot pass each other, their mutual «n- 
barrassment is frightful to behold, 

I am not speaking of the case whe-e one of the parties is shut 
up behind a hedge or a fence. Even then it is not easy to interpret 
their feelings — but at least the situation is less acute. They sniff 
each other from far off, and Bashan suddenly seeks shdter in my 
neighbourhood, whining a little to give v^t to a distress and 
oppression whiclT simply no words can describe. At the same time 
the imprisoned stranger sets up a violent barking, ostraisibly in his 
character as a good watch-dog, but passing ovw unconsdoudy 
into a whimpering much likeBashan’s own, an unsatisfied, enviousi 
distressful whine. We draw near. The strange dog is waitii^ for us, 
close to the hed^, grousing and honoantng hk impotence; 
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junking at the }Mmer ai^ giving every sign—how scariousiv one 
canxwt intending to tear Bashan to jneces if only he 

could get at him, Bashan might easily stick dose to me and pass 
him but he goes up to the hedge. lie has to, he would even if I 
forbam him; to remain away would be to transgress a code older 
and more inviolable than any prohibition of mine. He advances, 
then, and with a modest and inscnitaUe bearing performs that rite 
which he knows will soothe and appekse the other — even if tem- 
porarily — ^so long as the stranger periorms it too, though whining 
and complaining in the act Then they both chase wildly along the 
hedge, each on his own side, as close as possible, neither making a 
sound. At the end of the hedge they both face about and dash back 
again. But in full career both suddraily halt and stand as though 
rooted to the spot; they stand still, facing the hedge, and put their 
noses together through it. For some space of time they stand thus, 
then resume their curious, futile race shoulder to shoulder on either 
side of the barrier. But in the end my dog avails himself of his free- 
dom and moves off — ^a frightful moment for the prisoner! He 
cannot stand it, he finds it namelessly humiliating that the other 
should dream of simply going off like that. He raves and slavers 
and contorts himself in his rage; runs like one mad up and down 
his enclosure; threatens to jump the hedge and have the faithless 
Bashan by the throat; he yells insults behind. the retreating back. 
Bashan hears it .all, it distresses him, as his manner shows. But he 
does not turn round, he jogs along beside me, while the cursings in 
our rear die down into whinings and are still. 

Such the procedure when one of the parties is shut up. Bmbarrass- 
ments multiply whoi both of them are free. I do not relish describ- 
ing the scene : it is one of the most painful and equivocal imagin- 
able. Bashan has been bounding light-heartedly beside me; he 
comes up close, he fairly forces himself upon me, with a sniffling 
and whimpering that seem to come from his very depths. I still 
do not know what moves his utterance, but I recognize it at once 
and gather that there is a strange dog in the offing, t look about-— 
yes, there he comes, and even at this distance his strained 
and hesitating mien betrays that he has already seat Bashan. I am 
scarcely less ufoet than they; I find the meeting most undesirable. 
"Go away,” I say to Bashan. "Why do you glue yourself to ray 
leg? Can't you go off and do your bu.sines.s by yourselves?” 1 try 
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to JErighten him off with my cane. For if th^ start bidag—whkh 
may easily hap|>en, with reason <» without — shall find it most 
unpleasant to have them between my feet. "Go away 1 ” I repeat, in 
a lower voice. But Bashan ddes not go away, he sticks in his distreiBi 
the closer to me, making as brief a pause as he can at a tree^nk 
to perform the accustomed rite; I can see the other dog doing ffie 
same. We are now within twenty paces, the suspense is firightfuL 
The strange dog is crawling on his bdly, like a cat, his head thrust 
out. In this posture he awaits Bashan’s approach, poised to spring 
at the right moment for his throat. But he does not do it, nor does 
Bashan seem to expect that he will. Or at least he goes up to the 
crouching stranger, though plainly trembling and heavy-hearted; 
he would do this, he is obliged to do it, even though I were to act 
myself and leave him to face the situation alone by striking into 
a side path. However painful the encounter, he has no tmoice, 
avoidance is not to be thought of. He is under a spell, he is bound 
to the other dog, they are bound to each other with some obscure 
and equivocal bond which may not be denied. We are now within 
two paces. 

Then the other gets up, without a sound, as though he had never 
been behaving like a tiger, and stands there just as Bashan is stand- 
ing. profoundly embarrassed, wretched, at a loss. They cannot 
pass each other. Th^ probably want to, th^ turn away their 
heads, rolling their eyes sideways; evident^ the same sense of 
guilt weighs on them both. They edge cautiously up to each other 
with a hang-dog air; they stop flank to flank and sniff under eadi 
other's taik. At this point the growling begins, and 1 speak to 
Bashan low-voiced and warn him, for now is the decisive moment, 
now we shall know whether it wOl come to biting or whether I shall 
be spared that rude shock. It does come to biting, I do not know 
how, still less why ; quite suddenly they are nothing but a raging 
tumult and whirling coil out of wmch issue the frightful guttural 
noises that animals make when they engage. I may have to engage 
too, with my cane, to forestall a worse calamity: I may try to get 
Bashan by the neck or the collar and hold him up at arm’s lengffi 
in the air, the stranger dog hanging on by his teeth. Other horrors 
there are, too, which 1 may have to face— and fed them aftorwazds 
in all my limbs during the rest of our walk. But it may be, too, 
that after all the preliminaries the affair will pass tamely off and 
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110 harm dkaws. At hesl it is hard to jpait tho two? ev«a if thw are 
not deiH^od hy i^e teedi/ thw are by that inward hand Thqir 

may ^eem to have passed each other> they are no Icmger flank to 
fla^, but in a straight line with theiitheads in opposite directions; 
they may not even turn their heads, but only be rolling their eyes 
backwards. There may even be a space between them— and yet the 
painjful bond stilt holds. Neither knows if the right moment for 
release has come, they would both like to go, yet each seems to have 
conscientious scruples. Slowly, slowly, the bond loosens, snaps; 
Basban bounds lightly away, with, as it were, a new lease on life. 

I speak of these things only to show how under stress of cir' 
cumstance the diaracter of a near friend may reveal itself as strange 
and foreign. It is dark to me, it is mysterious; I observe it with head- 
shakings and can only dimly guess what it may mean. And in all 
other respects I understand Bashan so well I feel such lively sym- 
pathy for all his manifestations ! For example, how well I know 
that whining yawn of his when our walk has been disappointing, 
too short, or devoid of sporting interest; when I have begun the 
day late and only gone out for a quarter of an hour before dinner. 
At such times he walks beside me and yawns — an open, impudent 
yawn to the whole extait of his jaws, an animal, audible yawn 
insultingly expressive of his utter boredom. "A fine master I 
have ! ” it seems to say. “Far in the night last night I met him at the 
bridge and now4ie siB behind his glass door and I wait for him dy- 
ing of boredom. And when he does go out he only does it to come 
back again before there is time to start any game. A fine master ! 
Not a proper master at all — really a rotten master, if you ask me ! " 

Such was the meaning of his yawn, vulgarly plain beyond all 
misunderstanding. And I admit that he is right, that he has a just 
grievance, and I put out a hand to pat his shoulder consolingly or 
to stroke his head. But he is not, under such circumstances, grateful 
for caresses; he yawns again, if possible more rudely than before, 
and moves away from my hand, although by nature, in contrast 
to Percy and in harmony with his own pldieian sentimentality, he 
sets great store by caresses. He particularly likes having his throat 
saatched and has a funny way of guiding one’s hand to the right 
place by energetic little jerks of hisnead. That he has no room just 
now for endearments is partly due to his disappointment, but also 
to the fact that when he is in motion — ^and that means that I also 
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aw— he does not cajre fix them, His j^ood is too mvify; hut it 
diauges directly I sit down. Then he is all for Mendliness again 
and responds to it with dumsy enthusiasni, 

Whm I sit reading in a coiner of the garden wall, or on the lawn 
with my back to a favourite tree, I enjoy interrupting my intdlec- 
tual preoccupations to talk and play with Bashan. And what do 
I say to him? Mostly his own name, the two syllables which are 
of the utmost personal interest because they refer to himsdf and 
have an dectric effect upon his whole being. 1 rouse and stimulate 
his sense of his own ego by impressing upon him — varying my 
rone and emphasis — that he is Bashan and that Bashan is his name. 
By continuing this for a while I can actually produce in him a 
state of ecstasy, a sort of intoxication with his own identity, so that 
he begins to whirl round on himself and send up loud exultant 
barks to heaven out of the weight of dignity that lies on his chest. 
Or we amuse oursdves, I by tapping him on the nose, he by snap- 
ping at my hand as though it were a fly. It makes us both laugh, 
yes, Bashan has to laugh too; and as I laugh I marvd at the sight, 
to me the oddest ai^fl most touching thing in the world. It is mov- 
ing to see how under my teasing his thin animal cheeks and the 
corners of his mouth will twitch, and ovw his dark animal mask 
will pass an expression like a human smile, or at least ^me un- 
gainly, pathetic semblance of one. It gives way to a look of startled 
embarrassment, then transforms the face by appearing again. . . . 

But I will go no further nor involve myself in more detail of the 
kind. Evoi so I am dismayed at the space I have been led on to give 
to this little description; for what I had in mind to do was merely to 
display, as briefly as I might, my hero in his dement, on the scene 
where he is most at home, most himself, and where his gifts show to 
best advantage; I mean, of course, the chase. But first I must give 
account to my reader of the theatre of these delights, my landscape 
by the river and Bashan’s hunting-ground. It is a strip of land 
intimately bound up with his personality, familiar, loved, and 
significant to mt? like himself; which fact, accordingly, without 
further literary justification or embellishment, must save as the 
occasion for my desaiption. 
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The Hanting-Gfo«tui 

The ^ckms gardens of the suburb whae we live contain many 
laige old trees that rise above the villa roofs and form a striking 
contrast to the saplings set out at a hi|^er period. Unquestionably 
riiey are the earliest inhabitants, the'^ride and adornment of a 
settiement which is still not vary old. They have been carefully 
pt)tected and preserved, so far as was possible; when any one of 
them came into conflict with the boundaries of the parcds of land, 
some venerable silvery moss^own trunk standing exactly on a 
border-line, the hedge makes a little curve round it, or an accom- 
modating gap is left in a wall, and the ancient towers up half on 
public, hafl on private ground, with bare snow-covered boughs or 
adorned with its tiny, latecoming leaves. 

They are a variety of ash, a tree that loves moisture more than 
most — and their presence here shows what kind of soil we have. 
It is not so long since human brains reclaimed, it for human habi- 
tation; not more than a decade or so. Before that it was a marshy 
wilderness, a breeding-place for mosquitoes, where willows, dwaif 
poplars, and other stunted growths mirrored themselves in stag- 
nant pools. The region is simjort to floods. Tho-e is a stratum of 
impermeable soli a fe]v yards under the surface; it has always been 
boggy, with standing water in the hollows. They drained it by 
lowering the levd of the river — engineering is not my strong point, 
but anyhow it was some such device, by means of which the wato^ 
which cannot sink into the earth now flows off laterally into the 
river by several subterranean channels, and the ground is left com- 
paratively dry— hut only comparativdy, for Bashan and I, know- 
ing it as we do, are acquainted with certain low, retired, and rushy 
spots, relics of the primeval condition of the r^ion, whose damp 
codbess defies the summer heat and makes them a grateful jflace 
wherein to draw a few Icmg breaths. 

The whole district has its peculiarities, indeed, which distinguish 
it at a glance from the pine forests and moss-grown meadows which 
are the usual setting of a mountain stream. It has preserved its 
original characteristics even since it was acquired by tie r^*e$ta(e 
compny; even outside the gardens the ortghtal v^dation 
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pr^ndfirates dver the newly planted. In tbe avenues and paxlESf 
of course, horse-chestnuts and quidc-growing maple trees, beedbcs, 
and all sorts of omamental^hrubs have*been ^t out; also rows ci 
French poplars standing arect in their sterile masculinity. But the 
ash trees, as I said, are the aborigines; they are everywhere, and of 
aU ages, century-old giants and tender young seedlings pushing 
their way by hundreds, like weeds, through the gravel. It is the ash, 
together with the silver poplar, the aspen, the birch, and the willow, 
that gives the scene its distinctive look. All these trees have small 
leaves, and all this small-leaved foliage is very striking by contrast 
with the huge trunks. But there are elms too, spreading their large, 
varnished, saw-edged leaves to the sun. And everywhere too are 
masses of creeper, winding round the young trees in the under- 
brush and inextricably mingling its leaves with theirs, little 
thickets of slim alder trees stand in the hollows. Thoe are few lime 
trees, no oaks or 6r$ at all, in our domain, though there are some 
on the slope which bounds it to the east, where the soil changes 
and with it the character of the vegetation. There they stand out 
black against the shy, like sentinels guarding our little valley. 

It is not more than five hundred yards from slope to rivor — 
have pared it out. Perhaps the strip of river-bank widens a little, 
farther down, but not to any extent; so it is remarkable what land- 
scape variety there is in this small area, even when one makes such 
moderate use of the playground it affords along the river as do 
Bashan and I, who rarely spend mOi« than two hours there, count- 
ing our going and coming. There is such diversity that we need 
hardly take the same path twice or ever tire of the view or be con- 
scious of any limitations of space; and this is due to the circum- 
stance that our domain divides itself into three quite different 
regions or zones. We may confine ourselves to one of these or we 
may combine all three : they are the neighbourhood of tbe river 
and its banks, the neighbourhood of the opposite slope, and the 
wooded section in the middle. 

The wooded zone, the parks, the osier brakes, and the tiyei> 
side shrubbery take up most of the breadth. I search in vain for a 
word better than “wood*' to describe this strange tract of land. 
For it is noyvood in the usual sense of the word : not a pillared haB 
of even-sized trunks, carpeted with moss and fallen leaves. The 
trees in our hunting-grtmnd are of uneven growth and si?je, hoary 

99 



STORIES OF A LIFETIME 


giants <d willows and pojdars, especially along dw iiver» though 
also dealer in; othm ten or fifteen years old, whidi are probably 
as huge as tihey will groM^ knd lastly a Iraion of slotder trees, young 
ashes, birches, and alders in a nursery garden planted by nature 
herself. These look larger than th^ are; and all, as I said, are wound 
round with creqiers whidi give a look of tropical luiniriance to the 
scene, But I suspect them of choking the growth of their hosts, 
fmr I cannot see that the trunks have grown any thicker in aU the 
years I have known them. 

Ihe trees are of few and dosdy related species. The aldo: bdongs 
to the birch family, the poplar is after all not very different from 
a willow. And one might say that they all approach the willow 
type; foresters tell us that trees toid to adapt themselves to their 
lo^ conditions, showing a certain conformity, as it were, to the 
prevailing mode. It is the distorted, fantastic, witchlike silhouette 
of the wiUow tree, dweller by still and by flowing waters, that sets 
the fashion here, with her branches like broom-splints and her 
crooked-fingered tips; and all the others visibly try to be like her. 
Hie silver poplar apes her best; but often it is ‘hard to tfll poplar 
from birch, so much is the latter beguiled by the spirit of the place 
to take on mis-shapen forms. Not that there are not also plenty of 
very shapely and well-grown .single specimois of this lovable tree, 
and enchanting they look in the favouring glow of the late after- 
noon sun. In this region the birch appears as a slender silvery bole 
with a crown of little, separate leaves atop: as a lovely, lithe, and 
wdl-grown maiden; it has the prettiest of chalk-white trunks, and 
its foliage droops like delicate languishing locks of hair. But there 
are also birches colossal in size, that no man could span with his 
arms, the bark of which is only white high up, but near the ground 
has turned black and coarse and is seamed with fissures. 

Hie soil is not like what one expects in a wood. It is loamy, 
gravdly, even sandy. It seems anything but fertile, and yet, within 
its nature, is almost luxuriantly so; for it is overgrown with tall, 
rank grass, often the dry, sharp^mered kind that grows on dunes. 
In winter it covers the ground like trampled hay; not sddom it 
cannot be distingui^ed from reeds, but in other places it is soft 
and fat and luicy, and among it grow honlock, coltsfoot, nettles, 
aU sorts ci low*growiiig things, mixed with tall thistles and tender 
young tree shoots. Pheasants and other wildfowl hide in this 
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vig^tion, whidt rblb up to and over the gnarled imts of iSm 
trees. And everywhere the wild grape an^ the n^vineeiaiBbor tnit 
of the thicket to twine roifid the trunks ip garlands of flapping 
leaves, or in winto: with bare stems like the toughest smrt ot wire 

Now, all this is not a wood, it is not a park, it is simj^y an en- 
chanted gardm, no more and no less. I will stand for the word— 
though of course nature here is stingy and sparse and taids to 
the deformed; a few botanical names exhausting the catalogue ci 
her performance The ground is rolling, it constantly rises and faUs 
away, so that the view is enclosed on every hand, with a lovely 
effect of remoteness and privacy. Indeed, if the wood stretched 
for miles to right and left, as far as it reaches lengthwise, instead 
of only a hundred and some paces on each side from the middle, 
one could not fed. more secluded. Only by the sense of sound is one 
made aware of the friendly nearness of the rivei^ you cannot see it, 
but it whispers gently from the west. There are gorges choked with 
shrubbery — elder, privet, jasmine, and wild cherry — on dose June 
days the scent is almost overpowering. And again there are low- 
lying spots, regular gravd-pits, where nothing but a few wfflow- 
shoots and a little sage can grow, at the bottom or on the sides. 

And all this scene never ceases to exert a strange influmce upon 
me, though it has been my almost daily walk for some yearsi Ihe 
fine massed foliage of the ash puts me in mind of a giant fern; these 
aeepers and climbers, this barroiness and this damp, this com- 
bination of lush and dry, have a fantastic effect; to convey ray vdide 
meaning, it is a little as though I were transported to anotho: 
geological period, or even to the emttom of the sea — ^and the fantasy 
has this much of fact about it, that water did stand hm once, 
for instance in ihe square low-lying meadow basins thidt nrftfa 
shoots of sdf-sown ash, which now serve as pasture for sheqp. One 
such lies directly behind my house. 

The wilderness is crossed in all directions by paths, seme of them 
only lines of trodden grass or gravdly trails, deviously bom of use 
and not laid out — though it would be hard to ray wHo trod diem, 
for only by way of unpleasant excq>tion do Bashah and T 
anyone here. MImen that happens he stands stod^-still and 
a little growl which, very well expresses my own fedjkigs too, Bveh 
on the fine summer Sunday anemoons which Ining crowds el 
people to in duse parts— -for it is alwap a lew coeder 
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here — "wt ronaia uadistul-bed in our fastness they know it not; 
the water is the great at^action, as a rule, die river in its course 
the human stream gets as dose as it qin, down to the very edge if 
there is no flood, rolls along beside it. and then back home again. 
At most we may come on a pair of lovers in the shrubbery; they 
look at us widened and starded out of their nest, or else defiantly 
as though to ask what objection we ha^ to their presence or their 
hdiaviour. All which we disclaim by beating swift retreat, Bashan 
with the indifiPeroice he feels for everything that does not smell 
like gam^ I with a face utterly devoid of all expression, either 
approving or the reverse. 

But these woodland paths are not the only way we have of 
reaching my park. There are streets as wdl — or rathar th«e are 
traces, which once were streets, or which once were to have been 
streets, or which, by God’s will, may yet become streets. In other 
words : thae are signs that the piuaxe has been at work, signs 
of a hopeful real-estate enterprise for some distance beyond the 
built-up section and the villas. There has been some |ar-sighted 
planning on the part of the company which ‘some years ago ac- 
quired the land; but their plans went beyond their capadty for 
carrying them out, for the villas were only a part of what they 
had in mind. Building-lots were laid out; an area extending for 
nearly a mile down the river was prepared, and doubtless stm re- 
mains prepared, to feceive possible purchasers and home-loving 
settlers. The building sodety conceived things on a rather large 
scale. Th^ endosed the river between dykes, they built quays and 
planted gardens, and, not content with that, they had embarked 
on dearing the woods, dumped piles of gravd, cut roads through 
the wilderness, one or two lengthwise and several across the width : 
fine, wdl-{daimed roads, or at least the first steps towards than, 
made of coarse gravel, widi a wide foot-path and indications of a 
curb-stone. But no one walks there save Bashan and mysdf, he on 
the good stout leather of his four paws, I in hobnailra boots on 
account of the gravd. For the statelv villas projected by the com- 
pany ate still non-existent, despite the good example I set whoi I 
built my own house. They have been, I say, non-existent for ten, 
no, fifteen years; it is no wonder that a kind of blight has s<^tled 
upon the enterprise and discouragement reigns in Am bosom of the 
building sodety, a disindination to go on with thdr project. 
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Howeva, thin^ laad got so far forward that these streets, thou^ 
not built up, have all bem given names, }pst as diough they insein 
the centre of the town or i]| a suburb. I should very mumhdce to 
know what sort of speculator he was who named thom Ite News 
to have been a literal chap with a fondness for the past; '^ere 
is an Opitzstrasse, a Flemmingstrasse, a Burgeistrasse, even an 
Adalbert-Stifterstrasse — I walk on the last-named with especial 
reveroice in my hobnailed boots. At all the comers stakes have 
been driven in the ground with street signs affixed to them, as is 
usual in suburbs where there are no house<omers to receive them; 
they are the usual little blue enamel plates with white lettering. 
But alas, th^ are rather the worse for wear. They have stood here 
far too long, pointing out the names of vacant sites where nobody 
wants to live; they are monuments to the failure, the discourage- 
ment, and the arrested devdopment of the whole enterprise. They 
have not been kept up or renewed, the climate has done its worst 
by them. The enamel has scaled off, the lettering is rusty, there are 
ugly broken-edged gaps which make the names sometimes almost 
illegible. One of them, indeed, puzzled me a good deal when 1 first 
came here and was spymg about the neighbourhood. It was a long 
name, and the word “street" was perfectly clear, but most d the 
rest was eaten by rust; there remained only an S at the beginning, 
an E somewhae about the middle, and another £ at the end. I could 
not reckon with so many unknown quantity I studied die sign 
a long time with my hands behind my back, then continued along 
the foot-path with Bashan. I thought I was thinking about some- 
thing else, but all the time my brains were privately cudgeUing 
themsdves, and suddenly it came over me. I stopped with a start, 
stood still, and then hastmed back, took up my former position, 
and tested my guess. Yes, it fitted. The name of the street where I 
was walking was Shakespeare Street. 

The streets suit the signboards and the signboards suit the streets 
—it is a strange and dreamlike harmony in decay. The streets run 
through the wood they have broken into; but ^ wood does not 
remain passive. It does not let the streets stop as they were made, 
through decade after decade, until at last pwple come and setde 
on them. It takes every step to dose them again; for what grows 
here does not mind gravel, it flourishes in it. Purple thistles, blue 
^ge, silvory shoots of willow, and ^een ash seemings spring up 
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all over the road and eveh on tibe pavement^ the streets with the 
poetic names are going baui: to die wildemess, whether one likes 
it or not? in anot^ ten years Opit 2 ^jtrasse» Hemmingstrasse, and 
the rest will be dosed, they will probably as good as disappear. 
There is at present no ground for complaint; for from the romantic 
and picturesque point of view di«re are no more beautiful streets in 
the world than they are now. Nothing could be more ddightful 
than strolling through them in their unbnished, abandoned state, 
if one has on stout boots and does not mind the gravel. Nothing 
more agreeable to the eye than looking from the wild garden be- 
neath one’s feet to the humid massing of fine-leafed foliage that 
shuts in the view — ^foliage sudi as Claude Lorrain used to paint, 
three centuries ago. Such as he used to paint, did 1 say? But surely 
he painted this. He was here, he knew this scene, he studied it. If 
my building-sodety man had not confined himself to the literary 
fidd, one of these rusty street signs might have borne the name of 
Claude. 

^ell, that is our middle or wooded region. But the eastern slope 
has its own charms not to be despised, either By me or by Bashan, 
who has his own reasons, which will appear hereafter. I might call 
this region the zone of the brook; for it takes its idyllic charact^ 
as landscape from the stream that flows through it, and the peace- 
ful loveliness of its beds of forget-me-not makes it a fit companion- 
piece to the zone on the other side with its rushing river, whose 
flowing, when the w«t wind blows, can be faintly heard even all 
the way across our hunting-ground. The first of the made cross- 
roads through the wood runs like a causeway from the poplar 
avenue to the foot of the hillside, between low-lying pasture- 
ground on one side and wooded lots of land on the other. And from 
there a path descends to the left, used by the childr^ to coast on 
in wintw. The brook rises in the level ground at the bottom of this 
descent. We love to stroll beside it, Bashan and I, on the right 
or the left bank at will, through the varied territery of our eastern 
zone. On our left is an extmt of wooded meadow, and a nursery- 
gardening establishment; we can see the backs of the buildings, 
and sheq) oopping the dova-, presided over by a rather stupid 
little girl in a tw fxodc. She keeps propping her hands cm her knees 
and screaming at her chai|;es at the top of her lungs in a harsh, 
angry, and imperious voice. But she seems to be afraid of the 
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majesdc old rajd, who look« enonnoudy £at in his thkk fleece and 
who does as he likes reeardless of her l^tillying ways. The dbild's 
screams rise to their hei^t 'ii^hen the flieep are thrown into a panic 
by die appearance of Bashan; and this almost always happens, 
quite against his will or intent, for he is profoundly indifferent 
to their existence, behaves as though they were not there, or even 
deliberately and contemptuously ignores them in an effort to fore> 
stall an attack of panic folly on their part. Their scoit is strong 
enough to me, though not unpleasant; but it is not a sc^t of game, 
so Bashan takes no interest in harrying them. But let him make a 
single move, or inerdy appear on the scene, and the whole flock, 
but now grazing peacefully over the meadow and bleating in dieir 
curiously human voices, some bass, some trd)le, suddoily collect 
in a huddled mass of backs and go dashing off, while the imbecile 
child stoops over and screams at them until her voice cracks and her 
eyes pop out of her head. Bashan looks up at me as though to say ; 
Am I to blame, did I do anything at all ? 

But once something quite the opposite happened, that was even 
more extraordinary and distressing than any panic. A sheep, a 
quite ordinary specimen, of medium size and the usual sheepish 
face, save for a narrow-lipped little mouth turned up at the comers 
into a smile which gave the creature an uncommonly sly and 
fatuous look — this sheep appeared to be spiitten with Bashan’s 
charms. It followed him; it left the flock and the pasture-ground 
and followed at its beds, wherever he went, smiling with extra- 
vagant stupidity. He left the path, and it followed. He ran, it 
galloped after. He stopped, it did the same, close bdhind him and 
smiling its inscrutable smile. Embarrassment and dismay were 
painted on Bashan's face, and certainly his position was highly 
distasteful. For good or for ill it lacked any kind of sense mr reason. 
Nothing so consummately silly had evmr happened to other of us. 
The sheep got farther and farther away from its base, but it seemed 
not to care for that; it followed the exasperated^ Bashan apparently 
resolved to part from him nevermore, but to be at his side whither- 
soever he went He stuck dose at my side; not so much ahnaed — 
for the which there was no cause — as ashamed of the disgraoefril 
situation. At last, as though he had had enemgh of it, he stood stitt, 
<nmed round, and gave a menacing growl. The sheep ldeated~~it 
was like a man's laugh, a spiteful laugh- -and put poor Bashan so 
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beside himsdf that he ran away with his tail betweei his legs, the 
sfaeqi bmmding ahsurdly bjehind him. 

Meanwhile we had got a good way f ipm the flodt; the addicted 
little girl was saeaming fit to burst, and not only bending her 
knees but jerking than up and down as she saeamed till they 
touched her ibce, and she looked £rom^ distance like a dementea 
dwarf. A dairymaid in an apron came running, her attention being 
drawn by the shridcs or in some other way. She had a pitchfork 
in one hand; with the other she held her breasts, that shook up and 
down as she ran. She tried to drive back the sheep with the pitch- 
fork — ^it had started aftar Bashan again — but unsuccessfully. The 
sheep did indeed spring away from the fork in the right direction, 
but thoi swung round again to follow Bashan’s traiL It seemed no 
power on earth would divert it. But at last I saw what had to be 
done and turned round. We all marched back, Bashan beside me, 
bdiind him the sheq>, behind the sheep the maid with the pitch- 
fork, the child in the red hock bouncing and stamping at us all 
the while. It was not enough to go back to the flock, w^ad to do 
the job thoroughly. We went into the farmyard and to the sheep- 
pen, where the farm girl rolled back the big door with her strong 
right arm. We all went inside, all of uS; and then the rest of us 
had to slip out again and shut the door in ^e face of the poor 
dduded sheep, so that it was taken prisoner. And thoi, after re- 
cdving the farm girl^s thanks, Bashan and I might resume our 
interrupted walk, to the end of which Bashan preserved a sulky 
and humiliated air. 

So much for the sheq>. Beyond the farm buildings is an extensive 
colony of allotmmits, that looks rather like a cemetery, with its 
arboun and little summer-houses like chapels and each tiny garden 
neatly enclosed. The whole colony has a fence roimd it, with a 
latticra gate, through which only the owners of the plots have 
admission. Sometimes I have seen a man with his sleeves rolled up 
digging his few yards vegetable-plot — ^he looked as though he 
were mgging his own grave. Beyond this come open meadows full 
of moleMls, reaching to the edge of the middle wooded r^iom 
besides the moles, the plajre aimunds in fidd-mice — I mention 
them on account of Bashan and his multifarious joy of the chase. 

But on the other, the right side, the brodc and the hUlrf^ con- 
tinue, the latter, as I said, with great variety in its contours. The 
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fitst part is shadowed and gloomy and ^ with jdnes. Ihra comes 
a sand-pit whidh r^ects the warm rays of the sun; then a gtavei* 
pit, then a cataract of briclcs| as though a nouse had been demd^hed 
up above and the rubble simply flung down the hill, damming the 
brook at the bottom. But the brook rises until its waters flow over 
the obstacle and go on, reddened with brkk-dust and dyeing die 
grass along its edge, to flow all the more blithely and pdluddly 
farther on, with the sun making diamonds sparkle on its 
surface. 

I am very fond of brooks, as indeed of all water, from the ocean 
to the smallest reedy pool. If in the mountains in the summertime 
my ear but catch the sound of plashing and prattling from afrr, 1 
always go to sedc out the source of die liquid sounds, a long way if 
I must; to make the acquaintance and to look in die face of that 
conversable child of the hills, where he hides. Beautiful are the 
torrents that come tumbling with mild thunderings down between 
evergreens and over stony terraces; that form ro<^ bathing-pools 
and then dissolve in white foam to fall perpendicularly to the next 
level. But I have pleasure in the brooks of the flatland too, whether 
they be so shallow as hardly to cover the slippery, siiver-^teamhig 
pebbles in their bed, or as deep as small rivors between overhanging, 
guardian willow trees, their current flowing swift and strong in 
the CHitre, still and gently at the edge. Who would not choose to 
follow the sound of running waters? Its attraction for the normal 
man is of a natural, sympathetic sort. For man is water's child, nine- 
tenths of our body consists of it, and at a certain stage the foetus 
possesses gills. For my part I freely admit that the sight of water in 
whatever form or shape is my most lively and immediate kind of 
natural enjoyment; yes, I would even say that only in contempla- 
tion of it do I achieve true self-forgetfulness and fed my own limited 
individuality merge into the imivcxsal. The sea, stiudnrooding or 
coming on in aashing billows, can put me in a state of such pro- 
found organic daeaminess, such ranoteness frcim mysdf, that I am 
lost to time. Boredom is unknown, hours pass like minutes, in the 
^ty of hat companionship. But then, I can lean cm the rail erf a 
little teidge over a brook and contemplate its currents, its whirl- 
pools, and its stea^ flow for as long as you Uk<$ with no sense err 
fear of (hat oher flowhig within and almut me, that swrfit gliding 
away of tim& Such love m water and understanding erf it VioHot mt 
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value the circumstance tHat the narrow strip ot ground where I 
dwdl is enclosed on both sjdcs by water. 

But my little brook here is the siniplest of its kind« it has no 
particular or unusual characteristics, it is quite the average brook. 
Qear as glass, without any guile, it does not dream of seeming 
deep by being turbid. It is shallow and candid and makes no bones 
of betraying that there are old tins and the mouldering remains 
of a laced shoe in its bed. But it is deep mough to serve as a home 
for pretty, lively, silver-grey little fish, which dart away in zig- 
zags at our approach. In some places it broadens into a pool, and 
it has willows on its margin, one of which I love to look at as I 
pass. It stands on the hillside, a little removed from the water; but 
one of the boughs has bent down and reached across and actually 
succeeded in plunging its silvery tip into the flowing water. Thus 
it stands revelling in the pleasure of this contact. 

It is pleasant to walk here in the warm breeze of summer. If the 
weather is very warm Bashan goes into the stream to cool his belly; 
nor more than that, for he never of his own free will wets the upper 
parts. He stands there with his ears laid back and a look«of virtue 
on his face and lets the water stream round and over him. Then he 
comes back to me to shake himself, being convinced that this can 
only be accomplished in my vicinity- although he does it so 
thoroughly that I receive a perfect shower-bath in the process. It is 
no good waving him off with my stick or with shoutings. What- 
ever seems to him natural and right and necessary, that he will do. 

The brook flows on westward to a little hamlet that faces north 
between the wood and the hillside. At the beginning of this hamlet 
is an inn. and at this point the brook widens into another pool 
where women kneel to wash their clothes. Crossing the little foot- 
bridge, you strike into a road going back towards the city between 
wood and meadow. But on the right of the road is another through 
the wood, by which in a few minutes you can get back to the river. 

And so here we are at the river zone, and the*river itself is in 
front of us, green and roaring and white with foam. It is really 
nothing more than a mountain torrent; but its ceaseless roaring 
pervades the whole region round, in the distance subdued, but 
here a veritable tumult which — if one cannot have the ocean itself 
-is quite a fair substitute for its awe-inspiring swell. Numberless 
gulls fill the air with their aies; autumn, winter, and spring they 
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circle screaming round the mouths of the drain-pipes whidt issue 
here, seeking their food. In summer they depart once more for the 
lakes higher up. Wild and half-wild duek also take refuge here in 
the neighbourhood of the tlbwn for the winter months. They rock 
on the waves, are whirled round and carried off by the current, rise 
into the air to escape being engulfed, and then settle again on 
quieter water. 

And this river tract also is divided into areas of varying 
character. At the edge of the wood is the gravelly expanse into 
which the poplar avenue issues; it extends for nearly a mile down- 
stream. as far as the ferry-house, of which I will speak presently. At 
this point the luiderbrush comes nearly down to the river-bed. And 
all the gravel, as I am aware, constitutes the b^innings of the first 
and most important of the lengthwise streets, magnificently con- 
ceived by the real-estate company as an esplanade, a carriage-road 
bordered by trees and flowers — where elegantly tumed-out riders 
M'^cre to hold sweet converse with ladies leaning back in shiny 
landaus. Beside the ferry-house, indeed, is a sign, already rickety 
and rotting, from which one can gather that the site was intended 
for the erection of a cafe. Yes, there is the sign — and there it re- 
mains, but there is no trace of the little tables, the hurrying 
waiters and cotfec-sipping guests; nobody has bought the site, and 
the esplanade is nothing but a desert of gravel, where sage and 
willow-shoots arc almost as thick us in Opitz- and Flemming- 
strasse. 

Down close to the river is another, narrower gravel waste, as 
full of weeds as the bigger one. Along it are grassy mounds sup- 
porting telegraph poles. I like to use this as a path, by way 
of variety — also because it is cleaner, though more difficult, to 
walk on it than on the actual foot-path, which in bad weather is 
often very muddy, though it is actually the proper path, extending 
for miles along the river, finally going off into trails along the 
bank. It is planned on the river side with young maple and birch 
trees; on the other side the original inhabitants stand in a row — 
willows, aspens, and silver poplars of enormous size. The river- 
bank is steep and high and is ingeniously shored up with withes 
and concrete to prevent the flooding which threatens two or three 
times in the year, after heavy rains or when the snows melt in the 
hills. At several points there are ladderhke wooden steps lading 
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down to the river-bed — an extent of mostly dry gravd, six or eight 
yards wide. For this mountain torrent behaves precisely as its like 
do, whether large or small': it may be, according to the conditions 
up above, either the m«est green tnckld^ hardly covering the stones, 
where long-l^ged birds seem to be standing on the water; or it may 
be a torrent alarming in its power and extent, filling the wide bed 
with raging fury, whirling round tree-branches and old baskets 
and dead cats and threatening to commit much damage. Here, too, 
there is protection against floods in the shape of woven hurdles 
put in slanting to the stream. When dry, the bed is grown up with 
wiry grass and wild oats, as wdl as that omnipresent shrub the 
blue sage; there is fairly good walking, on the strip of flat stones at 
the extreme outer edge, and it affords me a pleasant variety, for 
though the stone is not of the most agreeable to walk on, the close 
proximity of the river atones for much, and there is even sometimes 
sand between the gravd and the grass; true, it is mixed with day, it 
has not the exquisite cleanness of sea-sand, but after all it is sand. 
I am taking a walk on the beach that stretches into the distance at 
the edge of the wave, and there is the sound oS the surge and the 
cry of the gulls, there is that monotony that swallows fime and 
space and shuts one up as in a dream. The river roars eddying over 
the stones, and half-way to the ferry-house the sound is augmented 
by a waterfall that comes down by a diagonal canal and tumbles 
into the larger stream, arching as it falls, shining glassily like a 
leaping fish, and seething perpetually at its base. 

Lovely to walk here when the sky is blue and the ferry-boat 
flies a flag, perhaps in honour of the fine weather or because it is a 
feast-day of some sort. There are other boats here too, but the ferry- 
boat is last to a wire cable attached to another, thicker cable that 
is spanned across the stream and runs along it on a little pulley. 
The current supplies the motive power, the steering is done by 
hand. The ferryman lives with his wife and child in the ferry-house, 
which is a little higher up than the upper foot-path; the home 
has a kitchen-garden and a chicken-house and the man undoubtedly 
gets it rent-free in his oflice as ferryman. It is a sort of dwarf villa, 
rather flimsy, with funny little outcroppings of balconies and 
bay-windows, and seems to have two rooms below and two above. 
I like to sit on the little bench on the upper foot-path close to the 
tiny garden — with Bashan squatting on my foot and the ferry- 
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man's chickms stalking round about me, jerking their heads for- 
ward with each step. The codk usually comes and perches <m the 
back of the bench with his green bersaglieri tail-feathm han^mg 
down behind; he sits thus Reside me and measures me with a fierce 
side-glance of his red eye. I watch the traffic; it is not crowded, 
hardly even livdy; indera, the ferry-boat runs only at considerable 
intervals. The more do I enjoy it when on one side or the other a 
man appears, or a woman with a basket, and wants to be put 
across; the “Boat ahoy!” is an age-old, picturesque cry, with a 
poetry not impaired by the fact that the business is done somewhat 
differently nowadays. Double flights of steps for those coming and 
going lead down to the river-bed and to the landings, and there is 
an electric push-button at the side of each. So when a man appears 
on the opposite bank and stands looking across the water, he does 
not put his hands round his mouth and call. He goes up to the 
push-button, puts out his hand, and pushes. The bell rings shrilly 
in the feriyman’s villa; that is the “Boat ahoy !” even so, and it is 
poetic still. Then the man waits and looks about. And almost at 
the moment wheq the bell rings, the ferryman comes out of his 
little official dwelling, as though he had been standing behind the 
door or sitting on a chair waiting for the signal. He comes out, and 
the way he walks suggests that he has been mechanically put in 
motion by the ringing of the bell. It is like a shooting-booth when 
you shoot at the door of a little house and if you hit it a figure 
comes out, a sentry or a cow-girl. The ferryman crosses his garden 
at a measured pace, his arms swinging regularly at his sides; over 
the path and dow'u the steps to the river, where he pushes off the 
ferry-boat and holds the steering-gear while the little pulley rtms 
along the wire above the stream and the boat is driven across. The 
man springs in, and once safely on this side hands over his penny 
and runs briskly up the steps, going off right or left. Sometimes, 
when the ferryman is not well or is very busy in (he house, his wife 
or even his little child comes out to ferry the stranger across. They 
can do' it as well as he, and so could I, for it is an easy office, requir- 
ing no special gift or training. He can reckon himself ludity to 
have the job and live in the dwarf villa. Anyone, however stiqrid, 
could do what he does, and he knows this, of course, and beh%v@i 
with becoming modesty. On the way back to his house he vety 
politely says : “tiniss Gott” to me as I sit there on the bench b^ 
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iween Bashan and the cock> you can see that he likes to be on good 
terms with ev^ybody. 

There is a tarry smell, a breeze off the water, a slapping sound 
against the ferry-boat. What more can cne want? Sometimes these 
things call up a familiar memory : the water is deep, it has a smell 
of decay — that is the Lagoon, that is Venice. But sometimes there 
is a heavy storm, a deluge of rain; in my macintosh, my face stream- 
ing with wet, I take the upper path, les^ing against the strong 
west wind, which in the poplar avenue has tom the saplings away 
from their supports. Now one can see why all the trees are bent in 
one direction and have somewhat lop-sided tops. Bashan has to 
stop often to shake himself, the water flies off him in every direc- 
tion. The river is quite changed : swollen and dark yellow it rolls 
threateningly along, rushing and dashing in a furious hurry this 
way and that; its muddy tide takes up the whole extra bed up to 
the edge of the undergrowth, pounding against the cement and the 
willow hurdles — until one is glad of the forethought that put 
them there. The strange thing about it is that the water is quiet; it 
makes almost no noise at all. And there are no rapids in its course 
now, the stream is too high for that. You can only see where they 
were by the fact that its waves are higher and deeper there than 
elsewhere, and that their crests break backwards instead of for- 
wards like the surf on a beach. The waterfall is insignificant now, 
its volume is shrunken, no longer vaulted, and the boiling water at 
its base is almost obliterated by the height of the flood. Bashan's 
reaction to all this is simple unmitigated astonishment that things 
can be so changed. He cannot get over it, cannot understand how it 
is that the dry territory where he is wont to run about has dis- 
appeared, is covered by water. He flees up into the undergrowth 
to get away from the lashing of the flood; looks at me and wags his 
tail, then back at the water, and has a funny, puzzled way of 
opening his jaws aookedly, shutting them again and running his 
tongue round the comer of his mouth. It is not a very refined 
gesture, in fact rather common, but very speaking,'and as human 
as it is animal — ^in fact it is just what an ordinary simple-minded 
man might do in face of a surprising situation, very likely scratch- 
ing his neck at the same time. 

Having gone into some detail in describing the river zone, I 
believe I have covered the whole region and done all I can to bring 
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it before luy reader’s eye. I like iiiy de^Tiption pretty wdl, but I 
like the reality of nature even better. It is more vivid and various; 
just as Bashan himself is warmer, more^living and hearty than his 
imaginary presentment. I^m attached to this landscape, I owe 
it something, and am grateful; therefore, I have describe it. It is 
my park and my solitude; my thoughts and dreams are mingled 
and interwoven with images from it, as the tendrUs of climbing 
plants are with the boughs of its trees. I have seen it at all times of 
day and all seasons of the year : in autumn, when the chemical 
odour of decaying vegetation fills the air, when all the thistles have 
shed their down, when the great beeches in my park have spread 
a rust-coloured carpet of leaves on the meadow and the liquid 
golden afternoons merge into romantic, theatrical early evenings, 
with the moon’s sickle swimming in the sky, when a milk-brewed 
mist floats above the lowlands and a crimson sunset burns through 
the black silhouettes of the tree-branches. In autumn, but in winter 
too, when the gravel is covered with snow and softly levelled oflF so 
that one can walk on it in overshoes; when the river looks black as 
it flows between sallow frost-bound banks, and the cries of 
hundreds of gulls fill the air from morning to night. But my freest 
and most familiar intercourse with it is in the milder months, when 
no extra clothing is required, to dash out quickly, between two 
showers, for a quarter of an hour; to bend aside in passing a bough 
of black alder and get a glimpse of the river as it flows. Wemay have 
had guests, and I am left somewhat worn Sown by conversation, 
between my four walls, where it *oems the breath of the strangers 
still hovers on the air. Then it is good not to linger but to go out at 
once and stroll in Gellertstrasse or Stifterstrasse, to draw a long 
brejith and get the air into one's lungs. I look up into the sky, I 
gaze into the tender depths of the masses of green foliage, and 
peace returns once more and dwells within my spirit. 

And Bashan is always with me. He had not been able to pre- 
vent the influx of strange persons into our dwelling though he 
had lifted up hte voice and objected. But it did no good, so he had 
withdrawn. Now he rejoices to be with me again in our hunting- 
ground. He runs before me on the gravel path, one ear negligently 
cocked, with that sidewise gait dogs have, the hind legs not just 
exactly behind the forelegs. And suddenly I see him gripped, as 
It were, body and soul, his stump of tail switching furiously, erect 
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in the air. His head goes forward and down, his body lengthens out, 
he makes short dashes in several directions, and then shoots off in 
one of them with his pose to the ground. He has strudc 
a scent. He is off after a hare. 


The Chase 

The region round is full of game, and we hunt it; that is, Bashan 
does and I look on. Thus we go hunting : hares, partridges, field- 
mice, moles, ducks, and gvills. Neither do we shrink from larger 
game, we stalk pheasant, even deer, if one of them, in winter, hap- 
pens to stray into our preserve. It is quite a thrilling sight to see 
the slender long-legged creature, yellow against the snow, run- 
ning away, with its white buttocks bobbing up and down, in flight 
from my little Bashan. He strains every nerve, I look on with the 
greatest sympathy and suspense. Not that anything would ever 
come of it, nothing ever has or will. But the lack of concrete results 
does not affect Bashan’s passionate eagerness or mar my own 
interest at all. We pursue the chase for its own sake, not* for the 
prey nor for any other material advantage. Bashan is, as I have 
said, the active partner. He does not expect from me anything 
more than my moral support, having no experience, immediate 
and personal, that is, of more direct co-operatiori. I say immediate 
and personal for it is more than likely that his forebears, at least on 
the pointer side, kno\v what the chase should really be like. I have 
sometimes asked myself whether some memory might still linger 
in him, ready to be awakened by a chance sight or sound. At his 
level the life of the individual is certainly less sharply distinguished 
from the race than is the case with human beings, birth and death 
must be a less far-reaching shock; perhaps the traditions of the 
stock are preserved unimpaired, .so that it would only be an 
apparent contradiction to speak of inborn experiences, unconscious 
memories which, when summoned up, would havb the po^er to 
contuse the creature as to what were its own individual experiences 
or give rise to dissatisfaction with them. I indulged in this thought, 
but finally put it from me, as Bashan obviously put from him the 
rather brutal episode which gave rise to my speculations. 

When wc get out to follow the chase it is usually midday, half 
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past eleven or twelve; sometimes, on particularly warm summer 
days, we go late in the afternoon, six o'clock or so — or pohaps we 
go then for the second time. But on tha afternoon walk things are 
very different with me — r#ot at all as they were on my careless 
morning stroll. My fr^hness and serenity have departed long since, 

I have been struggling and taking thought, I have overcome diffi- 
culties, have had to grit my teeth and tussle with a single detail 
while at the same time holding a more extended and complex con- 
text firmly in mind, concentrating my mental powers upon it down 
to its furthermost ramifications. And my head is tirrf. It is the 
chase with Bashan that relieves and distracts me, gives me new 
life, and puts me back into condition for the rest of the day, in 
which there is still something to be done. 

Of course we do not select each day a certain kind of game to 
hunt — only hares, for instance, or only ducks. Actually we hunt 
everything that comes — I was going to say, within reach of our 
guns. So that we do not need to go far before starting something, 
actually the hunt can begin just outside the garden gate; for there 
are quantities of triples and field-mice in the meadow Attorn behind 
the house. Of course these fur-bearing little creatures are not pro- 
perly game at all. But their mysterious, burrowing little ways, and 
especially the slyness and dexterity of the field-mice, which are not 
blind by day like their brethren the moles, but scamper discreetly 
about on the ground, whisking into their holes at the approach of 
danger, so that one caiirot even see their legs moving — ^all this 
works powerfully upon Bashan 's instincts. Besides, they are the 
only wild creatures he ever catches. A field-mouse, a mole, makes 
a morsel not to be despisetl, in these lean days, when he often finds 
nothing more appetizing than porridge ui the dish beside his 
kennel. 

So then I and my walking-stick will scarcely have takoi two or 
three steps up the poplar avenue, and Bashan will have scarcely 
opened the ball with his usual riotous plunges, when I see him 
capering off to my right — already he is in the grip of his passion, 
sees and hears nothing but the maddening invisible activities of the 
creatures all round him. He slinks through the grass, his whole 
body tense, wagging his tail and lifting his legs with great caution; 
stops, with one foreleg and one hind leg in the air, eyes the ground 
with his head on one side, muzzle iwinted, ear muscles stiffly 
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erected — SO that his ear-laps fall down in front, each side of his 
eyes. Then with both fore-paws raised he makes a sudden forward 
plunge, and another; looking with a puzzled air at the place where 
something just now was but is not anj’ more. Then he begins to 
dig. I fed a strong desire to follow him and see what he gets. But 
if I did we should never get farther, his whole zeal for the chase 
would be expended here on the spot. So |^go on. I need not worry 
about his losing me. Even if he stops behind a long time and has 
not seal which way I turned, my trail will be .is clear to him as 
though I were the game he seeks, and he will follow it, head be- 
tween his paws, even if I am out of sight; already I can hear his 
licence-tag clinking and his stout paws thudding in my rear. He 
shoots past me, turns round, and wags his tail to announce that he 
is on the spot. 

But in the woods, or out on the meadows by the brook, I do stop 
often and watch him digging for a mouse, even though the time 
allotted for my walk is nearly over. It is so fascinating to see his 
passionate concentration, I feci the contagion myself and cannot 
help a fervent wish that he may catch something and I be there to 
see. The spot where he has chosen to dig looks like any other — 
perhaps a mossy little mound among the roots at the foot of a birch 
tree. But he has heard and scented something at that spot, perhaps 
even viewed it as it whisked away; he is convinced that it is there 
in its burrow underground, he has only to get at it — and he digs 
away for dear life, oblivious of all else, not angry, but with the pro- 
fessional passion of the sportsman — it is a magnificent sight. His 
little striped body, the ribs showing and muscles playing under the 
smooth skin, is drawn in at the middle, his hind quarters stand up 
in the air, the stump of a tail vibrating in quick time; his head with 
his fore-paws is down in the slanting hole he has dug and he turns 
his face aside as he plies his iron-shod paws. Faster and faster, till 
earth and little stones and tufts of grass and fragments of tree-roots 
fly up almost into my face. Sometimes he snorts in the silence, ,when 
he has burrowed his nose well into the earth, trying to smell out 
the motionless, clever, frightened little beast that is besieged down 
there. It is a muffled snorting; he draws in the air hastily and 
empties his lungs again the better to scent the fine, keen, far-away, 
and buried effluvium. How does the creature feel when he hears 
the snorting? Ah, that is its own affair, or God’s, who has made 
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Bashan the enemy of field-mice. Even* the emotion of fear is an 
enhancement of lif^ and who knows, if there were no Bashan the 
mouse might find time hang heavy oh its hands. Besides, what 
would be the use of all its*beady-eyed cleverness and mining skill, 
which more than balance what Bashan can do, so that the attacker's 
success is always more than problematical ? In short, I do not fed 
much pity for the mouse, privately I am on Bashan’s side and can- 
not always stick to my role of onlooker. I take my walking-stick 
and dig out some pebble or gnarled piece of root that is too firmly 
lodged for him to move. And he sends up a swift, warm glance of 
understanding to me as he works. With his mouth full of dirt, he 
chews away at the stubborn earth and the roots running through it, 
tears out whole chunks and throws them aside, snorts again into 
his hole and is encouraged by the freshened scent to renewed attack 
on it with his claws. 

In nearly every case all this labour is vain. Basham will give one 
last cursory look at the scene and then with soil sticking to his 
nose, and his legs black to the shoulder, he will give it up and trot 
off indifferently beside me. “No go, Bashan,” I say whoi he looks 
up at me, “Nothing there,” I repeat, shaking my head and shrug- 
ging my shoulders to make my meaning clear. But he needs no 
consolation, he is not in the least depressed by his failure. The 
chase is the thing, the quarry a minor matter. It was a good effort, 
he thinks, in so far as he casts his mind back at all to his recent 
strenuous performance — for already he is bent on a new one, 
and all three of our zones will furnish him plenty of opportunity. 

But sometimes he actually catches the mouse. I have my emotions 
when that happens, for he gobbles it alive, without compunction, 
with the fur and the bones. Perhaps the poor little thing was not 
well enough advised by its instincts, and chose for its hole a place 
where the earth was too soft and loose and easy to dig. Perhaps 
its gallery was not long enough and it was too terrified to go on 
digging, but simply crouched there with its beady eyes popping 
out of its head for fright, while the horrible snorting came nearer 
and nearer. And so at last the iron-shod paw laid it bare and 
scooped it up — out into the light of day, a lost little mouse 1 It was 
justified of its fears; luckily these most likely reduced it to a semi, 
conscious state, so that it will hardly have noticed bdng converted 
into porridge. 
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Bashan holds it by the tail and dashes it against the ground, 
once, twice, thrice; there is the faintest squeak, the very last sound 
which the god-forsaken little mouse is destined to make on this 
earth, and now Bashan snaps it up in his jaws, between his strong 
white teeth. He stands with his forelegs braced apart, his neck 
bent, and his head stuck out while he chews, shifting the morsel in 
his mouth and then beginning to mundl| once more. He crunches 
the tiny bones, a shred of fur hangs from the comer of his mouth, 
it disappears and all is over. Bashan begins to execute a dance of 
joy and triumph round me as I stand leaning on my stick as I have 
beat standing to watch the whole procedure. ‘Tou are a fine one ! ” 
I say, nodding in grim tribute to his prowess. "You are a murderer, 
you know, a cannibal ! " He only redoubles his activity — he does 
everything but laugh aloud. So I walk on, feeling rather chilled 
by what I have seen, yet inwardly amused by the crude humours of 
hfe. The event was in the natural order of things, and a mouse 
lacking in the instinct of self-preservation is on the way to be turned 
into pulp. But I feel better if I happen not to have assisted the 
natural order with my stick but to have preserved througlfout my 
attitude of onlooker. 

It is startling to have a pheasant burst out of the undergrowth 
where it was perched asleep or else hoping to be undiscovered, 
until Bashan’s unerring nose fmeted it out. The big, rust-coloured, 
long-tailed bird rises tt^ith a great clapping and flapping and a 
frightened, angry, cackling cry. It drops its excrement into the 
brush and takes flight with the ab.surd headlessness of a chicken 
to the nearest tree, where it goes on shrieking murder, while Bashan 
claws at the trunk and barks furiously up at it. "Get up, get up I ” 
he is saying. "Hy away, you silly object of my sporting instincts, 
that I may chase you ! ” And the bird cannot resist his loud voice, 
it rises mstling from the bough and flies on heavy wing through 
the tree-tops, squawking and complaining, Bashan following below, 
with ardour, but preserving a stately silence. 

This is his joy. He wants and knows no other. For what would 
happm if he actually caught the pheasant ? Nothing at all ; I have 
seen him with one in his claws — ^he may have stolen upon it while 
it slept so that the awkward bird could not rise — and he stood 
over it embarrassed by his triumph, without an idea what to do. 
The pheasant lay in the grass with its neck and one wing spralirled 
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out and shrieked without stopping — ^it’sounded as thou^ an old 
woman were being miu-dered in the bushes, and I hastened up to 
prevent, if I could, something frightful* happening. But I quickly 
convinced myself that theri was no danger. Bashan’s obvious hdp- 
lessness, the half ciu'ious, half disgusted look he bent on his cap- 
ture, with his head on one side, quite reassured me. The old- 
womanish screaming at his feet got on his nerves, the whole affair 
made him feel more bothered than triumphant. Perhaps, for his 
honour as a sportsman, he plucked at the bird— I think I saw him 
pulling out a couple of feathers with his lips, not using his teeth, 
and tossing them to one side with an angry shake of the head. But 
then he moved away and let it go. Not out of magnanimity, but 
because the affair seemed not to have anything to do with the 
joyous hunt and so was merely stupid. Never have I seen a more 
nonplussed bird. It had given itself up for lost, and appeared not to 
be able to convince itself to the contrary : awhile it lay in the grass 
as though it were dead. Then it staggered along the ground a httle 
way, fluttered up on a tree, looked like falling off it, but pulled itself 
together and flew .way heavily, with dishevelled plumes. It did not 
squawk, it kept its bill shut. Without a sound it flew across the 
park, the river, the woods on the other side, as far away as possible 
and certainly it never came back. 

But there are plenty of its kind in our hunting-ground and 
Bashan hunts them in all honour and according to the rules of the 
game. Eating mice is the only blood-guilt he has on his head and 
even that is incidental and superfluous. The tracking out, the driv- 
ing up, the chasing — these are ends in themselves to the sporting 
spirit, and are plainly so to him, as anybody wotdd see who watched 
him at his brilliant performance. How beautiful he becomes, how 
consummate, how ideal ! Like a clumsy peasant lad, who will look 
perfect and statuesque as a huntsman among his native rocks. All 
that is best in Bashan, all that is genuine and fine, comes out and 
reaches its flower at these times. Hence his yearning for them, his 
repining when they fruitlessly slip away. He is no terrier, he is 
true hunter and pointer, and joy in himsdf as such speaks in evay 
virile, valiant, native pose he assumes. Not many other things 
rejoice my eye as do« the sight of him going through the brush at 
a swinging trot, then standing stock-still, with one paw daintily 
raised and turned in, sagacious, serious, alert, with all his faculties 
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beautifully conc«itrafed. Then suddenly he whimpers. He has trod 
on a thorn and cries out. Ah, yes, that too is natural, it is amusing 
to see that he has the cdurage of his simplicity. It could only 
passingly mar his dignity, next moment<his posture is as fine as ever. 

1 look at him and rec^ a time when he lost all his nobility and 
distinction and reverted to the low physical and moral state in 
which we found him in the kitchen of th^ mountain inn and from 
which he climbed painfully enough to some sort of bdief in him- 
sdf and the world. 1 do not know what ailed him; he had bleeding 
from the mouth or nose or throat, I do not know which to this 
day. Wherever he went he left traces of blood behind : on the grass 
in oxir hunting-ground, the straw in his kennel, on the floor in the 
house — though we could not discover any wound. Sometimes his 
nose looked as though it had been dipped in red paint. When he 
sneezed he showered blood all over, and then trod in it and left the 
marks of his paws about. He was carefully examined without 
result, and we felt more and more disturbed. Was he tubercular? 
Or had he some other complaint to which his species was prone? 
When the mysterious affliction did not pass off ^ter some days, we 
decided to take him to a veterinary clinic. 

Next day at about noon I kindly but firmly adjusted his muzzle, 
the leather mask which Bashan detests as he does few other things, 
always trying to get rid of it by shaking his head or rubbing it with 
his paws. I put him oh the plaited leather lead and led him thus 
harnessed up the poplar avenue, through the English Gardens, and 
along a city street to the Academy, where we went under the arch 
and crossed the courtyard. We were received into a waiting-room 
where several people sat, each holding like me a dog on a lead. 
They were dogs of all sizes and kinds, gazing dejectedly at each 
other over their muzzles. There was a matron with her apoplectic 
pug, a liveried mansarvant with a tall, snow-white Russian grey- 
hound, which from time to time gave a hoarse, aristocratic cough; 
a countryman with a dachshund which seemed to need orthcpsedic 
assistance, its legs being entirely crooked and put on all wrong. 
And many more. The attendant let them in one by one into the 
consulting-room, and after a while it became the turn of Bashan 
and me. 

The Professor was a man in advanced years, wearing a white 
surgeon’s coat and a gold eyeglass, HLs hair was curly, and he 
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seemed so mild, expert, and kindly that f would have unhesitatingly 
entrusted mysdf and all my family to him in any emergency. Dur- 
ing my recital he smiled benevolently at his patient, who sat there 
looking up at him with eqeal trustfulness. “He has fine ^es,” said 
he, passing over Bashan’s moustaches in silence. He said he would 
make an examination at once, and poor Bashan, too astounded 
to offer any resistance, was with the attendant’s help stretched out 
on the table forthwith. And then it was touching to see the physi- 
cian apply his black stethoscope and auscultate my little man just 
as I have more than once had it done to me. He listened to his quick- 
breathing doggish heart, listened to all his organs, in various places. 
Then with his stethoscope under his arm he examined Bashan's 
eyes and nose and the cavity of his mouth, and gave a temporary 
opinion. The dog was a little nervous and anaemic, he said, but 
otherwise in good condition. The origin of the bleeding was un- 
clear. It might be an epLstaxis or a hiematemesis. But equally well 
it might be tracheal or pharyngeal haemorrhage. Perhaps for the 
present one might characterize it as a case of haemoptysis. It would 
be best to keep tho animal under careful observation. I might leave 
it with them and look in at the end of a week. 

Thus instructed, I expressed my thanks and took my leave, 
patting Bashan on the shoulder by way of good-bye. I saw the 
attendant take the new patient across the courtyard to some back 
buildings opposite the enfance, Bashan looking back at me with a 
frightened and bewildered face. And yet he might have felt flat- 
tered, as I could not help feeling myself, at having the Professor 
call him nervous and anaemic. No one could have foretold of him 
in his cradle that he would one day be called those things or dis- 
cussed with such gravity and expert knowledge. 

But after that my walks abroad were as unseasoned food to the 
palate; I had little relish of them. No dumb paean of joy accom- 
panied my going out, no glorious excitement of the chase sur- 
rounded my ftfotsteps. The park was a desert, time hung on my 
hands. Diming the pa'iotl of waiting I telephoned several times 
for news. Answer came through a subordinate that the pati«it was 
doing as well as possible under the circumstances — ^but the cir- 
cumstances — for better or worse — were never described in more 
detail. So when the week came round again, I betook myself to the 
clinic. 
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Guided by numerous signs and arrows 1 arrived without diffi- 
culty before the entrance of the department where Bashan was 
lodged, and, warned by another sign on the door, forbore to knock 
and went straight in. The medium-sizod room I found mysdf in 
reminded me of a camivora-house — a similar atmosphere prevailed. 
Only here the menagerie odour seemed to be kept down by various 
sweetish-smelling medidiial fumes — a (^tiubing and oppressive 
combination. Wire cages ran round the room, most of them occu- 
pied. Loud baying greeted me from one of these, at the open door 
of which a man, who seemed to be the keeper, was busy with rake 
and shovel. He contented himself with returning my greeting whilst 
going on with his work, and left me to my own devices. 

I had seen Bashan directly I entered the door, and went up to 
him. He was lying behind his bars on a pile of tan-bark or some 
such stuff, which contributed its own si)ecial odour to the animal 
and chemical smells in the room. He lay there like a leopard — 
but a very weary, sluggish, and disgusted leopard. I was startled 
by the sullen indifference with which he met me. His tail thumped 
the floor once or twice, weakly; only when I spake to hinf did he 
lift his head from his paws, and even then he let it fall again at once 
and blinked gloomily to one side. There was an earthenware dish of 
water at the back of his pen. A framed chart, partly printed and 
partly written, was fastened to the bars, giving his name, species, 
sex, and age and showing his temperature curve. "Bastard pointer,” 
it smd, "named Bashan. Male. Two years old. Admitted on such 
and such a day of the month and the year, for observation of occult 
blood.” Underneath followed the fever curve, drawn with a pen and 
showing small variations; also daily entries of his pulse. Yes, his 
temperature was taken, and his pulse felt, by a doctor; in his direc- 
tion everything was being done. But I was distressed about his state 
of mind. 

"Is that one yours?” asked the keeper, who had now come up, 
his tools in his hands. He had on a sort of gardening apron and 
was a squat red-faced man with a round beard and rather bloodshot 
brown eyes that were quite strikingly like a dog's in their humid 
gaze and faithful expression. 

I answered in the affirmative, referred to my telephone conver- 
sations and the instructions I had had to come back today, and 
said I should like to hear how things stood. The man looked at 
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the chart. Yes, the dog was suffering from occult blood, that was 
always a long business, especially when one did not know where 
it came from. But was not that always the case? No, they did not 
really know yet. But the dog was there to be observed, and he would 
be. And did he still bleed? Yes, now and then he did. And had he 
fever? I asked, trying to read the chart. No, no fever. His tem- 
perature and pulse were quite normal, about ninety beats a minute, 
he ought to have that much, and if he had not, then they would 
have to observe him even more carefully. Except for the bleeding, 
the dog was really doing all right. He had howled at first, of course; 
he had howled for twenty-four hours, but after that he was used 
to it. He didn’t eat much, for a fact, but then he hadn't much 
exercise, and perhaps he wasn’t a big eater. What did they give 
him ? Soup, said the man. But as he had said, the dog didn't eat 
much at all. “He seems depressed,” I remarked with an assumption 
of objectivity. Yes, that was true, but it didn't mean much. After 
all it wasn’t very much fun for a dog to lie cooped up like that 
under observation. They were all depressed, more or less. That is, 
the good-natured enes, some dogs got mean and treacherous. He 
could not say that of Bashan. He was a good dog, he would not 
get mean if he stayed there all his days. I agreed with the man, 
but I did so with pain and rebellion in my heart. How long thaa, 
I askal, did they reckon to keep him here? The maii looked at the 
chart again. Another week, he said, would be needed for the 
observation, the Herr Professor had said. I’d better come and ask 
again in another week; that would be two weeks in all, thai they 
would be able to say more about the possibility of getting rid of 
the haemorrhages. 

I went away, after trying once more to rouse up Bashan by 
renewed calls and encouragemwit. In vain. He cared as little for 
my going as for my coming. He seemed weighed down by bitter 
loathing and despair. He had the air of saying ; “Since you were 
capable of having me put in this cage, I expect nothing more from 
you.” And, actually, had he not enough grouiid to despair of reason 
and justice? What had he done that this should happen to him 
and that I not only let it happen but took steps to bring it about? 
And yet my intentions had been of the best. He had bled, and 
though it seemed to make no difference to him, I thought it sensible 
that we should call in medical advice, he being a dog in good cir- 
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cujnstances. And then we had learned that he was anaemic and 
nervous — ^as though he were the daughta* of some uppCT-cIass 
family. And then it had to>come out like this ! How could I explain 
to him we were treating him with giiaat distinction, in shutting 
him up like a jaguar, without sun, air, or exercise, and plaguing 
him every day with a thermometer? 

On the way home I asked myself these, things; and if before then 
I had missed Bashan, now worry about him was added to my dis- 
tress : worry over his state and reproaches to my own address. Per- 
haps after all I had taken him to the clinic only out of vanity and 
arr<^ance. And added to that may I not have secretly wished to 
get rid of him for a while? Perhaps I had a craving to see what it 
would be like to be free of his incessant watching of me; to be 
able to tmn calmly to right or left as I pleased, without having 
to realize that I had been to another living creature the source of 
joy or of bitter disappointment. Certainly while Bashan was in- 
terned I felt a certain inner independence which had long been 
strange to me. No one exasperated me by looking through the 
glass door with the air of a martyr. No one put up a hesitating paw 
to move me to laughter and relenting and persuade me to go out 
sooner than I wished. Whether I sought the park or kept my room 
concerned no one at all. It was quiet, pleasant, and had the charm 
of novelty. But lacking the accustomed spur I hardly went out 
at all. My health suffered, gradually 1 approached the condition 
of Bashan in his cage; and the moral reflection occurred to me that 
the bonds of sympathy were probably more conducive to my own 
well-being than the selfish independence for which I had longed. 

The second week went by, and on the appointed day I stood 
with the round-bearded keeper before Bashan’s cage. Its inmate lay 
on his side on the tan-bark, there were bits of it on his coat. He 
had his head flung back as he lay and was staring with dull, glazed 
eyes at the bare whitewashed wall. He did not stir. I could scarcely 
see him breathe; but now and then his chest rose in » long sigh that 
made the ribs stand out, and fell again with a faint, heart-rending 
resonance from the vocal cords. His legs seemed to have grown too 
long, and his paws large out of all proportion, as a result of his 
extraordinary emaciation. His coat was rough and dishevelled 
and had, as I said, tan-bark sticking in it. He did not look at me, he 
seemed not to want to look at anything ever any more. 
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The bleeding, so the keeper said, had not altogether and entirely 
disappeared, it came back now and again. Where it came from was 
still not quite clear; in any case it was l^armless. If I liked I could 
leave the dog here for furtl^ observation, to be quite certain, or 
I could take him home, because the bleeding might disappear just 
as well there as here. I drew the plaited lead out of my pocket — 
had brought it with me — and said that I would take him with me. 
The keeper thought that was a sensible thing to do. He opened 
the grating and we stimmoned Bashan by name, both together and 
in turn, but lie did not come, he kept on staring at the whitewashed 
wall. But he did not struggle when I put my arm into the cage and 
pulled him out by the collar. He gave a spring and landed with his 
four feet on the floor, where he stood with his tail between his legs 
and his ears laid back, the picture of wretchedness. I picked him 
up, tipped the keeper, and went to the front office to pay my debt; 
at the rate of seventy-five pfennigs a day plus the medical examina- 
tion it came to twelve marks fifty. I led Bashan home, breathing 
the animal-chemical odours which still clung to his coat. 

He was broken, iji body and in spirit. Animals are more primi- 
tive and less inhibited in giving expression to their mental state — 
there is a sense in which one might say they are more human : 
descriptive phrases which to us have bwome mere metaphor still 
fit them literally, we get a fresh and diverting sense of their mean- 
ing when we see it embodied before our eyjs. Bashan, as we say, 
"hung his head’’; that is, he did y" literally and visibly, till he 
looked like a worn-out cab-horse, with sores on its legs, standing 
at the cab-rank, its skin twitching and its poor fly-infested nose 
weighed down towards the pavement. It was as I have said : those 
two weeks at the clinic had reduced him to the state he had been 
in at the beginning. He was the shadow of his former self — if that 
does not insult the proud and joyous shadow our Bashan once 
cast. ’The hospital smell he had brought with him wore off after 
repeated soapy baths till you got only an occasional whiff; but it 
was not with him as with human beings; ht got no symbolic te- 
freshment from the physical clean.sing. Tlie very first day, I took 
him out to our hunting-grounds, but he follow^ at my heel with 
his tongue lolling out; even the pheasants perceived that it was 
the dose season. For days he lay as he had lain in his cage at the 
clinic, staring with glazed eyes, flabby without and within. He 
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showed no healthy impatience for the chase» did not uige me to 
go out — indeed it was rather I who had to go and fetch him from 
his kennel. Even the recMess and indiscriminate way he wolfed 
his food recalled those early unworth^^days. But what a joy to see 
him slowly finding himself again ! Little by little he began to greet 
me in the morning in his old naive, impetuous way, storming 
upon me at my first whistle instead of liipping morosely up; putting 
his fore-paws on my chest and snapping playfully at my face. 
Gradually there retmned to him his old out-of-doors pride and 
joy in his own physical prowess; once more he delighted my eyes 
with the bold and beautiful poses he took, the sudden bounds with 
his feet drawn up, after some creature stirring in the long grass. . . . 
He forgot. The ugly and to Bashan senseless episode sank into the 
past, imresolved indeed, unclarified by comprehension, that being 
of course impossible: it was covered by the lapse of time, as must 
happen sometimes to human beings. We went on living and what 
had not been expressed became by degrees forgotten, . . . For several 
weeks, at lengthening intervals, Bashan’s nose showed red. Then 
the phenomenon disappeared, it was no more, it only Rad been, 
and so it was no matter whether it had been an epistaxis or 
a haematemesis. 

Well, there! Contrary to ray own intentions, I have told the 
story of the clinic. Perhaps my reader will forgive the lengthy 
digression and come b^ck to the park and the pleasures of the chase, 
where we were before the interruption. Do you know that long- 
drawn wailing howl to which a dog gives vent when he summons 
up his utmost powers to give chase to a flying hare? In it rage 
and rapture mingle, desire and the ecstasy of despair. How often 
have I heard it from Bashan ! It is passion itself, deliberate, fostered 
passion, drunkenly revelled in, shrilling through our woodland 
scene, and every time I hear it near or far a fearful thrill of pleasure 
shoots through my limbs. Rejoiced that Bashan will come into his 
own today, I hasten to his side, to see the chase if I cm; when it 
roars past me I stand spellbound — though the futility of it is clear 
from the first— and look on with an agitated smile on my face. 

And the hare, the common, frightened little hare? The air 
whistles through its ears, it lays back its head and runs for its life, 
it scrabbles and bounds with Bashan behind it yelling all he can; 
its yellow-white scut flies up in the air. And yet at the bottom of 
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its soul, timid as that is and acquainted with fear, it must Icnow 
that its peril cannot be grave, that it will get away, as its brothers 
and sisters have done before it, and itsdf too under like 
circumstances. Never in his life has Baihan caught one of them, 
nor will he ever; the thing is%s good as impossible. Many dogs, they 
say, are the death of a hare, a single dog cannot achieve it, even one 
much speedio' and more enduring than Bashan. The hare can 
“double” and Bashan cannot— and that is all there is to it. For the 
double is the unfailing natural weapon of those bom to seek safety 
in flight; they always have it by them, to use at the decisive 
moment; when Bashan’s hopes are highest — then they are dashed 
to the ground, and he is betrayed. 

There they come, dashing diagonally through the brush, across 
the path in front of me, and on towards the river : the hare silently 
hugging his little trick in his heart, Bashan giving tongue in high 
head-tones. “Be quiet !” I think. “You are wasting your wind and 
your lung-power and you ought to save them if you want to catch 
him up.” Thus I think because in my heart I am on Bashan 's side, 
some of his fire has kindled me, I fervently hope he may catch the 
hare — even at the fisk of seeing it torn to shreds brfore my eyes. 
How he runs ! It is beautiful to see a creature expending the utmost 
of its powers. He runs better than the hare does, he has stronger 
muscles, the distance between them visibly diminishes before I lose 
sight of them. And I make haste too, leaving the path and cutting 
across the park towards the river-bank, reaching the gravelled street 
in time to .see the chase come raging on— the hopeful, thrilling 
chase, with Bashan on the hare’s very heels; he is stiU, he runs with 
his jaw set, scent just in front of his nose urges him to a final 
effort. — “One more push, Bashan!” I think, and feel like shout- 
ing ; “Well run, old chap, remember the double !” But there it is; 
Bashan does make one more push, and the misfortune is upon us; 
at that moment the hare gives a quick, easy, almost malicious twitch 
at right angles to the course, and Bashan shoots past from his rear, 
howling helplessly and braking his very best .sc; that dirt and pebbles 
fly into the air. Before he can stop, turn round, and get going in 
the other direction, yelling all the time as in great mental format, 
the hare has gained so much ground that it is out of sight; for 
while he was braking .so desperately Bashan could not watch 
where it went. 


127 



STORIES OE A LIFETIME 


It is no use, 1 think; it is beautiful but futile; this while the chase 
fades away through the ^rk. It takes a lot of dogs, five or six, a 
whole pack. Some of them to take it on the flank, some to cut off 
its way in front, some to* corner it, some to catch it by the neck. 
And in my excited fancy I see a whofe pack of bloodhounds with 
their tongues out rushing on the hare in their midst. 

It is my passion for the chase make!|. me have these fancies, for 
what has the hare done to me that I should wish him such a hor- 
rible death? Bashan is nearer to me, of comse, it is natural that I 
should feel with him and wish for his success. But the hare is 
after all a living creature too. and he did not play his trick on my 
huntsman out of malice, but only from the compelling desire to 
live yet awhile, nibble young tree-shoots, and beget his kind. It 
would be different, I go on in my mind, if this cane of mine — I 
lift it and look at it — were not a harmless stick, but a more serious 
weapon, effective like lightning and at a distance, with which I 
could come to Bashan’s assistance and hold up the hare in mid 
career, so that it would turn a somersault and lie dead on the 
ground. Then we should not need another dog, and it %ould be 
Bashan’s only task to rouse the game. Whereds as things stand it 
is Bashan who sometimes rolls over and over in his effort to brake. 
The hare sometimes does too, but it is nothing to it, it is used to 
such things, they do not make it feel miserable, whereas it is a 
shattering experience for Bashan, and might even quite possibly 
break his neck. 

Often such a chase is all over in a few minutes; that is, when 
the hare succeeds after a short length in ducking into the bushes 
and hiding, or else by doubling and feinting in throwing off its 
pursuer, who stands still, hesitating, or makes short springs in this 
and that direction, while I in my bloodthirstiness shout encourage- 
ment and try to show him with my stick the direction the hare 
took. But often the hunt sways far and wide across the landscape 
and Bashan’s furious baying sounds like a distant bugle-horn, now 
near, now remote: I go my own way, knowing that he will return. 
But in what a state he does return, at last ! Foam drips from his 
lips, his ribs flutter, and hfe loins are lank and expended, his tongue 
lolls out of his jaws, which yawn so wide as to distort his features 
and give his drunkoi, swimming eyes a weird Mongolian slant. 
His breath goes like a trip-hammer. “Lie down and rest, Bashan,” 
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say I, "or your lungs will burst !” and J wait to give him time to 
recover. I am alarmed for him when it is cold, when he pumps the 
air by gasps into his overheated insides and it gushes out again in a 
white stream; when he swallows whole mouthfuls of snow to 
quench his furious thirst. Vte lies there looking helplessly up at me, 
now and then licking up the slaver from his lips, and 1 cannot fadp 
teasing him a bit almut the invariable futility of all his exertions. 
"Where is the hare, Bashan?" I ask. "Why don’t you bring it to 
me?" He thumps with his tail on the ground when I speak; his 
sides pump in and out less feverishly, and he gives a rather em- 
barrassed snap — ^for how can he know that I am mocking him 
because I feel guilty myself and want to conceal it? For I did not 
play my part in his enterprise, I was not man enough to hold the 
hare, as a proper master should have done. He does not know this, 
and so 1 can make fun of him and behave as though it •were all his 
fault. 

Strange things sometimes happen on these occasions. Never shall 
I forget the day when the hare ran into my arms. It was on the 
narrow clayey path above the river. Bashan was iu full cry; I 
came from the wood into the river zone, struck across through 
the thistles of the gravelly waste, and jumped down the grassy 
slope to the path just in time to see the hare, with Bashan fifteen 
paces behind it, come bounding from the direction of the ferry- 
house towards which I was facing. It leapgd right into the pani 
and came towards me. My first inipulse was that of the hunter 
towards his prey ; to take advantage of the situation and cut oflF 
its escape, driving it back if possible into the jaws of the piursuer 
joyously yelping "behind. I stood fixed on the spot, quite abandoned 
to the fury of the chase, weighing my cane in my hand as the hare 
came towards me. A hare’s sight is poor, that I knew; hearing and 
smell are the senses that guide and preserve it. It might have taken 
me for a tree as I stood there; I hoped and foresaw it would do so 
and thus fall victim to a frightful error, the possible consequ- 
ences of which Vere not very clear to me, though I meant to turn 
them to our advantage. Whether it did at any time make this mis- 
take is imclear. I think it did not see me at all until the last minute, 
and what it did was so unexpected as to upset all my plans in a 
trice and cause a complete and sudden revulsion in my feelings. 
Was it beside itsdf with fright? Anyhow, it jumped straight at 
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me, like a dog, ran up my overcoat with its fore-paws and snuggled 
its head into me, me whom it should most fear, the master of the 
chase ! I stood bent back with my arms raised, I looked down at the 
hare and it looked up at me. It was only a second, po'haps only 
part of a second, that this lasted. I the hare with such extra- 
ordinary distinctness, its long ears, one of which stood up, the 
otha hung down; its large, bright, shok-sighted, prominent eyes, 
its cleft lip and the long hairs of its moustache, the white on its 
breast and little paws; I felt or thought I felt the throbbing of its 
hunted heart And it was strange to see it so clearly and have it so 
close to me, the little genius of the place, (he inmost beating heart 
of our whole region, this ever-fleeing little being which I had never 
seen but for brief moments in our meadows and bottoms, frantically 
and drolly getting out of the way — and now, in its hour of need, 
not knowing where to turn, it came to me, it clasped as it were my 
knees, a human being’s knees : not the knees, so it seemed to me, 
of Bashan’s master, but the knees of a man who felt himself master 
of hares and this hare's master as well as Bashan’s. It was, I say, 
only for the smallest second. Then the hare had dropped off, taken 
again to its uneven legs, and bounded up the slope on my left; 
while in its place there was Bashan, Bashan giving tongue in all 
the horrid head-tones of his hue-and-cry. \(^en he got within 
reach he was abruptly checked by a deliberate and well-aimed blow 
from the stick of the hare’s master, which sent him ydping down 
the slope with a temporarily disabled hind quarter. He had to limp 
painfully back again before he could take up the trail of his by this 
time vanished prey. 

Finally, there are the waterfowl, to our pursuit of which I must 
devote a few lines. We can only go after them in winter and early 
spring, before they leave their town quarters — where they stay 
for their food’s sake, and return to their lakes in the mountains. 
They fiurnish, of course, much less exciting sport than can be got 
out of the hares; still, it has its attractions for hunter and hound — 
or, rather, for the hxmter and his master. For me the charm lies in 
the scenery, the intimate bond with living water; also it is amus- 
ing and diverting to watch the creatures swimming and flying and 
try provisionally to exchange one's personality for theirs and enter 
into their mode of life. 

The ducks lead a quieter, more comfortable, more bourgeois life 
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than do the gulls. They seem to have enough to eat, on the whole, 
and not to be torment^ by the pangs of hunger — their kind of food 
is regularly to be had, me table, so to speak, always laid. For 
everything is fish that comes to their net : worms, snails, insects — 
even the ooze of the river-lbed. So they have plenty of time to sit 
on the stones in the sun, doze with their bills tucked undo* one 
wing, and preen their well-oiled plumes, off which the water rolls 
in drops. Sometimes they take a pleasure-ride on the waves, with 
their pointed rumps in the air; paddling this way and that and 
giving little self-satisfied shrugs. 

But the nature of gulls is wilder and more strident; there is a 
dreary monotony about what they do, they are the eternally him- 
gry bird of prey, swooping all day long in hordes across the water- 
fall, croaking about the drain-pipes that disgorge their brown 
streams into the river. Single gulls hover and pounce down upon a 
fish now and then, but this does not go far to satisfy their in- 
ordinate mass hunger: they have to fill in with most unappetizing- 
looking morsels from the drains, snatching them from the water in 
flight and carrying them off in their crooked beaks. They do not 
like the river-bank. But when the river is low, they huddle together 
on the rocks that stick out of the water — the scene is white with 
them, as the cliffs and islets of northern oceans are white with hosts 
of nesting eider-duck, i like to watch them rise all togethw with a 
great cawing and take to the air, when BasJjan barks at them from 
the bank, across the intervening stream. They need not be 
frightened, certainly they are in no danger. He has a native aver- 
sion to water; but aside from that he would never trust himself to 
the current, and he is quite right, it is much stronger than he and 
would soon sweep him away and carry him God knows where. 
Perhaps into the Danube--but he would only arrive there after 
having suffered a river-change of a very drastic kind, as we know 
from seeing the bloated corpses of cats on their way to some distant 
bourne. Bashan never goes farther into the water than the point 
where It begins" to break over the stones. Even when he seems most 
tense with the pleasure of the chase and looks exactly as though 
he meant to jump in the very next minute, one knows that und» 
all the excitement bis sense of caution is alert and that the dashtngs 
and rushings are pure theatre -empty threats, not so much dictate 
by passion as cold-bloodedly undertaken in order to terrify the 
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weivfooted tribe. 

But the gulls are too witless and poor-spirited to make light of 
his performance. He cannot get to than himself, but he saids his 
voice thundering across the water; it reaches them, and it, too, has 
actuality; it is an attack which they cannot long resist. Th^ try to 
at first, they sit still, but a wave of uneasiness goes through the 
host, th^ turn their heads, a few lift their wings, and suddenly 
th^ all rush up into the air, like a white cloud, whence issue the 
bitterest, most fatalistic screams, Bashan springing hither and 
thith» on the rocks, to scatter their flight and keep them in 
motion, for it is motion that he wants, they are not to sit quiet, 
they must fly, fly up and down the river so that he may chase them. 

He scampers along the shore far and wide, for everywhere there 
are ducks, sitting with their bills tucked in homely comfort under 
their wings; and wherever he comes they fly up before him. He is 
like a jolly little hurricane making a clean sweep of the beach. Then 
they plump down on the water again, where they rock and ride in 
comfort and safety, or else they fly away over his head s^ith their 
necks stretched out. while below on the shore he measures the 
strength of his leg-muscles quite creditably against those of their 
wings. 

He is enchanted, and really grateful to them if they will only 
fly and give him .occasion for this glorious race up and down the 
beach. It may be that they know what he wants and turn the fact 
to their own advantage. I saw a mother duck with her brood — 
this was in spring, all the birds had forsaken the river and only 
this one was left with her fledglings, not yet able to fly. She had 
them in a stagnant puddle left by the last flood in the low-lying 
bed of the shrunken river, and there Bashan found them, while I 
watched the event from the upper path. He jumped into the puddle 
and lashed about, furiously barking, driving the family of ducklings 
into wild disorder. He did them no harm, of course, but he 
frightened them beyond measure; the ducklings flapped their 
stumps of wings and scattered in all directions, arid the duck was 
overtaken by an attack of the maternal heroism which will hurl 
itself blind with valour upon the fiercest foe to protect her brood; 
more, will even by a frenzied and imnatural display of intrepidity 
bully the attacker into surrender. She ojmied her beak to a horrifif 
extent, she ruffled up her feathers, she flew repeatedly into Bashan's 
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face, she made onslaught after onslaught, hissing all the while. Tlie 
grim seriousness of her behaviour was so convincing that fiashan 
actually gave ground in confusion, though without definitely 
retiring from the field, fry each time after retreating he would 
bark and advance anew. Then the mother duck cmanged her 
tactics : heroics having failed, she took refuge in strategy. Probably 
she knew Bashan already and was aware of his foibles and the 
childish nature of his desires. She left her children in the lurch — 
or she pretended to; she took to flight, she flew up above the river, 
"pursued” by Bashan. At least, he thought he was pmsuing ha*, 
in reality it was she who was leading him on, playing on his 
childish passion, leading him by the nose. She flew downstream, 
then upstream, she flew farther and farther away, Bashan racing 
equal with her along the bank; they left the pool with the ducklings 
far behind, and at length both dog and dufek disappeared from my 
sight. Bashan came back to me after a while; the simpleton was 
quite winded and panting for dear life. But when we passed the 
pool again on our homeward way, it was empty of its brood. 

So much for the^iother duck. As for Bashan, he was quite grate- 
ful for the sport she had given him. For he hates the ducks who 
selfishly prefer their bourgeois comfort and refuse to play his game 
with him, simply gliding off into the water when he comes rushing 
along, and rocking there in base security before his face and eyes, 
heedless of his mighty barking, he *dless too — unlike the nervous 
gulls — of all his feints and plungings. We stand there, Bashan and 
1, on the stones at the water’s edge, and two paces away a duck 
floats on the wave, floats impudently up and down, her beak 
pressed coyly against her breast; safe and untouchetl and sweetly 
reasonable she bobs up and down out there, let Bashan rave as he 
will. Paddling against the current, she keeps abreast of us fairly 
well: yet she is being slowly carried down, closer and closer to one 
of those beautiful foaming eddies in the stream. In her folly she 
rides with her tail turned towards it — and now it is only a yard 
away.llashan loudly gives tongue, standing with his forelegs braced 
against the stones; and in my heart I am barking with him, I am 
on his side and against that impudent, sdf-satisfied floating thing 
out there. I wish her ill. Pay attention to our barking, I a^essher 
mentally; do not hear the whirlpool roar— and thoi presrotly you 
will find yourself in an unpleasant and undignified situation and 
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I shall be glad ! But my malicious hopes are not fulfilled. For at 
the rapid’s very ^ge she flutters up into the air, flies a few yards 
upstream, and then, oh, shameless hussy, settles down again. 

I recall the feelings of baflBled angej^ with which we looked at 
that duck — ^and I am reminded of another occasion, another and 
final ^isode in this tale of our hunti^-ground. It was attended 
by a certain satisfaction for my compahion and me, but had its 
painful and distiurbing side as well; yes, it even gave rise to some 
coolness between us, and if I could have foreseen it I would have 
avoided the spot where it took place. 

It was a long way out, beyond the ferry-house, downstream, 
where the wUds that border the river approach the upper road 
along the shore. We were going along this, I at an easy pace, Bashan 
in front with his easy, lop-sided lope. He had roused a hare — 
or, if you like, it had roused him — ^had stirred up four pheasants, 
and now was minded to give his master a little attention. A small 
bevy of ducks were flying above the river, in v-formation, their 
necks stretched out. They flew rather high and closer to the other 
shore, so that they were out of our reach as gfime, but moving in 
the same direction as ourselves. They paid no attention to us and 
we only cast casual glances at them now and then. 

Then it happened that opposite to us on the other bank, which 
like ours was steep here, a man struck out of the bushes, and 
directly he appeared upon the scene he took up a position which 
fixed our attention, Bashan’s no less than mine, upon him at once. 
We stopped in our tracks and faced him. He was a fine figure of a 
man, though rather rough-looking; with drooping moustaches, 
wearing puttees, a frieze hat cocked down over his forehead, wide 
velveteen trousers and jerkin to match, over which hung numerous 
leather straps, for he had a rucksack slung on his back and a gun 
over his shoulder. Or rather he had had it over his shoulder; for he 
no sooner appeared than he took it in his hand, laid his cheek along 
the butt, and aimed it diagonally upwards at the sky. He took a 
step forwards with one putteed leg, the gun-barrd rested" in the 
hollow of his left hand, with the arm stretched out and the dbow 
against his side. The other elbow, with the hand on the trigger, 
stuck out at his side, and we could see his bold, foreshortened face 
quite clearly as he sighted upwards. It looked somehow very 
theatrical, this figure standing out above the boulders on the bank, 


134 



A MAN AND HIS DOG 


against a background of shrubbery, river, and open sky. But we 
could have gazed for only a moment when the dull sound of the 
explosion made me start, I had waited for it with such inward 
tension. There was a tiny flash at the same tim^ it looked pale in 
the broad daylight; a pufF of smoke followed. The man took one 
slumping pace forwards, like an operatic star, with his face and 
chest lifted towards the sky, his gun hanging from the strap in his 
right fist. Something was going on up there where he was looking 
and where we now looked too. There was a great confusion and 
scattering, the ducks flew in all directions wildly flapping their 
wings with a noise like wind in the sails, they tried to volplane 
down — then suddenly a body fell like a stone onto the water near 
the other shore. 

This was only the first half of the action. But I must intwrupt 
my narrative here to turn the vivid light of my memory upon the 
figure of Bashan. I can think of large Words with which to 
describe it, phrases we use for great occasions : I could say that he 
was thunderstruck. But I do not like them, I do not want to use 
them. The large w'ords are worn out, when the great occasion 
comes they do not describe it. Better use the small ones and put 
into them every ounce of their weight, I will simply say that when 
Bashan heard the explosion, saw’ its meaning and consequence, he 
started; and it was the same start which I have seen him give a 
thousand times w’hen something si;*prises Ijira, only raised to the 
nth degree. It was a start which flung his whole body backwards 
with a right-and-left motion, so sudden that it jerked his head 
against his chest and almost bounced it off his shoulders with the 
shock; a start which made his whole body seem to be crying out : 
What! What! What was that? Wait a minute, in the devil’s 
name ! What was that? He looked and listened with that sort of 
rage in which extreme astonishmwit expresses itsdf; listened within 
himself and heard things that had always been there, however 
novel and unheard-of the present form they rook. Yes, from this 
start. Which flung him to right and left and half-way round on his 
axis, I got the impression that he was trying to look at himsdf, 
trying to ask : What am I? Who am I? Is this me? At the moment 
whai the duck’s body plopped on the water he bounded forwards 
to the edge of the bank, as though he were going to jump down to 
the river-bed and plunge in. But he bethought himself of the current 
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and checked his impulse; then, rather shame>faced, devoted himseli 
to staring, as before. 

I look^ at him, somewhat disturbed. After the duck had fallen 
I felt that we had had enough and suggested that we go on our 
way. But he had sat down on his haunches, facing the other shore, 
his ears erected as high as they would go. When I said : “Well, 
Bashan, shall we go on?” he turned his head only the briefest 
second as though saying, with some annoyance: Please don’t dis- 
turb me ! And kept on looking. So I resigned myself, crossed my 
legs, leaned on my cane, and watched to see what would happen. 

The duck — ^no doubt one of those that had rocked in such pert 
security on the water in front of our noses — went driving like a 
wreck on the water, you could not tell which was head and which 
tail. The river is quieter at this point, its rapids are not so swift 
as they are farther up. But even so, the body was seized by the 
current, whirled round, and swept away. If the man was not con- 
cerned only with sport but had a practical goal in view, then he 
would better act quickly. And so he did, not losing a moment— it 
all wait very fast. Even as the duck fell he, had rushed forward 
stumbling and almost falling down the slope, with his gun held 
out at arm’s length. Again I was struck with the picturesqueness 
of the sight, as he came down the slope like a robber or smuggler in 
a melodrama, in the highly effective scenery of boulder and bush. 
He held somewhat leftwards, allowing for the current, for the duck 
was drifting away and he had to head it off. This he did success- 
fully, stretching out the butt end of the gun and bending forward 
with his feet in the water. Carefully and painstakingly he piloted 
the duck towards the stones and drew it to shore. 

The job was done, the man drew a long breath. He put down his 
weapon against the bank, took his knapsack from his shoulders, 
and stuff^ the duck inside; buckled it on again, and thus satis- 
factorily laden and using his gun as a stick, he clambered over the 
boulders and up the slope. 

“Well, he got his Sunday joint,” thought I, half enviously, hall 
approvingly. “Come, Bashan, let’s go now, it’s all over.” Bashan 
got up and turned round on himself, but then he sat down again 
and looked after the man, even after he had left the scene a pd dis- 
appeared among the bushes. It did not occur to me to ask him 
twice. He knew where we lived, and he might sit here goggling, 
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aftCT it was all over, as long as he thought wdl. It was quite a long 
walk home and I meant to be stirring. So then he came. 

He kept beside me on our whole pai^ul homeward way, and did 
not hunt. Nor did he run diagonally a little ahead, as he does as a 
rule when not in a huntitig mood; he kept behind me, at a jog- 
trot, and put on a sour face, as I could see when I happened to turn 
round. I could have borne with that and should not have dreamed 
of being drawn; I was rather inclined to laugh and shrug my 
shoulders. But every thirty or forty paces he yawned — ^and that I 
could not stand. It was that impudent gape of his, expressing the 
extreme of boredom, accompanied by a throaty little whine which 
seems to say: fine master I’ve got! No master at all! Rottai 
master, if you ask me!— I am always sensitive to the insulting 
sound, and this time it was almost enough to shake our friendship 
to its foundations. 

“Go away !’’ said I. “Get out with you ! Go to your new friend 
with the blunderbuss and attach yourself to him ! He does not 
seem to have a dog, perhaps he could use you in his business. He is 
only a man in velveteens, to be sure, not a gentleman, but in your 
eyes he may be one; perhaps he is the right master for you, and I 
honestly recommend you to suck up to him — now that he has put 
a flea in your ear to go with your others.” (Yes, 1 actually said 
that !) “We’ll not ask if he has a hunting-licence, or if you won’t 
both get into fine trouble some day at your dirty game — that is 
your affair, and, as I tell you, try advice is perfectly sincere. You 
think so much of yourself as a hunter ! Did you ever bring me a 
hare of all those I let you chase? Is it nty fault that you do not 
know how to double, but must come down with your nose in the 
gravel at the moment when agility is required? Or a pheasant, 
which in these lean times would be equally welcome? And now 
you yawn ! Get along, I tell you. Go to yoin master with 
the puttees and see if he knows how to scratch your neck and make 
you laugh. I’l^ wager he does not know how to laugh a decent 
laugh Tiimself. Do you think he is likely tn have you put under 
scientific observation when you decide to suffer from occult blood, 
or that when you are his dog you will be pronounced nervous and 
anaemic? If you do, then you’d better get along. But you may be 
overestimating the respect which that kind of master would have 
for you. There are certain distinctions- that kind of man with a 
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gun is very keen on them : native advantages or disadvantages, 
to make my meaning dearer, troublesome questions of pedigree 
and breeding, if I must be plain. Not everybody passes these over on 
grotmds of humanity and fine feeling; and if your wonderful 
master reproaches you with your moustaches the first time you 
and he have a difference of opinion, then you may remember me 
and what I am telling you now.” 

With such biting words did I address Bashan as he slunk behind 
me on our way home. And though I did not utter but only thought 
them, for I did not care to look as though I were mad, yet I am 
convinced that he got my meaning perfectly, at least in its main 
lines. Ill short, it was a serious quarrel, and when we got home I 
deliberately let the gate latch behind me so that he could not slip 
through and had to climb over the fence. 1 went into the house 
without even looking round, and shrugged my shoulders when I 
heard him ydp because he scratched his belly on the rail. 

But all that is long ago, more than six months. Now, like our 
little clinical episode, it has dropped into the past. Time and for- 
getfulness have buried it, and on their alluvial deposit where all 
life lives, we too live on. For a few days Bashan appeared to mope. 
But long ago he recovered all his joy in the chase, in mice and 
moles and pheasant, hares and waterfowl. When we return home, 
at once b^ins his period of waiting for the nekt time. I stand at 
the house door and turn towards him; upon that signal he bounds 
in two great leaps up the steps and braces his fore-paws against 
the door, reaching as far up as he can that I may pat him on the 
shoulder. “Tomorrow, Bashan,” say I; “that is, if I am not obliged 
to pay a visit to the outer world.” Then I hasten inside, to take off 
my hobnailed boots, for the soup stands waiting on the table. 
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The principal dish at dinner had been croquettes made of turnip 
greens. So there follows a trifle, concocted out of one of those 
dessert powders we use nowadays, that taste like almond soap. 
Xaver, the youthful manservant, in his outgrown striped jacket, 
white woollen gloves, and yellow .sandals, hands it round, and the 
“big folk” take this opportunity to remind their father, tactfully, 
that company is coming today. 

The “big folk” are two, Ingrid and Bert. Ingrid is brown-eyed, 
eighteen, and perfectly delightful. She is on the eve of her exams, 
and will probably pass them, if only because she knows how to 
wind masters, and even headmasters, round her finger. She does 
not, however, mean to use her certificate qpce she gets it; having 
leanings towards the stage, on the ground of her ingratiating snule, 
her equally ingratiating voice, and a marked and irresistible talent 
for burlesque. Bert is blond and seventeen. He intends to get done 
with school somehow, anyhow, and fling himself into the arms of 
life. He will be a dancer, or a cabaret actor, possibly even a waitw 
— ^but not a waiter anywhere else save at the Cairo, the night- 
club, whither he has once already taken flight, at five in the morn- 
ing, and been brought back crestfallen. Bert bears a strong re- 
semblance to the youthful manservant Xaver Kleinsgud, of about 
the saifie age as himself; not because he looks common — ^in features 
he is strikingly like his father. Professor Coradius— but by reason 
of an approximation of types, due in its turn to far-reaching com- 
promises in matters of dress and bearing generally. Both lads wear 
their heavy hair very long on top, with a cursory parting in the 
middle, and give their heads the same characteristic toss to throw 
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it off the forehead. When one of them leaves the house, by the 
garden gate, bareheaded in all weathers, in a blouse rakishly girt 
with a leatW strap, and sheers off bent well over with his head 
on one side; or else mounts bis push-bike — ^Xaver makes free with 
his employers’, of both sexes, or even, in acutely irresponsible mood, 
with the Professor’s own — ^Dr. Cornelius from his bedroom win- 
dow cannot, for the life of him, tdl whether he is looking at his 
son or his servant. Both, he thinks, look like young moujilu. And 
both are impassioned cigarette-smokers, though Bert has not the 
means to compete with Xaver, who smokes as many as thirty a 
day, of a brand named after a popular cinema star. The big folk 
call their father and mother the “old folk” — ^not behind their backs, 
but as a form of address and in all affection : “Hullo, old folks,” 
they win say; though Cornelius is only forty-seven years old and 
his wife eight years younger. And the Professor’s parents, who lead 
in his household the humble and hesitant life of the really old, are 
on the big folk’s lips the “ancients.” As for the “little folk,” Ellie 
and Snapper, who take their meals upstairs with blue-faced Ann — 
so-called because of her prevailing facial hucp-Ellie an(f Snapper 
follow their mother’s example and address their father by his first 
name, Abel. Unutterably comic it sounds, in its pert, confiding 
familiarity; particularly on the lips, in the sweet accents, of five- 
year-old meaner, who is the image of Frau Cornelius’s baby pic- 
tures and whom the Professor loves above everything else in the 
world. 

"Darling old thing," says Ingrid affably, laying her large but 
shapely hand on his, as he presides in proper middleclass style 
over the family table, with her on his left and the mother opposite : 
“Parent mine, may I ever so gently jog your memory, for you have 
probably forgotten : this is the afternoon we were to have our 
little jollification, our turkey-trot with eats to match. You haven’t 
a thing to do but just bear up and not funk it; everything will be 
over by nine o’clock.” , 

"Oh — ^ah !” says Cornelius, his face falling. "Good !” he goes on, 
and nods his head to show himself in harmony with the inevit- 
able. ‘T only meant — is this really the day? Thursday, yes. How 
time flies ! Well, what time are they coming ? ” 

"Half past four they’ll he dropping in, I should say,” answers 
Ingrid, to whom her brother leaves the major role in all dealings 
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with the father. Upstairs, while he is renting, he will heat scarcely 
anything, and from seven to eight he takes his walk. He can slip 
out by the terrace if he likes. 

‘‘Tut !” says Cornelius deprecatingly,*as who should say: “You 
exaggerate.” But Bert puts’in : “It’s the one evening in the week 
Wanja doesn’t have to play. Any other night he’d have to leave by 
half past six, which would be painful for all concerned.” 

Wanja Ls Ivan Herzl, the celebrated young leading man at the 
Stadttheater. Bert and Ingrid are on intimate terms with him, they 
often visit him in his dressing-room and have tea. He is an artist 
of the modern school, who stands on the stage in strange and, 
to the Professor’s mind, utterly affected dancing attitudes, and 
shrieks lamentably. To a professor of history, all highly rq)ug- 
nant; but Bert has entirely succumbed to Herzl's influence, blackens 
the lower rim of his eyelids — despite painful but fruitless scenes 
with the father — and with youthful carelessness of the ancestral 
anguish declares that not only will he take Herzl for his modd 
if he becomes a dancer, but m case he turns out to be a waiter at 
the Cairo he means to walk precisely thus. 

Cornelius slightly raises his brows and makes his son a little bow 
— indicative of the unassumingness and self-abnegation that befits 
his age. You could not call it a mocking bow or suggestive in any 
special sense. Bert may refer it to himself or equally to his so 
talented friend. , 

“Who else is coming?” next inquires the master of the house. 
They mention various people, names all more or less familiar, from 
the city, from the suburban colony, from Ingrid’s school. They 
still have some telephoning to do, they say. They have to phone 
Max. This is Max HergeseU, an engineering student; Ingrid utters 
his name in the nasal drawl which according to her is the traditional 
intonation of all the Hergcsells. She goes on to parody it in the 
most abandonedly funny and lifelike way, and the parents laugh 
until they near^ choke over the wretched trifle. For even in these 
times when .something funny happens people have to laugh. 

From time to time the telephone bell rings in the Professor’s 
study, and the big folk run across, knowing it is their affair. Many 
people had to give up their telephones the last time the price rose, 
but so far the Corndiuses have been able to keep theirs, just as 
they have kept their villa, which was built before the war, by dint 
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of the salary Comelitis draws as professor of history — a million 
marks, and more or less adequate to the chances and changes of 
post-war life. The house is comfortable, even elegant, though sadly 
in need of repairs that cannot be made for lack of materials, and at 
present disfigured by iron stoves with long pipes. Even so, it is 
still the proper setting of the upper middle class, though they 
themselves look odd enough in it, wr^ their worn and turned 
clothing and altered way of life. The children, of course, know 
nothing else; to them it is normal and regular, they belong by birth 
to the "villa proletariat.” The problem of clothing troubles them 
not at all. They and their like have evolved a costume to fit the 
time, by poverty out of taste for innovation : in summer it consists 
of scarcely more than a belted linen smock and sandals. The 
middle-class parents find things rather more difficult. 

The big folk's table-napkins hang over their chair-backs, they 
talk with their friends over the telephone. These friends are the 
invited guests who have rung up to accept or decline or arrange; 
and the conversation is carried on in the jargon of the clan, full 
of slang and high spirits, of which the old folk understai^d hardly 
a word. These consult together meantime about the hospitality 
to be offered to the impending guests. The Professor displays a 
middle-class ambitiousness : he wants to serve a sweet — or some- 
thing that looks like a sweet — after the Italian salad and brown- 
bread sandwiches. But Frau Cornelius says that would be going too 
far. Hie guests would not expect it, she is sure — ^and the big folk, 
retiurning once more to their trifle, agree with her. 

The mother of the family is of the same general type as Ingrid, 
though not so tall. She is languid; the fantastic difficulties of the 
housekeqiing have broken and worn her. She really ought to go 
and take a cure, but feels incapable; the floor is always swaying 
under her feet, and everything seems upside down. She speaks of 
what is uppermost in her mind : the eggs, they simply must be 
bought today. Six thousand marks apiece they are, and just so many 
are to be had on this one d^ of the week at one single shop fifteen 
minutes' journey away. Whatever else they do, the big folk must 
go and fetch them immediately after luncheon, with Danny, their 
neighbour’s son, who will soon be calling for them; and Xaver 
Kleinsgutl will don civilian garb and attend his young master and 
mistress. For no single household is allowed more than five eggs 
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a wedq therefore the young people wil| «iter the shop singly, one 
after anotho*, under assumed names, and thus vnring twenty eggs 
from the shopkeeper for the Cornelius family. This enterprise is 
the sporting event of the week for all participants, not excepting 
the moujik Kleinsguti, an€ most of all for Ingrid and Bert, who 
delight in misleading and mystifying their fellowmen and would 
revel in the performance even if it did not achieve one single egg. 
They adore impersonating fictitious characters; they love to sit in 
a bus and carry on long lifelike conversations in a dialect which 
they otherwise never speak, the most common-place dialogue about 
politics and people and the price of food, while the whole bus listens 
open-mouthed to this incredibly ordinary prattle, though with a 
dark suspicion all the while that something is wrong somewhere. 
The conversation waxes ever more shameless, it enters into revolt- 
ing detail about these people who do not exist. Ingrid can make 
her voice sound ever so common and twittering and shrill as she 
impersonates a shop-girl with an illegitimate child, said child bdng 
a son with sadistic tendencies, who lately out in the country treated 
a cow with such unnatural cruelty that no Christian could have 
borne to see it. Ber! nearly explodes at her twittering, but restrains 
himself and displays a grisly sympathy; he and the unhappy shop- 
girl entering into a long, stupid, depraved, and shuddexy conversa- 
tion over the particular morbid cruelty involved; until an old 
gentleman opposite, sitting with his ticket folded between his index 
finger and his seal ring, can beai it no more and makes public 
protest against the nature of the themes these young folk are dis- 
cussing with such particularity. He use?, the Greek plural: 
“themata.” Whereat Ingrid pretends to be dissolving in tears, and 
Bert behaves as though his wrath against the old gentleman was 
with difficulty being held in check and would probably burst out 
before long. He clenches his fists, he gnashes his teeth, he shakes 
from head to foot; and the unhappy old gentleman, whose intai- 
tions had been of the best, hastily leaves the bus at the next stop. 

Such are thi diversions of the big folk, 1 kc telephone plays a 
prominent part in them : they ring up any and everybody — ^mem- 
bers of government, opera singers, dignitaries of the Church — in 
the character of shop assistants, or perhaps as Lord or Lady 
Doolittle. They are only with difficulty persuaded that they have 
the wrong number. Once (hey emptied their parents’ card-tray 
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and distributed its contents among the neighbours' letter-boxes, 
wantonly, yet not without enough impish sense of die fitness of 
things to make it highly upsetting, God only knowing why certain 
people should have call^ wiiere thi^ did. 

Xavar comes in to clear away, tossii.Lg the hair out of his eyes. 
Now that he has taken off his gloves you can see the yellow chain- 
ring on his left hand. And as the Professed finishes his watery eight- 
thousand-mark beer and lights a dgaiette, the little folk can be 
heard scrambling down the stairs, coming, by established custom, 
for their after-dinner call on Father and Mother. They storm the 
dining-room, after a struggle with the latch, clutched by both 
pirs of little hands at once; their clumsy small feet twinkle over 
the carpet, in red felt slippers with the socks falling down on them. 
With prattle and shoutings each makes for his own place : Snapper 
to Mother, to climb on her lap, boast of all he has eaten, and thump 
his fat little turn; Ellie to her Abel, so much hers because she is so 
very much bis; because she consciously luxuriates in the deep ten- 
derness— like all deep feeling, concealing a melancholy strain — 
with which he holds her small form embraced; in the lofe in his 
eyes as he kisses her little fairy hand or the sweet brow w'ith its 
delicate tracery of tiny blue veins. 

The little folk look like each other, with the strong undefined 
likeness of brother and sister. In clothing and hair-cut they are 
twins. Yet they are sharply distinguished after all, and quite on 
sex lines. It is a little Adam and a little Eve. Not only is Snapper 
the sturdier and more compact, he appears consciously to emphasize 
his four-year-old masculinity in speech, manner, and carriage, lift- 
ing his shoulders and letting the little arms hang down quite like 
a young American athlete, drawing down his mouth when he 
talks and seeking to give his voice a gruff and forthright ring. But 
all this masculinity is the result of effort rather than natively his. 
Bom and brought up in these desolate, distracted times, he has 
been aidowed by them with an unstable and hypersensitive 
nervous system and suffers greatly undar life’s disharmonies. He is 
prone to sudden anger and outbursts of bitter tears, stamping his 
feet at every trifle; for this rea.s'on he is his mother’s special nursling 
and care. His round, round eyes are chestnut brown and already 
inclined to squint, so that he will need glasses in the near future. 
His little nose is long, the mouth small — the father’s nose and 
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mouth (hey are, more plainly than ever since the Professor shaved 
his pointed beard and goes smooth-faced. The pointed beard had 
become impossible — even professors must make some concession to 
the changing times. * 

But the little daughter sid; on her father’s knee, his Eleonorchen, 
his little Eve, so much more gracious a little being, so much sweeter- 
faced than her brother — and he holds his cigarette away from her 
while she fingers his glasses with her dainty wee hands. The lenses 
are divided for reading and distance, and each day they tease her 
curiosity afresh. 

At bottom he suspects that his wife’s partiality may have a 
firmer basis than his own : that Snapper’s refractory masculinity 
perhaps is solider stuflf than his own little girl’s more explicit charm 
and grace. But the heart will not be commanded, that he knows; 
and once and for all his heart belongs to the little one, as it has 
since the day she came, since the first time he saw her. Almost 
always when he holds her in his arms he remembers that first time: 
remembers the sunny room in the Women’s Hospital, where EUie 
first saw the light, twelve years after Bert was born. He remanbers 
how he drew near,* the mother smiling the while, and cautiously 
put aside the canopy of the diminutive bed that stood beside the 
large one. There lay the little miracle among the pillows : so well 
formed, so encompassed, as it were, with the harmony of sweet 
proportions, with little hands that even then, though so much 
tinier, were beautiful as now; with wide-ojfen eyes blue as the sky 
and brighter than the sunshine — and almost in that very second 
he felt himself captured and held fast. This was love at first sight, 
love everlasting : a feeling unknown, unhoped for, unexpect^ — 
in so far as it could be a matter of conscious awareness; it took 
entire possession of him, and he understood, with ioyous amaze- 
ment, that this was for life. 

But he understood more. He knows, does Dr. Cornelius, that 
there is something not quite right about this feeling, so unaware, 
so undreamed &f, so involuntary. He has a shrewd suspicion that 
it is not by accident if has so utterly mastered him and bound itself 
up with his existence; that he had — even subconsciously—beai 
preparing for it, or, more precisely, beat prepared for it. 'There is, 
in short, something in him which at a given moment was ready to 
issue in such a feeling; and this something, highly extraordinary 
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to rdate, is his essence and quality as a professor of history. Dr. 
Comdius, however, does not actually say this, even to himsdlf; he 
merely realizes it, at odd times, and smiles a private smile. He knows 
that history professors do. not love history because it is something 
that comes to pass, but only because iiiis something that has come 
to pass; that thw hate a revolution like the presoit one because 
they feel it is lawless, incoherent, irrele^nt — in a word, unhistoric; 
that their hearts belong to the coherent, disciplined, historic past. 
For the temper of timelessness, the temper of eternity — thus the 
scholar communes with himself when he takes his walk by the 
river before supper — that temper broods over the past; and it is a 
temper much better suited to the nervous system of a history pro- 
fessor than are the excesses of the present. The past is immortalized; 
that is to say, it is dead; and death is the root of all godliness and all 
abiding significance. Dr. Cornelius, walking alone in the dark, 
has a profound insight into this truth. It is this conservative in- 
stinct of his, his sense of the eternal, that has found in his love 
for his little daughter a way to save itself from the wounding 
inflicted by the times. For father love, and a little child on its 
mother’s breast — are not these timeless, and thus very, very holy 
and beautiful? Yet Cornelius, pondering there in the ^ark, descries 
something not perfectly right and good in his love. Theoretically, 
in the interests of science, he admits it to himself. There is some- 
thing ulterior abhut it, in the nature of it; that something is hos- 
tility, hostility against the history of today, which is still in the 
making and thus not history at all, in behalf of the genuine history 
that has already happened — that is to say, death. Yes, passing 
strange though all this is, yet it is true; true in a sense, that is. His 
devotion to this priceless little morsel of life and new growth has 
something to do with death, it clings to death as against life; and 
that is neither right nor beautiful — in a sense. Though only the 
most fanatical asceticism could be capable, on no other ground 
than such casual scientific perception, of tearing this purest and 
most precious of feelings out of his heart. 

He holds his darling on his lap and her slim rosy legs hang down. 
He raises his brows as he talks to her, tenderly, with a halAeasing 
note of respect, and listens enchanted to her high, sweet little voice 
calling him Abel. He exchanges a look with the motho*, who is 
caressing her Snapper and reading him a gentle lecture. He must 
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be more reasonable, he must learn self-control; today again, undo: 
the manifold exasperations of life, he has given way to rage and 
behaved like a howling dervish. Cornelius casts a mistrustful glance 
at the big folk now and then, too; he thinks it not unlikely they 
are not unaware of those Icientihc preoccupations of his evening 
walks. If such be the case they do not show it. They stand there 
leaning their arms on their chair-backs and with a benevolence not 
untinctured with irony look on at the parental happiness. 

The children's frocks are of a heavy, brick-red stuff, embroidered 
in modem “arty” style. They once belonged to Ingrid and Bert 
and are precisely alike, save that little knickers come out beneath 
Snapper’s smock. And both have their hair bobbed. Snapper’s is a 
streaky blond, inclined to turn dark. It is bristly and sticky and 
looks for all the world like a droll, badly fitting wig. But Ellie’s is 
chestnut brown, glossy and fine as silk, as pleasing as her whole 
little personality. It covers her ears — and these ears are not a pair, 
one of them being the right size, the other distinctly too large. Her 
father will sometimes uncover this little abnormality and exclaim 
over it as though he had never noticed if before, which both makes 
Ellie giggle and covers her with shame. Her eyes are now golden 
brown, set far apart and with sweet gleams in them — such a clear 
and lovely look ! The brows above are blonde; the nose stfll tm- 
formed, with thick nostrils and almost circular holes; the mouth 
large and expressive, with a beautifully arching and mobile upper 
lip. When she laughs, dimples come m her cheeks and she shows her 
teeth like loosely strung pearls. So far she has lost but one tooth, 
which her father gently twisted out with his handkerchief after it 
had grown very wobbling. During this small operation she had 
paled and trembled very much. Her cheeks have the softness proper 
to her years, but they are not chubby; indeed, they are rather con- 
cave, due to her facial structure, with its somewhat prominent jaw. 
On one, close to the soft fall of her hair, is a downy freckle. 

Ellie is not ^oo well pleased with her looks —a sign that already 
she troubles abwt such things. Sadly she thinks it is best to admit 
it once for all, her face is “homely”; though the rest of hw, “on 
the other hand,” is not bad at all. She loves expressions like “on 
the other hand”; they sound choice and grown-up to her, and she 
likes to string them together, one after the other: “very likely,” 
“probably,” “after all.” Snapper is self-critical too, though more 
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in the moral sphere : he suffers from remorse for his attacks of 
rage and considers himself a tremendous sinner. He is quite certain 
that heaven is not for such as h^ he is sure to go to "the bad place" 
when he dies, and no persuasions will convince him to the con* 
trary — ^as that God sees the heart and gladly makes allowances. 
Obstinately he shakes his head, with the comic, crooked little 
peruke, and vows there is no place for hfra in heaven. When he has 
a cold he is immediately quite choked with mucus; rattles and 
rumbles from top to toe if you even look at him; his temperature 
flies up at once and he simply puffs. Nursy is pessimistic on the 
score of his constitution: such fat-blooded children as he might 
get a stroke any minute. Once she even thought she saw the 
moment at hand : Snapper had been in one of his berserker rages, 
and in the ensuing fit of penitence stood himself in the corner with 
his back to the room. Suddenly Nursy noticed that his face had 
gone all blue, far bluer, even, than her own. She raised the alarm, 
crying out that the child’s all too rich blood had at length brought 
him to his final hour; and Snapper, to his vast astonishment, found 
himself, so far from being rebuked for evil-doing, encompassed in 
tenderness and anxiety — ^until it turned out that his colour was 
not caused by apoplexy but by the distempering on the niursery 
wall, which had come off on his tear-wet face. 

Nursy has come downstairs too, and stands by the door, sleek- 
haired, owl-eyed, with her hands folded over her white apron, and 
a severely dignified mariner born of her limited intelligence. She is 
very proud of the care and training she gives her nurslings and 
declares that they are “enveloping wonderfully.” She has had 
seventeen suppurated teeth lately removed from her jaws and been 
measured for a set of symmetrical yellow ones in dark rubber gums; 
these now embellish her peasant face. She is obsessed with the 
strange conviction that these teeth of hers are the subject of general 
conversation, that, as it were, the sparrows on the house-tops 
chatter of them. "Everybody knows I've had a false set put in," she 
will say; "there has been a great deal of foolish tak about them." 
She is much given to dark hints and veiled innuendo : speaks, for 
instance, of a certain Dr. Bleifuss, whom every child knows and 
"there are even some in the house who pretend to be him.” AU 
one can do with talk like this is charitably to pass it over in silence. 
But she teaches the children nursery rhymes : gems like : 
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“Puff, puff, here comes .the train ! 

Puff, puff, toot, toot. 

Away it goes again.” 

Or that gastronomical jip^e, so suited, in its sparseness, to the 
times, and yet seemingly with a blitheness of its own : 

"Monday we begin the week, 

Tuesday there's a bone to pick. 

Wednesday we’re half way through, 

Thursday what a great to-do ! 

Friday we eat what fish we’re able, 

Saturday we dance round the table. 

Sunday brings us pork and greens — 

Here’s a feast for kings and queens !" 

Also a certain four-line stanza with a romantic appeal, unutter- 
able and unuttered : 

“Open the gate, open the gate 
’And let the carriage drive in. 

Who is it in the carriage sits ? 

A lordly sir with golden hair.” 

Or, finally that ballad about golden-haired Marianne who sat on 
a, sat on a, sat on a stone, and combed out her, combed out her, 
combed out her hair; and about bloodthirsty Rudolph, who pulled 
out a, pulled out a, pulled out a knife — ^and his ensuing direful 
end. Elbe enunciates all these ballads charmingly, with her mobile 
little lips, and sings them in her sweet little voice — much better 
than Snapper. She does everything better than he does, and he 
pays her honest admiration and homage and obeys her in aU things 
except when visited by one of his attacks. Sometimes she teaches 
him, instructs ^him upon the birds in the picture-book and tdls him 
their j^roper nalnes : "This is a chaffinch, Buddy, this is a bullfinch, 
this is a cowfinch.” He has to repeat them after her. She gives 
him medical instruction too, teaches him the names of diseases, 
such as inflammation of the lungs, inflammation of the blood, in- 
flammation of the air. If he does not pay attention and cannot say 
the words after her, she stands him in the comer. Once .she even 
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boxed his ears, but was sp ashamed that she stood herself in the 
comer for a long time Yes, they are fast friends, two souls with 
but a single thought, and have all their adventures in common. 
They come home horn a walk and relate as with one voice that they 
have seen two moollies and a teaaty-weenty baby calf. They are 
on familiar terms with the kitchen, which consists of Xaver and 
the ladies Hinterhofer, two sisters once- of the lower middle dass 
who, in these evil days, are reduced to living "au pair" as the phrase 
goes and ofidating as cook and housemaid for their board and 
keep. The little ones have a feeling that Xaver and the Hinter- 
hofers are on much the same footing with their father and mother 
as they are themsdves. At least sometimes, when they have been 
scolded, they go downstairs and announce that the master and 
mistress are cross. But playing with the servants lacks charm com- 
pared with the joys of playing upstairs. The kitchen could never 
rise to the height of the games their father can invent. For instance, 
there is “four gentlemen taking a walk.” When they play it Abel 
will crook his knees until he is the same height with themselves 
and go walking with them, hand in hand. They never get enough 
of this sport; they could walk round and round the dining-room 
a whole day on end, five gentlemen in all, counting the diminished 
Abel. 

Then there is the thrilling cushion game. One of the children, 
usually EUie, seats herself, unbeknownst to Abel, in his seat at 
table. Still as a mouse she awaits his coming. He draws near with 
his head in the air, descanting in loud, clear tones upon the sur- 
passing comfort of his chair; and sits down on top of EUie. “What’s 
this, what’s this?” says he. And bounces about, deaf to the smoth- 
ered giggles exploding behind him. “Why have they put a cushion 
in my chair? And what a queer, hard, awkward-shaped cushion it 
is ! ” he goes on. “Frightfully uncomfortable to sit on ! ” And keeps 
pushing and bouncing about more and more on the astonishing 
cushion and clutching behind him into the rapturous giggling and 
squeaking, until at last he turns round, and the game ends 'with a 
magnificent climax of di»;overy and recognition. They might go 
through all this a hundred times without diminishing by an iota 
its power to thriU. 

■roday is no time for such joys. The imminent festivity disturbs 
the atmosphere, and besides there is work to be done, and, above 
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all, the eggs to be got. EUie has just tim^ to recite "Puff, puff,” and 
Cornelius to discover that her ears are not mates, when they are 
interrupted by the arrival of Danny, come to fetch Bert and Ingrid. 
Xaver, meantime, has exchanged his striped livery for an ordinary 
coat, in which he looks raMier rough-and-ready, though as brisk 
and attractive as ever. So then Niursy and the children ascend to the 
upper regions, the Professor with^aws to his study to read, as 
always after dinner, and his wife bends her energies upon the 
sandwiches and salad that must be prepared. And she has another 
errand as well. Before the young people arrive she has to take her 
shopping-basket and dash into town on her bicycle, to turn into 
provisions a sum of money she has in hand, which she dares not 
keep lest it lose all value. 

Cornelius reads, leaning back in his chair, with his cigar between 
his middle and index fingers. First he reads Macaulay on the origin 
of the English public debt at the end of the seventeenth century; 
then an article in a French periodical on the rapid increase in the 
Spanish debt towards the end of the sixteenth. Both these for his 
lecture on the morrow. He intends to compare the astonishing 
prosperity which accompanied the phenomenon in England with 
its fatal effects a hundred years earlier in Spain, and to analyse the 
ethical and psychological grounds of the difference in results. For 
that will give him a chance to refer back from the England of 
William III, which is the actual subject iq hand, to the time of 
Philip II and the Counter-Reformation, which is his own special 
field. He has already written a valuable work on this period; it is 
much cited and got him his professorship. While his cigar bums 
down and gets strong, he excogitates a few pensive sentences in a 
key of gentle melancholy, to be delivered before his class next day : 
about the practically hopeless struggle carried on by the belated 
Philip against the whole trend of history : against the new, the 
kingdom-disrupting power of the Germanic ideal of freedom and 
individual liber^. And about the persistent, f’Mile stmggle of the 
aristocAcy, condemned by God and rejected of man, against the 
forces of progress and change. He savours his sentence; keeps on 
polishing them while he puts back the books he has been using; 
then goes upstairs for the usual pause in his day’s work, the hour 
with drawn blinds and closed eyes, which he so imperatively needs. 
But today, he recalls, he will rest under disturbed conditions, amid 
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the bustle of preparations for the feast. He smiles to find his heart 
giving a mild flutter at the thought. Disjointed phrases on the 
theme of black-dad Philip and his times mingle with a confused 
consdousness that they Will soon be dancing down bdow. For five 
minutes or so he falls asleep. 

As he lies and rests he can hear the sound of the garden gate and 
the repeated ringing at the bell. Ea<% time a little pang goes 
through him, of exdtement and suspoise, at the thought that the 
young people have begun to fill the floor below. And each time 
he smiles at himself again — though even his smile is slightly ner- 
vous, is tinged with the pleasurable anticipations people always 
feel before a party. At half past four — it is already dark — he gets 
up and washes at the wash-stand. The basin has been out of repair 
for two years. It is supposed to tip, but has broken away from its 
socket on one side and cannot be mended because there is nobody 
to mend it; neither replaced because no shop can supply another. 
So it has to be hung up above the vent and emptied by lifting in 
both hands and pouring out the water. Cornelius shakes his head 
over this basin, as he does several times a day — whenever, in fact, 
he has occasion to use it. He finishes his toilet with care, standing 
under the ceiling light to polish his glasses till they shine. Then 
he goes downstairs. 

On his way to the dining-room he hears the gramophone already 
going, and the sound of voices. He puts on a polite, society air; 
at his tongue's end is the phrase he means to utter : "Pray don’t let 
me distiurb you,” as he passes directly into the dining-room for his 
tea. "Pray don’t let me disturb you” —it seems to him precisely the 
mot juste; towards the guests cordial and considerate, for himself a 
very bulwark. 

The lower floor is lighted up, all the bulbs in the chandelier are 
burning save one that has burned out. Cornelius pauses on a lower 
step and surveys the entrance hall. It looks pleasant and cosy in the 
bright light, with its copy of Marees over tl^ .brick chimney- 
piece, its wainscoted walls — wainscoted in soft wood — and red- 
carpeted floor, where the guests stand in groups, chatting, each 
with his tea-cup and slice of bread-and-butter spread with anchovy 
paste. There is a festal haze, faint scents of hair and clothing and 
human breath come to him aaoss the room, it is all characteristic 
and familiar and highly evcKative. The door into the 
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dressing-room is 0|>en, guests are still arriving. 

A large group of people is rather bewildering at first sight. The 
Professor takes in only the general scene. He does not see Ingrid, 
who is standing just at the foot of the*steps, in a dark silk frock 
with a pleated collar falling softly ova- the shoulders, and bare 
arms. She smiles up at him, nodding and showing her lovely teeth. 

“Rested?" she asks, for his private ear. With a quite unwar- 
ranted start he recognizes her, and she presents some of her friends. 

“May I introduce Herr Zuber?” she says. “And this is Fraulein 
Plaichinger.” 

Herr Zuber is insignificant. But Fraulein Plaichinger is a perfect 
Germania, blonde and voluptuous, arrayed in floating draperies. 
She has a snub nose, and answers the Professor’s salutation in the 
high, shrill pipe so many stout women have. 

“Delighted to meet you,’’ he says. “How nice of you to come ! 
A classmate of Ingrid’s, I suppose?’’ 

And Herr Zuber is a golfing partner of Ingrid's. He is in busi- 
ness; he works in his uncle’s brewery. Cornelius makes a few jokes 
about the thinness of the beer and professes to believe that Herr 
Zuber could easily'do something about the quality if he would. 
“But pray don’t let me disturb you,’’ he goes on, and turns towards 
the dining-room. 

“There comes Max,” says Ingrid. “Max, you sweep, what do you 
mean by rolling up at this time of dry?” For such is the way they 
talk to each other, offensively to an older ‘ear; of social forms, of 
hospitable warmth, there is no faintest trace. They all call each 
other by their first names. 

A young man comes up to them out of the dressing-room and 
makes his bow; he has an expanse of white shirt-front and a httle 
black string tie. He is as pretty as a picture, dark, with rosy cheeks, 
clean-shaven of course, but with just a sketch of side-whisker. Not 
a ridiculous or flashy beauty, not like a gypsy fiddler, but just 
charming to look at, in a winning, well-br^ way, with kind dark 
eyes. He even vpftrs his dinner-jacket a little awkwardly. 

“Please don’t scold me, Cornelia,” he says; “it’s the idiotic lec- 
tures.” And Ingrid presaits him to her father as Herr Heigesell. 

Well, arid so this is Herr Hergesell. He knows his mann«s, does 
Herr Hergesell, and thanks the master of the house quite ingra- 
tiaimgly for his invitation as they shake hands, “I certainly sewn 
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to have missed the bus,” says he jocosely. “Of course I have lectures 
today up to four o'clodk; I would have; and aftor that I had to go 
home to change.” Then he talks about his pumps, with which 
he has just been struggling in the dressing-room. 

“I brought than with me in a bag,V he goes on. "Mustn’t tramp 
all ova: the carpet in our brogues — ^it's not done. Well, I was ass 
enough not to fetch along a shoe-hor^, and I find I simply can’t 
get in ! What a sell ! They are the tightest I've ever had, the num- 
bers don’t tell you a thing, and all the leather today is just cast 
iron. It’s not leather at all. My poor finger” — ^he confidingly dis- 
plays a reddened digit and once more characterizes the whole thing 
as a “sell,” and a putrid sell into the bargain. He really does talk 
just as Ingrid said he did, with a peculiar nasal drawl, not affectedly 
in the least, but merely because that is the way of all the Hergesells. 

Dr. Cornelius says it is very careless of them not to keep a shoe- 
horn in the cloak-room and displays proper sympathy with the 
mangled finger. “But now you really must not let me distiub you 
any longer,” he goes on. “Auf wiedersehen !” And he aosses the 
hall into the dining-room. 

Thae are guests there too, drinking tea; the family table is pulled 
out. But the Professor goes at once to his own little upholstered 
corner with the electric light bulb above it — the nook where he 
usually drinks his tea. His wife is sitting there talking with Bert 
and two other young men, one of them Herzl, whom Corndius 
knows and greets; the other a typical “Wandervogel” named 
Moller, a youth who obviously neither owns nor cares to own the 
conect evening dress of the middle classes (in fact, there is no such 
thing any more), nor to ape the manners of a gentleman (and, in 
fact, there is no such thing any more eitha). He has a wilderness of 
hair, horn spectacles, and a long neck, and wears golf stockings 
and a belted blouse. His regular occupation, the Professor learns, 
is banking, but he is by way of being an amateur folk-lorist and 
collects folk-songs from all localities and in all langjiages. He sings 
them, too, and at Ingrid’s command has brouglTf his guitar; it is 
hanging in the dressing-room in an oilcloth case. Herzl, the actor, is 
small and slight, but he has a strong growth of black beard, as you 
can tell by the thick coat of powder on his cheeks. His eyes are 
larger than life, with a deep and melancholy glow. He has put on 
rouge besides the powder — those dull carmine high-lights on the 
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cheeks can be nothing but a cosmetic '‘Queer,” thinks the Pro- 
fessor. “You would think a man would be one thing or the other— 
not melancholic and use face paint at the same time. It’s a psy- 
chological contradiction. How can a melancholy man rouge? But 
here we have a perfect illusttation of tihe abnormality of die artist 
soul-form. It can make possible a contradiction like this — ^perhaps it 
even consists in the contradiction. All very interesting — and no 
reason whatever for not being polite to him. Politeness is a primi- 
tive convKition — ^and legitimate. ... Do take some lemon, Herr 
Hofschauspieler !” 

Court actors and court theatres — there are no such things any 
more, really. But Herzl relishes the sound of the title, notwith- 
standing he is a revolutionary arist. This must be another con- 
tradiction inherent in his soul-form; so, at least, the Professor 
assumes, and he is probably right. The flattery he is guilty of is a 
sort of atonement for his previous hard thoughts about the rouge. 

“Thank you so much — it's really too good of you, sir,” says 
Herzl, quite embarrassed. He is so overcome that he almost stam- 
mers; only his perfect enunciation saves him. His whole bearing 
towards his hostess and the master of the house is exaggeratedly 
polite. It is almost as though he had a bad conscience in respect of 
his rouge; as though an inward compulsion had driven him to put 
it on, but now, seeing it through the Professor’s eyes, he disapproves 
of it himself, and thinks, by an air of humility toward the whole of 
unrouged society, to mitigate its eff.ct. 

They drink their tea and chat: about Moller’s folk-songs, about 
Basque folk-songs and Spanish folk-songs; f»’om which they pass 
to the new production of Don Carlos at the Stadttheater, in which 
Herzl plays the title-role. He talks about his own rendering of the 
part and says he hopes his conception of the character has unity. 
They go on to criticize the rest of the cast, the setting, and the 
production as a whole; and Cornelius is struck, rather painfully, to 
find the conversation trending towards his own special province, 
back to'Spain stff the Counter-Reformation. He has done nothing 
at all to give it this turn, he is perfectly innocent, and hopes it does 
not look as though he had sought an occasion to play the professor. 
He wonders, and falls silent, feeling relieved when the little folk 
come up to the table. Elbe and Snapper have on their blue vdvet 
Sunday frocks; they are permitted to partake in the festivities up 
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to bed-time. They look shy and large-eyed as they say how-do- 
you-do to the strangers and, und^ pressure, repeat their names 
and ages. Hm Moller does nothing but gaze at them solemnly, but 
Herzl is simply ravished: He rolls his eyes up to heaven and puts 
his hands over his mouth; he positively blesses them. It all, 
no doubt, comes from his heart, but he is so addicted to theatri- 
cal methods of making an impressid^ and getting an effect that 
both words and behaviour ring frightfully false. And even his oi- 
thusiasm for the little folk looks too much like part of his general 
craving to make up for the rouge on his cheeks. 

The tea-table has meanwhile emptied of guests, and dancing is 
going on in the hall. The children run off, the Professor prepares 
to retire. "Go and enjoy yourselves,” he says to Moller and Herzl, 
who have sprung from their chairs as he rises from his. They shake 
hands and he withdraws into his study, his peaceful kingdom, 
where he lets down the blinds, turns on the desk lamp, and sits 
down to his work. 

It is work which can be done, if necessary, under disturbed con- 
ditions : nothing but a few letters and a few notes. Of tourse, Cor- 
nelius’s mind wanders. Vague impressions float through it: Herr 
Hergesell's refractory pumps, the high pipe in that pliunp body 
of the Plaichinger female. As he writes, or leans back in his chair 
and stares into space, his thoughts go back to Herr MoUer’s collec- 
tion of Basque folk-songs, to Herzl’s posings and humility, to 
"his” Carlos and the court of Philip II. There is something strange, 
he thinks, about conversations, they are so ductile, they will flow 
of their own accord in the direction of one’s dominating interest. 
Often and often he has seen this happen. And while he is thinking, 
he is listening to the sounds next door — rather subdued, he finds 
them. He hears only voices, no sound of footsteps. The dancers do 
not glide or circle round the room; they merely walk about over the 
carpet, which does not hamper their movements in the least. Their 
way of holding each other is quite different and strange, and they 
move to the strains of the gramophone, to the wbird music of the 
new world. He concentrates on the music and makes out that it is 
a jazz-band record, with various percussion instruments and the 
clack and clatter of castanets, which, however, are not even faintly 
suggestive of Spain, but merely jazz like the rest. No, not Spain. . . . 
His thoughts are back at their old round. 
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Half an hour goes by. It occurs to him it would be no more than 
friendly to go and contribute a box of cigarettes to the festivities 
next door. Too bad to ask the young people to smoke their own — 
though they have probably never thought of it. He goes into die 
empty dining-room and tak^ a box from his supply in the cup- 
board : not the best ones, nor yet the brand he himself prefers, but 
a certain long, thin kind he is not averse to getting rid of — after 
all, they are nothing but youngsters. He takes the box into the 
hall, holds it up with a smile, and deposits it on the mantel-shelf. 
After which he gives a look round and returns to his own room. 

There comes a lull in dance and music. The guests stand about 
the room in groups or round the table at the window or are seated 
in .1 circle by the fireplace. Even the built-in stairs, with their worn 
velvet carpet, are crowded with young folk as in an amphitheatre : 
Max Hergesell is there, leaning back with one elbow on the stOT 
above and gesticulating with his free hand as he talks to the shrill, 
voluptuous Plaichinger. The floor of the hall is nearly empty, save 
just in the centre: there, directly beneath the chandelier, the two 
little ones in their blue velvet frocks clutch each other in an awk- 
ward embrace and twirl silently round and round, oblivious of all 
else. Conielius, as he passes, strokes their hair, with a friendly 
word; it does not distract them from their small solemn preoccupa- 
tion. But at his own door he turns to glance round and sees young 
Hergesell push himself off the stair by his elbow — ^probably because 
he noticed the Professor. He comes down intfi the arena, takes Ellie 
out of her brother’s arms, and dances with her himself. It looks 
very comic, without the music, and he crouches down just as Cor- 
nelius docs when he gee's walking with the four gentlemen, hold- 
ing the fluttered Ellie as though .she were grown up and taking 
little “shimmying” steps. Everybody watches with huge enjoyment, 
the gramophone is put on again, dancing becomes general. 'The 
Professor stands and looks, with his hand on the door-knob. He nods 
and laughs; when he finally shuts himself into his study the 
mechanical smiltftfill lingers on his lips. 

Again he turns over pages by his desk lamp, takes notes, attends 
to a lew simple matters. After a while he notices that the guests 
have forsaken the entrance hall for his wife's drawing-room, into 
which there is a door from his own study as well. He hears their 
voices and the sounds of a guitar being tuned. Herr Mdller, it 
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seems, is to sing — and does so. He twangs the strings of his instru- 
ment and sings in a powerful bass a ballad in a strange tongue, 
possibly Swedish. The Professor does not succeed in identifying 
it, though he listens attentively to the end, after which there is 
great applause. The sound is deadenffd by the portiere that hangs 
over the dividing door. The young bank-clerk begins another song. 
Cornelius goes softly in. 

It is half-dark in the drawing-room; the only light is from the 
shaded standard lamp, beneath which Moller sits, on the divan, 
with his legs crossed, picking his strings. His audience is grouped 
easily about; as there are not enough seats, some stand, and more, 
among them many young ladies, are simply sitting on the floor 
with their hands clasped round their knees or even with their legs 
stretched out before them. Hergesell sits thus, in his dinner jacket, 
next the piano, with Fraulein Plaichinger beside him. Frau Corne- 
lius is holding both children on her lap as she sits in her easy-chatr 
opposite the singer. Snapper, the Boeotian, begins to talk loud and 
clear in the middle of the song and has to be intimidated with bush- 
ings and finger-shakings. Never, never would Ellie aflow herself 
to be guilty of such conduct. She sits there daintily erect and still 
on her mother’s knee. The Professor tries to catch her eye and 
exchange a private signal with his little girl; but she does not see 
him. Neither does she seem to be looking at the singer. Her gaze 
is directed lower down. 

Moller sings the "joli tambour” ; 

"Sire, mon roi, donnez-moi votrc 
fiUe~" 

They are all enchanted. "How good!” Hergesell is heard to 
say, in the odd, nasally condescending Hergesell tone. The next 
one is a beggar ballad, to a tune composed by young Moller him- 
self; it elicits a storm of applause : 

"Gypsy lassie a-goin’ to the fair. 

Huzza ! 

Gypsy laddie a-goin’ to be 
there — 

Huzza, diddlety urapty dido ! ” 
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Laughter and high spirits, sheer reddess hilarity, reign after this 
jovial ballad. “Frightfully goodl” Hergesell comments again, as 
before. Follows another popular song, this time a Hungarian one; 
MoUer sings it in its own outlandish tongue, and most effectively. 
The Professor applauds with ostentation. It warms his heart and 
does him good, this outcropping of artistic, historic and cultural 
elements aU amongst the shimmying. He goes up to yoimg Moller 
and congratulates him, talks about the songs and their sources, and 
Moller promises to lend him a certain annotated book of folk- 
songs. Cornelius is the more cordial because all the time, as fathers 
do, he has been comparing the parts and achievements of this young 
stranger with those of his own son, and being gnawed by envy and 
chagrin. This young Moller, he is thinking, is a capable bank-derk 
(though about Moller’s capacity he knows nothing whatever) 
and has this special gift besides, which must have taken talent and 
energy to cultivate. “And here is my poor Bert, who knows noth- 
ing aud can do nothing and thinks of nothing except playing the 
flown, without even talent for that !’' He tries to be just; he tdls 
himself that, after all, Bert has innate refinement; that probably 
there is a good deal* more to him than there is to the successful 
Moller; that perhaps he has even something of the poet in him, 
and his dancing and table-waiting are due to mere boyish folly and 
the distraught times. But paternal envy and pessimism win the 
upper hand; when Moller begins another song, Dr. Cornelius goes 
back to his room. 

He works as before, with divided attention, at this and that, 
while it gets on for seven o’clock. Then he remembers a letter he 
may just as well write, a short letter and not very important, but 
let ter- writing is wonderful for the way it takes up the time, and it 
is almost half past when he has finished. At half past eight the 
Italian salad will be served; so now is the prescribe moment for 
the Professor to go out into the wintry darkness to post his letters 
and take his d^ily quantum of fresh air and exercise. They are 
dancing 'again, afid he will have to pass through the hall to get his 
hat and coat; but they are used to him now, he need not stop and 
beg them not to be msturbed. He lays away his papers, takes up 
the letters he has written, and goes out. But he sees his wife sitting 
nrar the door of his room and pauses a little by her easy-chair. 

She is watching the dancing. Now and then the big folic or some 
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of their guests stop to speak to her; the party is at its hdght, and 
there are more onlookers than these tviro : blue-faced Ann is stand- 
ing at the bottom of the stairs, in all the dignity of her limitations. 
She is waiting for the children, who simply cannot get their fill 
of these unwonted festivities, and watching over Snapper, lest his 
all too rich blood be churned to the danger-point by too much 
twirling round. And not only the nur^ry but the kitchen takes an 
interest : Xaver and the two ladies Hinterhofer are standing by the 
pantry door looking on with relish. Fraulein Walburga, (he elder 
of the two sunken sisters (the culinary section — she objects to being 
called a cook), is a whimsical, good-natured sort, brown-eyed, wear- 
ing glasses with thick circular lenses; the nose-piece is wound with 
a bit of rag to keep it from pressing on her nose. Fraulein Cecilia 
is younger, though not so precisely young either. Her bearing is 
as self-assertive as usual, this being her way of sustaining her 
dignity as a former member of the middle class. For Fraulein Cecilia 
feds acutely her descent into the ranks of domestic service. She 
pasitivdy dedines to wear a cap or other badge of servitude, and 
her hardest trial is on the Wednesday evening when ^he has to 
serve the dinner while Xaver has his afternodu out. She hands the 
dishes with averted face and devated nose — a fallen queen; and so 
distressing is it to behold her degradation that one evening when 
the little folk happened to be at table and saw her they both with 
one accord burst into tears. Such anguish is unknown to young 
Xaver. He enjoys serving and does it with an ease born of practice 
as well as talent, for he was once a “piccolo.” But otherwise he is a 
thorough-paced good-for-nothing and windbag — with quite dis- 
tinct traits of character of his own, as his long-suffering employers 
are always ready to concede, but perfectly impossible and a bag of 
wind for all that. One must just tike him as he is, they think, and 
not expect figs from thistles. He is the child and product of the 
disrupted times, a perfect specimen of his generation, follower of 
the revolution, Bolshevist sympathizer. The Prof^.sor’s name for 
him is the “minute-man,” because he is always fh'be counled on in 
any sudden crisis, if only it address his sense of humour or love of 
novelty, and will display therein amazing readiness and resource. 
But he utterly lacks a sense of duty and can as little be trained to the 
performance of the daily round and common task as some kinds of 
dog can be taught to jump over a stick. It goes so plainly against 
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the grain that criticism is disarmed. One becomes resigned. Chi 
grounds that appeal^ to him as tmusual and amusing he would be 
ready to turn out of his bed at any hour of the night. But he 
simply cannot get up before eight in the morning, he cannot do it, 
he will not jump over the slick. Yet all day long the evidence of 
this free and untrammelled existence, the sound of his mouth- 
organ, his joyous whistle, or his raucous but expressive voice lifted 
in song, rises to the hearing of the world above-stairs; and the 
smoke of his cigarettes fills the pantry. While the Hinterhofer 
ladies work he stands and looks on. Of a morning while the Pro- 
fessor is breakfasting, he tears the leaf off the study calendar — ^but 
does not lift a finger to dust the room. Dr. Cornelius has often told 
him to leave the calendar alone, for he tends to tear off two leaves 
at a time and thus to add to the general confusion. But young Xavar 
appears to find joy in this activity, and will not be deprived 
of it. 

Again, he is fond of children, a winning trait. He will throw 
himself into games with the little folk in the garden, make and 
mend their toys with great ingenuity, even read aloud from their 
books — and very droll it sounds in his thick-lipped pronunciation. 
With his whole soul he loves the cmema; after an evening spent 
there he inclines to melancholy and yearning and talking to him- 
self. Vague hopes stir in him that some day he may make hfe for- 
tune in that gay world and belong to it by lights — hopes based on 
his shock of hair and his physical agility and daring. He likes to 
climb the ash tree in the front garden, mounting branch by branch 
to the very top and frightening everybody to death who sees him. 
Once there he lights a cigarette and smokes it as he sways to and 
fro, keeping a look-out for a cinema director who might chance to 
come along and engage him. 

If he changed his striped jacket tor mufti, he might easily dance 
with the otners and no one would notice the difference. For the big 
folk’s friends atj rather anomalous in their clothing : evening dress 
is worn by a fe^, out it is by no means the rule. There is quite a 
sprinkling of guests, both male and female, in the same general 
style as Moller the ballad-singer. The Professor is familiar with the 
circumstances of most of this young generation he is watching as 
he stands beside his wife’s chair: he has heard them spoken of by 
name. They .ire students at the high school or at the School of 
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Applied Art; they lead, at least Ac masadine portion, that pre- 
carious and scranwling existence whidi is purely Ae product of Ae 
time. There is a tall, pale, spindling youA, the son of a dentist, 
who lives by speculation.* From all Ae Professor hears, he is a per- 
fect Aladdin. He keeps a car, treats his friends to champagne sup- 
pers, and showers presents upon them\on every occasion, costly 
little trifles in mother-of-pearl and gold. So today he has brought 
gifts to the yoimg givers of the feast : for Bert a gold lead-pencil, 
and for Ingrid a pair of ear-rings of barbaric size, great gold cirdets 
that fortunately do not have to go through Ae little ear-lobe, but 
are fastened over it by means of a clip. The big folk come laughing 
to their parents to display these trophies; and Ae parents shake 
their heads even while they admire — Aladdin bowing over and 
over from afar. 

The young people appear to be absorbed in their dancing — if 
the performance Aey are carrying out with so much still concen- 
tration can be called dancing. Th^ stride across the carpet, slowly, 
according to some unfathomable prescript, strangdy embraced; in 
the newest attitude, tununy advanced and shodders high, wag- 
gling the hips. They do not get tired, because nobody could. There 
is no such thing as heightened colour or heaving bosoms. Two 
girls may dance togetha or two young men— it is all the same. 
They move to the exotic strains of the gramophone, played wiA 
Ae loudest needles to procure the maximum of sound; shimmies, 
foxtrots, one-steps, double foxes, African shimmies, Java dances, 
and Creole polkas, the wild musky melodies follow one another, 
now furious, now languishing, a monotonous Negro programme 
in unfamiliar rhythm, to a clacking, clashing, and strumming 
orchestral accompaniment. 

“What is that record?” Cornelius inquires of Ingrid, as she 
passes him by in the arms of the pale young speculator, with refer- 
ence to the piece then playing, wliose alternate languors and furies 
he finds comparatively pleasing and shovnng a ^din recourceful- 
ness in detail 

“Prince of Pappenheim: ‘Console thee, dearest child,'" she 
answers, and smiles pleasantly back at him with her white teeth. 

The cigarette smoke wreathes beneath Ae dianddicr. The air is 
blue with a festal haze compact of sweet and thrilling ingredients 
that stir the blood with memories of green-sick pains and are par- 
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ticularly poignant to those whose youth — ^like the Professor's own 
— ^has bera over-sensitive. . . . The little folk are still on the floor. 
They are allowed to stop up until eight, so great is their delight 
in the party. The guests have got used to their presence; in their 
own way, they have their place in the doings of the evening. They 
have separated, anyhow : Snapper revolves all alone in the middle 
of the carpet, in his little blue velvet smock, while Ellie is running 
after one of the dancing couples, trying to hold the man fast by 
his coat. It is Max Hergesell and Friiulein Plaichinger. They dance 
well, it is a pleasure to watch them. One has to admit that these mad 
modern dances, when the right people dance them, are not so bad 
after all — they have something quite taking. Young Hergesell is a 
capital leader, dances according to rule, yet with individuality. So 
it looks. With what aplomb can he walk backwards — when space 
permits ! And he knows how to be graceful standing still in a 
crowd. And his partner supports him well, being unsuspectedly 
lithe and buoyant, as fat people often are. They look at each otha, 
they are talking, paying no need to Ellie, though others are smiling 
to sec the child’s p^sistence. Dr. Cornelius tries to catch up his 
little sweetheart as she passes and draw her to him. But Ellie eludes 
him, almost peevishly; her dear Abel is nothing to her now. She 
braces her little arms against his chest and turns her face away with 
a persecuted look. Then escapes to follow her fancy once more. 

The Professor feels an ii voluntary twinge. Uppermost in his 
heart is hatred for this party, with its power to intoxicate and 
estrange his darling child. His love for her — that not quite dis- 
interested, not quite unexceptionable love of his — is easily wounded. 
He wears a mechanical smile, but his eyes have clouded, and he 
stares fixedly at a point in the carpet, between the dancers’ feet. 

“The children ought to go to bed,” he tells his wife. But she 
pleads for another quarter of an hour; she has promised already, 
and they do love it so ! He smiles again and shakes his head, stan^ 
so a mo^nt aM ^cn goes across to the cloak-room, which is full 
of coats and h^s and scarves and overshoes. He has trouble in 
rummaging out his own coat, and Max Hergesell comes out of the 
hall, wiping his brow. 

“Going out, sir?” he asks, in Hergesellian accents, dutifully 
helping the older man on with his coat. “Silly business this, with 
my pumps,” he says. “They pinch like hell. Tne brutes arc simply 
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too tight for me, quite apart from the bad leather. They press just 
here on the ball of my great toe'* — ^he stands on one foot and holds 
the other in his hand — “it’s simply unbearable. There's nothing 
for it but to take them otf ; my brogues will have to do the busi- 
ness. . . . Oh, let me help you, sir." 

“Thanks,” says Corndius. “Don't trouble. Get rid of yotur own 

tormentors Oh, thanks very mucli[ ! ” For Hergesell has gone on 

one knee to snap the fasteners of his snow-boots. 

Once more the Professor expresses his gratitude; he is pleased 
and touched by so much sincere respect and youthful readiness 
to serve. “Go and enjoy yourself,” he counsds. “Change your 
shoes and make up for what you have been suffering. Nobody can 
dance in shoes that pinch. Good-bye, I must be off to get a breath 
of fresh air.” 

"I’m going to dance with Ellie now,” calls Hergesell after him. 
“She’ll be a first-rate dancer when she grows up, and that I’ll swear 
to.” 

“Think so?” Cornelius answers, already half out. "Well, you 
are a connoisseur. I’m sure. Don’t get curvature of thfe spine with 
stooping.” 

He nods again and goes. “Fine lad,” he thinks as he shuts the 
door. “Student of engineering. Knows what he’s bound for, got a 
good dear head, and so well set up and pleasant too.” And again 
paternal envy rises as Jie compares his poor Bert’s status with this 
young man’s, which he puts in the rosiest light that his son’s may 
look the darker. Thus he sets out on his evening walk. 

He goes up the avenue, crosses the bridge, and walks along the 
bank on the other side as far as the next bridge but one. The air is 
wet and cold, with a little snow now and then. He turns up his 
coat-collar and slips the crook of his cane over the arm behind his 
back. Now and then he ventilates his lungs with a long deep breath 
of the night air. As usual when he wal^, his mind reverts to his 
professional preoccupations, he thinks about his hicturei;^and the 
things he means to say to-morrow about Philip s struggle against 
the Germanic revolution, things steeped in melancholy and pene- 
tratingly just. Above all just, he thinks. For in one's dealings with 
the young it bdioves one to display the scientific spirit, to exhibit 
the principles of enlightenment — ^not only for purposes of mental 
discipline, but on the human and individual side, in order hot to 
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wound them or indirectly offend their political sensibilities; parti* 
cularly in these days, when there is so much tinder in the air, 
opinions are so frightfully split up and chaotic, and you may so 
easily incur attacks from one party or the other, or even give rise 
to scandal, by taking sides oft a point of history. “And taking sides 
is unhistoric anyhow,” so he muses. “Only justice, only impar- 
tiality is historic.” And could not, properly considered, be other- 
wise. . . . For justice can have nothing of youthful fire and blithe, 
fresh, loyal conviction. It is by nature melancholy. And, being so, 
has secret affinity with the lost cause and the forlorn hope rather 
than with the fresh and blithe and loyal — ^perhaps this affinity is 
its very essence and without it it would not exist at all ! ... “And 
is there then no such thing as justice?” the Professor asks himself, 
and ponders the question so deeply that he absently posts his letters 
in the next box and tunis round to go home. This thought of his 
is unsettling and disturbing to the scientific mind — ^but is it not 
after all itself scientific, psychological, conscientious, and there- 
fore be accepted without prejudice, no matter how upsetting? In 
the midst of which musings Dr. Cornelius finds himself back at his 
own door. 

On the outer threshold stands Xa\er, and seems to be looking 
for him. 

“Herr Professor.” says Xaver, tossing back his hair, “go upstairs 
to Ellie straight off. She’s in a bad way.” 

“What’s the matter?” asks Cornelius in alarm. “Is she iU?” 

"No-o, not to say ill,” answers Xaver. "She’s just in a bad way 
and crying fit to bust her little heart. It’s along o’ that chap with 
the shirt-front that danced with her — Herr Hergesell. She couldn't 
be got to go upstairs peaceably, not at no price at all, and she’s 
b’en crying bucketfuls.” 

“Nonsense,” says the Professor, who has entered and is tossing 
off his things in the cloak-room. He says no more; opens the glass 
door and^with^t g glance at the guests turns swiftly to the stairs. 
Takes them two at a time, crosses the upper hall and the small room 
leading into the nursery. Xaver follows at his heels, but stops at 
the nursery door. 

A bright hght still bums within, showing the gay frieze that 
nms aU round the room, the large row of shelves heaped with a 
''onfusion of toys, the rocking-horse on his swaying platform, with 
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red-vari^hed nostrils and raised hoofs. On the linoleum lie other 
toys— building blodcs, railway trains, a little trumpet The two 
white cribs stand not far apart, £llie’s in the window comer. Snap- 
per’s out in the room. ^ 

Snapper is asleep. He has said his p,:ayers in loud, ringing tones, 
prompted by Nurse, and gone off at once into vehement, profound, 
and rosy slumb^ — ^from which a caknon-ball fired at dose range 
could not rouse him. He lies with both fists flimg back on the 
pillows on either side of the tousled head with its funny crooked 
little slumber-tossed wig. 

A circle of females surrounds Elbe’s bed : not only blue-faced 
Ann is there, but the Hinterhofer ladies too, talking to each other 
and to her. They make way as the Professor comes up and reveal 
the child sitting all pale among her pillows, sobbing and weeping 
more bitterly than he has ever seen her sob and weep in her life. 
Her lovely little hands lie on the coverlet in front of her, the night- 
gown with its narrow lace border has slipped down from her 
shoulder — ^such a thin, birdlike little shoulder — ^and the sweet head 
Cornelius loves so well, set on the neck like a flower o^ its stalk, her 
head is on one side, with the eyes rolled up to the corner between 
wall and ceiling above her head. For there she seems to envisage 
the anguish of her heart and even to nod to it — either on purpose 
or because her head wobbles as her body is shaken with the violence 
of her sobs. Her eye^ rain down tears. The bow-shaped lips are 
parted, like a little mater dolorosa’s and from them issue long, 
low wails that in nothing resemble the unnecessary and exasperat- 
ing shrieks of a naughty child, but rise from the deep extremity 
of her heart and wake in the Professor's own a sympathy that is 
well-nigh intolerable. He has never seen his darling so before. His 
feelings find immediate vent in an attack on the ladies Hinter- 
hofo*. 

“What about the supper?” he asks sharply. “There must be a 
great deal to do. Is my wife being left to do it aloneT ” s 

For the acute sensibiUties of the former middle class this is quite 
enough. The ladies withdraw in righteous indignation, and Xaver 
Kleingutl jeers at them as they pass out. Having been bom to low 
life instead of achieving it, he never los^s a chance to mock at their 
fallen state. 

"Childie, childie,” murmurs Cornelius, and sitting down by the 
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crib enfolds the anguished Ellie in his arms. "What is the trouble 
with my darling?*' 

She b^ews his face with her tears. 

"Abd . . . Abel . . ." she stammers between sobs. "WTiy — ^isn't 
Max— my brother? Max ought to be— my brother!” 

Alas, alas ! What mischance is this? Is this what the party has 
wrought, with its fatal atmosphere? Cornelius glances helplessly 
up at blue-faced Ann standing there in all the dignity of her limi- 
tations with her hands before her on her apron. She purses up her 
mouth and makes a long face. "It’s pretty young,” she says, "for 
the female instincts to be showing up.” 

"Hold your tongue,” snaps Cornelius, in his agony. He has this 
much to be thankful for, that Ellie does not turn from him now; 
she does not push him away as she did downstairs, but clings to 
him in her need, while she reiterates her absurd, bewildered prayer 
that Max might be her brother, or with a fresh burst of desire de- 
mands to be taken downstairs so that he can dance with her again. 
But Max, of course, is dancing with Fraulein Plaichinger, drat 
behemoth who is his rightful partner and has every claim upon him; 
whereas Ellie— never, thinks the Professor, his heart tom with 
the violence of his pity, never has she looked so tiny and birdlike 
as now, when she nestles to him shaken with sobs and all unaware 
of what is happening in her little soul. No, she does not know. 
She does not comprehend that her suffering js on account of Frau- 
lein Plaichinger, fat, overgrown, and utterly within her rights in 
dancing with Max Hergesell, whereas EDie may only do it once, 
by way of a joke, although she is incomparably the more charming 
of the two. Yet it would be quite mad to reproach young Hergesdl 
with the state of affairs or to make fantastic demands upon him. 
No, Ellie’s suffering is without help or healing and must be covered 
up. Yet just as it is without understanding, so it is also without re- 
straint — and that is what makes it so horribly painful. Xaver and 
blue-faced,, Ann do not feel this pain, it does not affect them — 
either because of^ative callousness or because they accept it as the 
way of nature. But the Professor’s fatherly heart is quite tom by 
it, and by a distressful horror of this passion, so hopdess and so 
absurd. 

Of no avail to hold forth to poor Ellie on the subject of the per- 
fectly good little brother she already has. She only casts a distraught 
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and scornful glance over at the other crib, where Snappy lies 
vdbemoitly slumbering, and with fresh tears calls again tor Max. 
Of no avail either the promise of a long, long walk tomorrow, all 
five gentlemen, round and round the dining-room table; or a dram- 
atic description of the thrilling cushion games they will play. 
No, she will listen to none of aU this, nor to lying down and going 
to sleep. She wdl not sleep, she will^t bolt upright and suffer. . . . 
But on a sudden they stop and listen, Abel and Elbe; listen to some- 
thing miraculous that is coming to pass, that is approaching by 
strides, two strides, to the nursery door, that now overwhelmingly 
app^rs. .. . 

It is Xaver’s work, not a doubt of that. He has not remained by 
the door where he stood to gloat over the ejection of the Hinter- 
hofers. No, he has bestirred himself, taken a notion; likewise steps 
to carry it out. Downstairs he has gone, twitdied Herr Hergesell’s 
sleeve, and made a thick-lipped request. So here they both are. 
Xaver, having done his part, remains by the door; but Max Herge- 
sell comes up to Elbe's crib; in his dinner-jacket, with his sketchy 
side-whisker and charming black eyes; obviously ^quite pleased 
with his role of swan knight and faiiy prince, as one who should 
say ; “See, here am I, now all losses are restored and sorrows end.” 

Cornelius is almost as much overcome as Elbe herself. 

“Just look/' he says feebly, “look who's here. This is uncom- 
monly good of you, Herr Hergesell." 

“Not a bit of it," says Hergesell. “Why shouldn’t I come to say 
good-night to my fair partner?” 

And he approaches the bars of the crib, behind which Elbe sits 
struck mute. She smiles blissfully through her tears. A funny, high 
little note that is half a sigh of rebrf comes from her bps, then she 
looks dumbly up at her swan knight with her golden-brown eyes 
— tear-swoben though they are, so much more beautiful than the 
fat Plaichinger’s. She does not put up her arms. Her joy, like her 
grief is without understanding; but she does not dc’tha-fc. The lovely 
little hands be quiet on the coverlet, and Max'" Hergesell stands 
with his arms leaning over the rail as on a balcony. 

“And now,” he says smartly, “she need not 'sit the bvdong 
night and weep upon nar bed’ !” He looks at the Professor to make 
sure he is receiving due credit for the quotation. “Ha ha!" he 
laughs, “she’s beginning young. ‘Console thee, dearest child!' 
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Never mind, you’re all right ! fusi as you are you’ll be wonderful ! 
You’ve only got to grow up. . . . And you’ll lie down and go to 
sle^ like a good girl, now I’ve come to say good-night? And not 
cry any more, little Lordei ? ” 

Ellie looks up at him, tranafigured. One bkdlike shouldo' is bar^ 
the Professor draws the lace-trimmed nighty over it. There comes 
into his mind a sentimental story he once read about a dying child 
who longs to see a clown he had once, with unforgettable ecstasy, 
bchdd in a circus. And they bring the clown to the bedside mar- 
vellously arrayed, embroidered before and behind with silver butter- 
flies; and the child dies happy. Max Hergesdl is not embroidered, 
and Ellie, thank God, is not going to die, she has only "been in a 
bad way.’’ But, after all, the effect is the same. Young Hergesdl 
leans over the bars of the crib and rattles on, more for the father’s 
ear than the child’s, but Ellie does not know that — and the fathom’s 
feelings towards him are a most singular mixture of thankfulness, 
embarrassment, and hatred. 

"Good-night, little Lorelei,” says Hergesdl, and gives her his 
hand through the bars. Her pretty, soft, white little hand is swal- 
lowed up in the grasp of his big, strong, red one. "Sleep well,” he 
says, "and sweet dreams I But don’t dream about me — God forbid ! 
Not at your age — ha ha !” And then the fairy clown’s visit is at 
an end. Cornelius accompanies him to the door. "No, no, posi- 
tively, no thanks called for, don’t mention jt,” he large-heartedly 
protests; and Xaver goes downstairs with hini, to help serve the 
Italian salad. 

But Dr. Cornelius returns to Ellie, who is now lying down, with 
her cheek pressed into her flat little pillow. 

"Well, wasn’t that lovely?” he says as he smooths the covers. 
She nods, with one last little sob. For a quarter of an hour he sits 
beside her and watches while she falls asleep in her turn, beside 
the little brotho* who found the right way so much earlier than 
she. Her silky brown hair takes the enchanting fall it always does 
when she sleeps; deep, deep lie the lashes over the eyes that late so 
abundantly poured forth their sorrow; the angelic mouth with its 
bowed uppor lip is peacefully relaxed and a little open. Only now 
and then comes a belated catch in her slow breathing. 

And her small hands, like pink and white flowers, lie so quiefly, 
one on the coverlet, the other on the pillow hy her face- -Dr. Cor- 
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ndius, gazing, feels his heart mdt with tenderness as with strong 
wine. 

"'How good/’ he thinks, “that she breathes in oblivion with 
every breath she draws !< That in childhood each night is a deep, 
wide gulf between one day and themext. Tomorrow, b^ond all 
doubt, young Hergesell wiU be a pale shadow, powerless to darken 
ha: litue heart. Tomorrow, forgetf^ of all but present joy, she 
will walk with Abel and Snappor, ^ hve gentlemen, round and 
round the table, will play the ever-thrilling cushion game.” 

Heaven be praised for that ! 
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The atmosphere of Torre di Venere remains unpleasant in the 
memory. From the first moment the air of the place made us un- 
easy, we felt irritable, on edge; then at the end came the shoddng 
business of Cipolla, that dreadful being who seemed to incorporate, 
in so fateful and so humanly impressive a way, all the peculiar 
evilness of the situation as a whole. Looking back, we had the feel- 
ing that the horribk end of the affair had been preordained and 
lay in the nature of things; that the children had to be present at 
it was an added impropriety, due to the false colours in which the 
weird creature presented himself. Luckily for them, they did not 
know where the comedy left off and the tragedy began; and we 
let them remain in their happy belief that, the whole thing had 
been a play up till the end. 

Torre di Venere lies some hfteen kilometres from Portoclemaite, 
one of the most popular summer resorts on the Tyrrhraiian Sea. 
Portoclcmente is urban and elegant and full to overfloMdng for 
months on end. Its gay and busy main street of shops and hotels 
runs down to a wide sandy beach covered with tents and pennanted 
sand-castles and sunburnt humanity, where at all times a livdy 
social bustle rdgns, and much noise. But this same spacious and 
inviting fine-sanded, beach, this same border of pine grove and near, 
presiding mounfains, continues all the way along the coast. No 
wonder then that the same competition of a quiet kind should have 
sprung up farther on. Torre di Venere— the tower that gave the 
town its name is gone long since, one looks for it in vain — ^is an 
offshoot of the larger resort, and for some years remained an idyll 
for the few, a r^ge for more unworldly spirits. But the usual 
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history of such places repeated itself: peace has had to retire far- 
ther along the coast, to Marina Petriera and dear knows where 
else. We all know how the world at once seeks peace and puts her to 
flight — ^rushing upon hef in the fond idea that they two will wed, 
and where she is, there it can be at-home. It will even set up its 
Vanity Fair in a spot and be capable of thinking that peace is still 
by its side. Thus Torre — though its Atmosphere so far is more mod- 
est and contemplative than that of Portoclemente — ^has beau quite 
taken up, by both Italians and foreigners. It is no longor the thing 
to go to Portoclonente — though still so much the thing that it 
is as noisy and crowded as ever. One goes next door, so to speak : 
to Torre. So much more refined, even, and cheaper to boot. And 
the attractiveness of these qualities persists, though the qualities 
themselves long ago ceased to be evident. Torre has got a Grand 
Hotel. Numerous pensions have sprung up, some modest, some 
pretentious. The people who own or rent the villas and pinetas 
overlooking the sea no longer have it all their own way on the 
beach. In July and August it looks just like the bea<^ at Portocle- 
mente: it swarms with a screaming, squabbling, merrymaking 
crowd, and the sun, blazing down like mad, peels the skin off their 
necks. Garish little flat-bottomed boats rock on the glittering blue, 
manned by children, whose mothers hover afar and fill the air with 
anxious cries of Nino ! and Sandro ! and Bice ! and Maria ! Pedlars 
step across the legs of recumbent sun-bathers, selling flowers and 
corals, oysters, lemonade, and cornctti al burro, and crying their 
wares in the breathy, full-throated southern voice. 

Such was the scene that greeted our arrival in Torre : pleasant 
enough, but after all, we thought, we had come too soon. It was 
the middle of August, the Italian season was still at its height, 
scarcely the moment for strangers to learn to love the special charms 
of the place. What an afternoon crowd in the cafds on the front ! 
For instance, in the Esquisito, where we sometimes sat and were 
served by Mario, that very Mario of whom I rh^U h^e presently 
to tell. It is well-nigh impossible to find a table; and the various 
orchestras contend together in the midst of one’s conversation with 
bewildering effect. Of course, it is in the afternoon that people come 
over from Portodemoite. The excursion is a favourite one for the 
restless denizens of that pleasure resort, and a Fiat motor-bus plies 
to and fro, coating inch-thick with dust the oleander and laurel 
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hedges along the highroad — a notable if repulsive si^t. 

Yes, decidedly one should go to Torre in September, when the 
great public has left. Or else in May, before the water is warm 
enough to tempt the Southerner to bathe. Even in the before and 
aftar seasons Torre is not enjpty, but life is less national and more 
subdued. English, French, and German prevail under the tent- 
awnings and in the pension dining-rooms; whereas in August — ^in 
the Grand Hotel, at least, where, in default of private addresses, we 
had engaged rooms— the stranger finds the field so occupied by 
Florentine and Roman society that he feels quite isolated and even 
temporarily declasse. 

We had, rather to our annoyance, this experience on the even- 
ing we arrived, when we went in to dinner and were shown to our 
taWe by the waiter in charge. As a table, it had nothing against it, 
save that we had already fixed our eyes upon those on the veranda 
beyond, built out over the water, where little red-shaded lamps 
glowed — and there were still some tables empty, though it was as 
full as the dining-room within. The children went into raptures at 
the festive sight, and without more ado we announced our inten- 
tion to take our meals by preference in the veranda. Our words, it 
appeared, were prompted by ignorance; for we were informed, 
with somewhat embarrassed politeness, that the cosy nook outside 
was reserved for the clients of the hotel : di nostri clientu Their 
clients? But we were thei.' clients. We were not tourists or trippers, 
but boarders for a stay of some tliree or four weeks. However, we 
forbore to press for an explanation of the difference between the 
likes of us and that clientele to whom it was vouchsafed to eat out 
there in the glow of the red lamps, and took our dinner by the 
prosaic common light of the dining-room chandelior — a thor- 
oughly ordinary and monotonous hotel bill of fare, be it said. In 
Pensione Eleonora, a few steps landward, the table, as we were to 
discover, was much better. 

And thkner' it jvas that we moved, three or four daj^ later, 
before we had Had time to settle in properly at the Grand Hotd. 
Not on account of the veranda and the lamps. The childroi, 
straightway on the best of tarns with waiters and pages, absorbed 
in the joys of life on the beach, promptly forgot those colourful 
seductions. But now there arose, between ourselves and die veranda 
tlientHe — or perhaps more correctly with the compliant manage- 
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metit — one of those little unpleasantnesses which can quite sp<^ 
the pleasure of a holiday. Among &e guests were some hi^ 
Roman aristocracy, a Principe X and his family. These grand f^ 
occupied rooms dose to our own, and the Frincipessa, a great and 
a passionatdy maternal lady, was ^rown into a panic by the 
vestiges of a whooping-cough which our little ones had latdy got 
over, but which now and then still ^intly troubled the unshatter- 
able slumbers of our youngest-bom. The nature of this illness is not 
clear, leaving some play for the imagination. So we took no offence 
at our eluant neighbour for clinging to the widely held view that 
whooping-cough is acoustically contagious and quite simply fear- 
ing lest her children yield to the bad example set by ours. In the 
fullness of her feminine self<onfidence she protested to the 
management, which then, in the person of the proverbial frock- 
coated manager, hastened to represent to us, with many expres- 
sions of regret, that under the circumstances they were obliged to 
transfer us to the annexe. We did our best to assure him that the 
disease was in its very last stages, that it was actuajly over, and 
presented no danger of infection to anybody, All that we gained 
was permission to bring the case before the hotel physician — not 
one chosen by us — ^by whose verdict we must then abide. We 
agreed, convinced that thus we should at once pacify the Princess 
and escape the trouble of moving. The doctor appeared, and be- 
haved like a faithful and honest servant of science. He examined 
the child and gave his opinion : the disease was quite over, no 
danger of contagion was present. We drew a long breath and con- 
sid^ed the incident closed — until the manager announced that 
despite the doctor’s verdict it would still be necessary for us to give 
up otu: rooms and retire to the dependancc. Byzantinism like this 
outraged us. It is not likely that the Frincipessa was responsible for 
the wilful breach of faith. Very likely the fawning managemait 
had not even dared to tell her what the physician ;:ajd. Anyhow, 
we made it dear to his understanding that wft preferTfed to leave 
the hotel altogether and at once — and packed our trunks. We could 
do so with a light heart, having already set up casual friendly 
rdations with Casa Eleonora. We had noticed its pleasant exterior 
and formed the acquaintance of its proprietor. Signora Angiolieri, 
and her husband ; she .slender and black-haired, Tuscan in type, 
probably at the beginning of the thirties, with the dead ivory 
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complexion of the southern woman, he quiet and bald and care^iUy 
dressed. They owned a larger establlshm^t in Horeace and pre- 
sided only in summer and early autumn over the branch in Torre 
di Venere. But earlier, before her masriage, our new landlady 
had been companion, fellow-traveller, wardrobe mistress, yes, 
friend, of Eleonora Duse and manifestly regarded that period as 
the crown of her career. Even at our first visit she spoke of it with 
animation. Numerous photographs of the great actress, with affec- 
tionate inscriptions, were displayed about the drawing-room, and 
other souvenirs of their life together adorned the little tables and 
etageres. This cult of a so interesting past was calculated, of 
course, to heighten the advantages of the signora’s present business. 
Nevertheless our pleasure and interest were quite genuine as we 
were conducted through the house by its owner and listened to her 
sonorous and staccato Tuscan voice relating anecdotes of that 
immortal mistress, depicting her suffering saintliness, her g^us, 
her profound delicacy of feeling. 

Thither, then, we moved our effects, to the dismay of the staff 
of the Grand Hotel, who, like all Italians, were very good to child- 
ren. Our new quarters were retired and pleasant, we were within 
easy reach of the sea through the avenue of young plane trees that 
ran down to the esplanade. In the clean, cool dining-room Signora 
Angiolieri daily served the soup with her own hands, the service 
was attentive and good, the table capital. Wjj even discovered some 
Viennese acquaintances, and enjoyed chatting with them after 
luncheon, in front of the house. They, in their ttnn, were the 
means of oiur finding others — in short, all seemed for the best, and 
we were heartily glad of the change we had made. Nothing was 
now wanting to a holiday of the most gratifying kind. 

And yet no proper gratification ensued. Perhaps the stupid 
occasion of oiu change of quarters pursued us to the new ones we 
had foimd. Personally, I admit that I do not easily forget these 
collisions With' ordinary humanity, the naive misuse of power, the 
injustice, the i5'^cophantic corruption. I dwelt upon the incident 
too much, it irritated me in retrospect— quite futilely, of course, 
since such phenomena are only all too natural and all too much 
the rule. And we had not broken off relations with the Grand Hotel 
The children were as friendly as evar there, the porter mended thdr 
toys, and we sometimes took tea in the garden. We even saw tfie 
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Prindpessa. She would come out, with her firm and d^cate tread, 
her lips emphatically corallined, to look after her children, playing 
under the supervision of their Pnglish governess. She did not dream 
that we were anywhere near, for so somi as she appeared in the 
offing we sternly forbade our little onoteven to dear his throat. 

The heat — ^if I may bring it in evidence—vras extreme. It was 
African. The power of the sun, direptly one Idt the border of the 
indigo*blue wave, was so frightful, '“so relentless, that the mere 
thought of the few steps between the beach and luncheon was a 
burden, clad though one might be only in pyjamas. Do you care for 
that sort of thing? Weeks on end? Yes, of course, it is proper to the 
south, it is classic weather, the sun of Homer, the climate wherein 
human culture came to flower — and all the rest of it. But after a 
while it is too much for me, I reach a point where I begin to find it 
dull. The burning void of the sky, day after day, weighs one down; 
the high coloration, the enormous naivete of the unrefracted light 
— they do, I dare say, induce light-heartedness, a carefree mood 
bom of immunity from downpoius and other meteorological 
caprices. But slowly, slowly, there makes itself felt«a lack; the 
deeper, more complex needs of the northern soul remain unsatisfied. 
You are left barren — even, it may be, in time, a little contemptuous. 
Trae, without that stupid business of the whooping-cough I might 
not have been feeling these things. I was annoyrf, very likely I 
wanted to feel them^ and so half-unconsciously seized upon 
an idea lying ready to hand to induce, or if not to induce, at least 
to justify and stroigthen, my attitude. Up to this point, then, 
if you like, let us grant some ill will on our part. But the sea; and 
the mornings spent extended upon the fine sand in face of its 
eternal splendours — no, the sea could not conceivably induce such 
feelings. Yet it was none the less true that, despite all previous 
experience, we were not at home on the beach, we were not happy. 

It was too soon, too soon. The beach, as I have said, was still in 
the hands of the middle-class native. It is a pleasing' bheed to look 
at, and among the young we saw much shaplliifcss and charm. 
Still, we were necessarily surrounded by a great deal of very average 
humanity—a middle<lass mob, which, you wiU admit, is not more 
charming under this sun than under one's own native sky. The 
voices these women have ! It was .sometimes hard to believe that 
we were in the land which is the western cradle of the art of 
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rang. “Fttggierol” I can still hear that cry, as for twenty morn- 
ings long I heard it close behind me, breathy, full-throated, hide- 
ously stressed, with a harsh open c, uttered in accents of medhani- 
cal despair. *'Fuggihrol Rispondi almetiol*’ Answer when I call 
you ! The sp in rispondi waj pronounced like shp, as Gomans pro- 
nounce it; and this, on top of what I felt already, vexed my sensitive 
soul. The cry was addressed to a repulsive youngster whose sunburn 
had made digusting raw sores on his shoulders. He outdid any- 
thing I have ever seen for ill-breeding, refractoriness, and temper 
and was a great coward to boot, putting the whole beach in an 
uproar, one day, because of his outrageous sensitiveness to the 
slightest pain. A sand-crab had pinched his toe in the water, and 
the minute injury made him set up a cry of heroic proportions — 
the shout of an antique hero in his agony — that pierced one to the 
marrow and called up visions of some frightful tragedy. Evidently 
he considered himself not only wound^, but poisoned as well; 
he crawled out on the sand and lay in apparently intolerable an- 
guish, groaning "Ohi!" and “Ohim^l” and threshing about with 
arms and legs to ward off his mother’s tragic appeals and the ques- 
tions of the bystanders. An audience gathered round. A doctor was 
fetched— the same who had pronounced objective judgment on our 
whooping-cough — and here again acquitted himself like a man of 
science. Good-naturedly he reassured the boy, telling him that he 
was not hurt at all, he should simply go into the water again to 
relieve the smart. Instead of which, Fuggiero was borne off the 
beach, followed by a concourse of people. But he did not fail to 
appear next morning, nor did he leave off spoiling our childrai’s 
sand-castles. Of course, always by accident. In short, a perfect 
terror. 

And this twelve-year-old lad was prominent among the influ- 
ences that, imperceptibly at first, combined to spoil our hohdi^ 
and render it unwholesome. Somehow or other, there was a stiff- 
ness, a hviTof innocent enjoyment. These people stood on their 
dignity— just^Hy, and in what spirit, it was not easy at first to 
tell. They displayed much self-respectiugness; towards each other 
and towards the foreigner their bearing was that of a person newly 
conscious of a sense of honour. And wherefore? Gradually we 
realized the political implications and understood that we were in 
the presence of a national ideal. The beach, in fact, was alive with 
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patriotic childi«i — a pheaomenon as unnatural as it was dqtress* 
ing. Children are a human species and a society apart, a nation of 
thdr own, so to speak. On the basis of their common form of life, 
they find each other out with the greatest ease, no matter how 
different their small vocabularies. Ou|s soon played with natives 
and foreigners alike. Yet they were plainly both puzzled and dis- 
appointed at times. There were wounded sensibilities, displays of 
assertivoiess — or rather hardly assertiveness, for it was too self- 
conscious and too didactic to deserve the name. There were quarrels 
over flags, disputes about authority and precedence. Grown-ups 
joined in, not so much to pacify as to render judgment and enun- 
ciate principles. Phrases were dropped about the greatness and 
dignity of Italy, solemn phrases that spoilt the fun. We saw our 
two little ones retreat, puzzled and hurt, and were put to it to 
explain the situation. These people, we told them, were just pass- 
ing through a certain stage, something rather like an illness, per- 
haps; not very pleasant, but probably unavoidable. 

We had only our own carelrasness to thank that we came to 
blows in the end with this "stage” — which, after all, we had seen 
and sized up long before now. Yes, it came to another "cross-pur- 
poses,” so evidently the earlier ones had not been sheer accident. 
In a word, we became an offence to the public morals. Our small 
daughter — eight years old, but in physical development a good 
year younger ana thin as a chicken — had had a good long bathe 
and gone playing in the warm sun in her wet costume. We told 
her that she might take off her bathing-suit, which was stiff with 
sand, rinse it in the sea, and put it on again, after which she must 
take care to keep it cleaner. Off goes the costume and .she nins down 
naked to the sea, rinses her little jersey, and comes back. Ought we 
to have foreseen the outburst of anger and resentment which her 
conduct, and thus our conduct, called forth ? Without ddivering a 
homily on the subject, I may say that in the last decade our atti- 
tude towards the nude body and our feelings regarSiSg it have 
undergone, all over the world, a fundamental chartge. Inhere are 
things we "never think about” any more, and among them is the 
fte^om we had permitted to this by no means provocative little 
childish body. But in these parts it was taken as a challenge. The 
patriotic children hooted. Fuggiwo whistled on his fingers. The 
sudden buzz of conversation among the grown people in our 
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neighbourhood boded no good. A gentleman in city togs, with a 
not very apropos bowler hat on the back of his head, was assuring 
his outraged womenfolk that he proposed to take punitive 
measures; he stepped up to us, and a philippic descended on our 
imworthy heads, in which til the emotionalism of the soise-loving 
south spoke in the service of morality and discipline. The offence 
against decency of which we had been guilty was, he said, the more 
to be condemned because it was also a gross ingratitude and an 
insulting breach of his country's hospitality. We had c riminally 
injured not only the letter and spirit of the public bathing regula- 
tions, but also the honour of Italy; he, the gentleman in the city 
togs, knew how to defend that honour and proposed to see to it 
that our offence against the national dignity should not go un- 
punished. 

We did our best, bowing respectfully, to give ear to this 
eloquence. To contradict the man, overheated as he was, would 
probably be to fall from one error into another. On the tips of our 
tongues we had various answers : as, that the word “hospitality,” 
in its strictest sense, was not quite the right one, taking all the 
circumstances into consideration. We were not literally the guests 
of Italy, but of Signora Angiolieri, who had assumed the role of 
dispenser of hospitality some years ago on laying down that of 
familiar friend to Eleonora Duse. We longed to say that surely this 
beautiful country had not sunk so low as tp be reduced to a state of 
hypersensitive prudishness. Rut we confined ourselves to assruring 
the gentleman that any lack of respect, any provocation on our 
parts, had been the farthest from our thoughts. And as a mitigat- 
ing circumstance we pointed out the tender age and physical slight- 
ness of the little culprit. In vain. Our protests were waved away, he 
did not believe in them; our defence would not hold water. We 
must be made an example of. The authorities were notified, by 
telephone, IJbelieve, and their representative appeared on thebeacn. 
He said tlje case ■yas “molto grave.” We had to go writh him to the 
Municipio ujf in the Piazza, where a higher official confirmed the 
previous verdict of “molto grave,” launched into a stream of the 
usual didactic phrases — the selfsame time and words as the man 
in the bowler hat — and levied a fine and ransom of fifty lire. We 
felt that the adventure must willy-nilly be worth to us this much 
of a contribution to the economy of the Italian government; paid, 
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and left. Ought we not at this point to have left Torre as wdl? 

If we only had ! We should thus have escaped that fatal Cipolia. 
But circumstances combined to prevent us from making up our 
minds to a change. A certain poet says that it is indolence that 
makes us endure uncomfortable situaljlons. The aperfu may serve 
as an mcplanation for our inaction. Anyhow, one dislikes voiding 
the fidd immediatdy upon such an ei^nt. Especially if sympathy 
from other quarters encourages one to defy it. And in the Villa 
Eleonora they pronounced as with one voice upon the injustice of 
our punishment. Some Italian after-dinner acquaintances found 
that the episode put their country in a very bad light, and pro- 
posed taking the man in the bowler hat to task, as one fellow- 
citizen to another. But the next day he and his party had vanished 
from the beach. Not on our account, of course. Though it might 
be that the consciousness of his impending departure had added 
energy to his rebuke; in any case his going was a relief. And, fur- 
thermore, we stayed because our stay had by now become remark- 
able in our own eyes, which is worth something in itself, quite 
apart from the conuort or discomfort involved. Shall w^strike sail, 
avoid a certain experience so soon as it seems not expressly cal- 
culated to increase our enjoyment or our self-esteem? Shall we go 
away whenever life looks like turning in the slightest uncanny, 
or not quite normal, or even rather painful and mortifying? No, 
surely not. Rather stay^and look matters in the face, brave them 
out; perhaps precisely in so doing lies a lesson for us to learn. We 
stayed on and reaped as the awful reward of our constancy the 
unholy and staggering experience with Cipolia. 

I have not mentioned that the after season had b^un, almost on 
the very day we were disciplined by the city authorities. The wor- 
shipful gentleman in the bowler hat, our denouncer, was not the 
only person to leave the resort. There was a regular exodus, on 
every hand you saw luggagecarts on their way to the station. 
The beach denationalized itself. Life in Torre, in the cafes and the 
pinetas, became more homelike and more Europeaif: Very likely 
we might even have eaten at a table in the glass veranda, but we 
refrained, being content at Signora Angiolieri's— as content, that 
is, as our evil star would let us be. But at the same time with this 
turn for the better came a change in the weather : almost to an 
hour it showed itself in harmony with the holiday calendar of the 
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general public. The sky was overcast; not that it grew any cotfler, 
but the unclouded heat of the entire dghtem days since our arrival, 
and probably long before that, gave place to a stifling sirocco air, 
while from time to time a little ineflectiMl rain sprinkled the vdvety 
surface of the beach. Add to which, that two-thirds of our intended 
stay at Torre had passed. The colourless, lazy sea, with sluggish 
jellyfish floating in its shallows, was at least a change. And it would 
have been silly to feel retrospective longings after a sun that had 
caused us so many sighs when it burned down in all its arrogant 
power. 

At this juncture, then, it was that Cipolla announced hims elf. 
Cavaliere Cipolla he was called on the posters that appeared one 
day stuck up everywhere, even in the dining-room of Pensione 
Eleonora. A travelling virtuoso, an entertainer, “forzatorc, illu- 
sionista, prestidigatore,** he called himself, who proposed to wait 
upon the highly respectable population of Torre di Venere with a 
display of extraordinary phenomena of a mysterious and stagger- 
ing kind. A conjuror! The bare announcement was enough to 
turn our children's heads. They had never seen anything of the 
sort, and now our present holiday was to afford them this new 
excitement. From that moment on they besieged us with prayers 
to take tickets for the performance. We had doubts, from the first, 
on the score of the lateness of the hour, nine o’clock; but gave way, 
in the idea that we might see a little of v^hat Cipolla Imd to offer, 
probably no great matter, a: id then go home. Besides, of course, 
the children could sleep late next day. We bought four tickets of 
Signora Angiolieri herself, she having taken a number of the stalls 
on commission to sell them to her guests. She could not vouch for 
the man’s performance, and we had no great expectations. But wc 
were conscious of a need for diversion, and the children’s violent 
curiosity proved catching. 

The Cavaliere’s performance was to take place in a hall where 
during the seasqp there had been a cinema with a wedkly pro- 
gramme. W?had never been there. Ynu reached it by following 
the main street under the wail of the '‘pnlazzo,” a ruin with a 
“For sale” sign, that suggested a castle and had obviously been 
built in lordlier days. In the same street were the chemist, the hair- 
dresser, and all the bettw shops; it led, so to speak, from die feudal 
past the bourgeois into the proletarian, for it ended off between 
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two rows of poor fisfaiitg-hute, where old women sat maiding n^ 
before the doors. And her^ among the prol^ariat, was the hall, 
not much more, actually, dian a wooden shed, diough a large one, 
widi a turreted oitrance, plastered on either side wiu layers of gay 
placards. Some while afta dinner, ther, on the ap^int^ evening, 
we warded our way thither in the dark, the cMdren dressed in 
their best and blissful with the sense of«o much irregularity. It was 
sultry, as it had been for days; there was heat lightning now and 
then, and a little rain; we proceeded imder umbrdlas. It took us a 
quarter of an hom. 

Our tickets wae collected at the entrance, our places we had to 
find ourselves. They were in the third row left, and as we sat down 
we saw that, late though the hour was for the performance, it was 
to be interpreted with even more laxity. Only very slowly did an 
audience — ^who seemed to be relied upon to come late — ^begin to fill 
the stalls. These comprised the whole auditorium; there were no 
boxes. This tardiness gave us some concern. The children’s cheeks 
were already flushed as much with fatigue as with excitement. But 
even when we entered, the standing-room at the back and in the 
side aisles was already wdl occupied. There stood the manhood of 
Torre di Venere, all and simdry, fisherfolk, rough-and-ready youths 
with bare forearms crossed over their striped jerseys. We were well 
pleased with thg presence of this native assemblage, which always 
adds colour and animat jon to occasions like the present; and the 
childroi were frankly delighted. For they had friends among these 
people — acquaintances picked up on afternoon strolls to the far- 
ther ends of the beach. We would be turning homeward, at the 
hour when the sun dropped into the sea, spent with the huge 
effort it had made and gilding with reddish gold the oncoming 
surf; and we would come upon bare-legged fisherfolk standing 
in rows, bracing and hauling with long-drawn cries as they drew in 
the nets and harvested in dripping baskets their cat^, often so 
scanty, of frutta di mare. The children looked op, helj^ to pull, 
brought out their little stock of Italian words, made friends. So 
now they exchanged nods with the "standing-room” clientele; 
there was Guiscardo, thae Antonio, they knew them by name 
and waved and called across in half-whispers, getting answering 
nods and smiles that displayed rows of healthy white teeth. Look, 
there is even Mario, Mario from the Esquisito, who brings us the 
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chocolate. He wants to see the conjuror, too, and he must have 
come early, for he is almost in front; but he does not see us, he is 
not paying attention; that is a Avay he has, even though he is a 
waiter. So we wave instead to the man who lets out the little boats 
on the beach; he is there to(v standing at the back. 

It had got to a quarter past nine, it got to almost half past. It was 
natural that we should be nervous, ^^en would the cMdren get 
to bed? It had been a mistake to bring them, for now it would be 
very hard to suggest breaking off their enjoyment before it had 
got well under way. The stalls had filled in time; all Torre, appar* 
ently, was there : the guests of the Grand Hotel, the guests of ViUa 
Eleonora, familiar faces from the beach. We heard English and 
German and the sort of French that Rumanians speak with Italians. 
Madame Angiolieri herself sat two rows behind us, with her quiet, 
bald-headed spouse, who kept stroking his moustache with the two 
middle fingers of his right hand. Everybody had come late, but 
nobody too late. Cipolla made us wait for him. 

He made us wait. That is probably the way to put it. He height- 
ened the suspense by his delay in appearing. And we could see the 
point of this, too— only not when it was carried to extremes. 
Towards half past nine the audience began to clap — an amiable 
way of expressing justifiable impatience, evincing as it does an 
eagerness to applaud. For the little ones, this was a joy in itself — 
all children love to clap. From the popular ."iphere came loud cries of 
“Pronti!” "Comiticiatnol” And lo, it seemed now as easy to begin 
as before it had been hard. A gong sounded, greeted by the standing 
rows with a many-voiced “Ah-h !’’ and the curtains parted. They 
revealed a platform furnished more like a school-room than like the 
theatre of a conjuring performance — largely because of the blade- 
board in the left foreground. There were a common ydlow hat- 
stand, a few ordinary straw-bottomed chairs, and farther back a 
little round table holding a water carafe and glass, also a tray with 
a liqueur glass an^ a flask of pale yellow liquid. We had still a few 
seconds of tinfb to let these things sink in. Then, with no darkening 
of the house, Cavaliore Cipolla made his entry. 

He came forward with a rapid step that expressed his eagerness 
to appear before his public and gave rise to the illusion that he had 
already come a long way to put himself at their service — ^whereas, 
of course, he had only beat standing in the wings. His costume 
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supported the fiction, A man of an age hard to detamine, but by 
no means young; with a sharp, ravaged face, pierdng ^es, com- 
pressed lips, sm^ black waxed moustache, and a so-called imperial 
in the cinve between mouth and chin. He was dressed for the street 
with a sort of complicated evaiing elegance, in a wide black pd- 
erine with velvet collar and satin linmg; which, in the hampered 
state of his arms, he held together in ^ont with his white-gloved 
hands. He had a white scarf round his neck; a top hat with a curv- 
ing brim sat far back on his head. Perhaps more than anywhere 
dse the eighteenth century is still alive in Italy, and with it the 
charlatan and mountd)ank type so characteristic of the period. 
Only there, at any rate, does one still encounter really well-pre- 
served specimens. Cipolla had in his whole appearance much of the 
historic type his very clothes helped to conjure up the traditional 
figure with its blatantly, fantastically foppish air. His pretentious 
costume sat upon him, or rather hung upon him, most oiriously, 
being in one place drawn too tight, in another a mass of awkward 
folds. There was something not quite in order about his figure, 
both front and back — that was plain later on. But I must empha- 
size the fact that there was not a trace of personal jocularity or 
clownishness in his pose, manner, or behaviour. On the contrary, 
there was complete seriousness, an absence of any humorous 
appeal; occasionally even a cross-grained pride, along with that 
curious, self-satisfi^ aiy so characteristic of the deformed. None 
of all this, however, prevented his appearance from being greeted 
with laughter from more than one quarter of the hall. 

All the eagerness had left his manner. The swift entry had been 
merely an expression of energy, not of zeal. Standing at the foot- 
lights he negligently drew off his gloves, to display long yellow 
hands, one of them adorned with a seal ring with a lapis-lazuli in 
a high setting. As he stood there, his small hard eyes, with flabby 
pouches beneath them, roved appraisingly about the hall, not 
quickly, ratha* in a considered examination, pau^ng here and there 
upon a face with his lips dipped together, not spehking a word. 
Tfien with a display of skill as surprising as it was casual, he rolled 
his gloves into a ball and tossed thm across a considerable distance 
into the glass on the table. Next from an inner pocket he drew 
forth a packet of cigarettes; you could see by the wrapper that they 
were the cheapest sort the government sells. With his finger-tips 
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he pulled out a cigarette and lighted it, without looking, from 
a quick-firing baizine lighter. He drew the smoke deq> into has 
lungs and let it out again, tapping his foot, with both lijw drawn 
in an arrogant grimace and the gr^ smpke streaming out between 
broken and saw-edged teeth.. 

With a keenness equal to his own his audience eyed him. The 
youths at the rear scowled as they peered at this cocksure creature 
to search out his secret weaknesses. He betrayed none. In fetching 
out and putting back the cigarettes his clothes got in his way. He 
had to turn back his pelerine, and in so doing revealed a riding- 
whip with a silver claw-handle that hung by a leather thong hrom 
his left forearm and looked decidedly out of place. You could see 
that he had on not evening clothes but a frock-coat, and under 
this, as he lifted it to get at his pocket, could be seen a striped sash 
worn about the body. Somebody behind me whispered that this 
sash went with his title of Cavaliere. I give the information for 
what it may be worth — personally, I never heard that the title 
carried such insignia with it. Perhaps the sash was sheer pose, like 
the way he stood there, without a word, casually and arrogantly 
puffing smoke into His audience’s face. 

People laughed, as I said. The merriment had become almost 
general when somebody in the “standing seats,” in a loud, dry 
voice, remarked : “Buotiasera/’ 

Cipolla cocked his head. “Who was that?” asked he, as though 
he had been dared. “Who was that just spoke? Well? First so bold 
and now so modest? Paura, eh?” He spoke with a rather high, 
asthmatic voice, which yet had a metallic quality. He waited. 

“That was me,” a youth at the rear broke into the stillness, see- 
ing himself thus challenged. He was not far from us, a handsome 
fellow in a woollen shirt, with his coat hanging over one shoulder. 
He wore his curly, wiry hair in a high, dishevelled mop, the style 
affected by the youth of the awakened Fatherland; it gave him an 
African appearance that rather spoiled his looks, “BH That 
was me. It vws yBur business to say it first, but I was trying to be 
friendly.” 

More laughter. The chap had a tongue in his head. “Ha sciolto la 
scilingudgnolo," I heard near me. After all, the retort was deserved. 

“Ah, bravo !” answered Cipolla. “I like you, giovanotto. Trust 
me, I’ve had my eye on you for some time. People like you are 
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just in my line. 1 can use them. And you are the pith oi the lot, 
that’s plain to see. You do what you like. Or is it possible you have 
ever not done what you liked — or even, maybe, what you didn't 
like? What somebody d^e liked, in short? Hark ye, my friend, 
that might be a pleasant change for you, to divide up the willing 
and the doing and stop tackling both jobs at once. Division of 
labour, sistcma amcricano, sa'I For induce, suppose you were to 
show your tongue to this select and honourable audience here — 
your whole tongue, right down to the roots ? ” 

“No, I won’t,” said the youth, hostildy. “Sticking out your 
tongue shows a bad bringing-up.” 

“Nothing of the sort,” retorted Cipolla. “You would only be 
doing it. With all due respect to your bringing-up, I suggest that 
before I count ten, you will perform a right turn and stick out 
your tongue at the company here farther than you knew yourself 
that you could stick it out.” 

He gazed at the youth, and his piercing eyes seemed to sink 
deeper into their sockets. “Uno ! ” .said he. He had let his riding- 
whip slide down his arm and made it whistle once throifgh the air. 
The boy faced about and put out his tongue, so' long, so extendedly, 
that you could see it was the vay uttermost in tongue which he 
had to offer. Then turned back, stony-faced, to his former 
position. 

“That was me,” mocked Cipolla, with a jerk of his head towards 
the youth. “Bel That was me.” Leaving the audience to enjoy its 
sensations, he turned towards the little round table, lifted the 
bottle, poured out a small glass of what was obviously cognac, and 
tipped it up with a practised hand. 

The chddren laughed with all their hearts. They had under- 
stood practically nothing of what had been said, but it pleased 
them hugely that something so funny should happen, straight- 
away, between that queer man up there and somebody out of the 
audience. They had no preconception of what an “evening” would 
be like and were quite ready to find this a priedfess beginning. As 
for us, we exchanged a glance and I remember that involuntarily 
I made with my lips the sound that Cipolla’s whip had made when 
it cut the air. For the rest, it was plain that people did not know 
what to make of a preposterous beginning like this to a sleight- 
of-hand performance. The/ could not see Axmy the giovanotto, who 
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after all in a way bad been their spokesman, should suddenly have 
turned on them to vent his incimty. They fdt that he had be- 
haved, like a silly ass and withdrew their countaiances from him 
in favour of the artist, who now came l^ack from his refreshment 
table and addressed them as ffjllows: 

“Ladies and gentlemm,” said he, in his wheezing, metallic voice, 
“you saw just now that I was rather sensitive on the score of the 
rebuke this hopeful young linguist saw fit to give me ” — “qucsto 
linguista di belle speranze" was what he said, and we all laughed 
at the pun. “I am a man who sets some store by himself, you may 
take it from me. And I see no point in being wished a goodWening 
unless it is done courteously and in all seriousness. For anything 
else there is no occasion. When a man wishes me a good-evening 
he wishes himself one, for the audience will have one only if I do. 
So this lady-killer of Torre di Venere” (another thrust) “did well 
to testify that I have one tonight and that I can dispense with any 
wishes of his in the matter. 1 can boast of having good evenings 
almost without exception. One not so good does come my way now 
and again, but very .seldom. My calling is hard and my health not 
of the best. I have a little physical defect which prevented me from 
doing my bit in the war for the greater glory of the Fatherland, It 
is perforce with my mental and spiritual parts that I conquer life — 
which after all only means conquering oneself. And I flatter myself 
that my achievements have aroused interest and respect among the 
educated public. The leading newspapers have lauded me, the Cor- 
rierc della Sera did me the courtesy of calling me a phenomenon, 
and in Rome the brother of the Dnce honour^ me by his presence 
at one of my evenings. I should not have (liought that in a rdativdy 
less important place” (laughter here, at ihe expense of poor Uttle 
Torre) “I should have to give up the small personal habits which 
brilliant and elevated audiences had been ready to overlook. Nor 
did I think I had to stand being heckled by a person who seems to 
have been rather spoilt by the favours of the fair sex.” All this of 
course at the«expdhse of the youth whom Cipolla never tired of 
presenting in the guise of donnaiuolo and rustic Don Juan. His 
persistent thin-skinnedness and animosity were in striking contrast 
to the sdf<onfidcnce and the worldly success he boastra of. One 
might have assumed that the giovanotto was merdy the chosen 
butt of Cipolla's customary professional sallies, had not the vary 
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pointed witticisms betrayed a goiuine antagonism. No one looking 
at the physical parts of the two men need have been at a loss for 
the explanation, even if the deformed man had not constantly 
jdayed on the other’s supposed success with the fair sex. “Well,” 
Cipolla went on, “before b^inning oyr entertainment this evening, 
perhaps you will permit me to make mysdf comfortable.” 

And he went towards the hat-stanid to take off his things. 

“Parla benissimo/* asserted somebody in our neighbourhood. 
So far, the man had done nothing; but what he had said was ac- 
cepted as an achievement, by means of that he had made an 
impression. Among southern peoples speech is a constituent part 
of the pleasure of living, it enjoys far livelier social esteem than in 
the north. That national cement, the mother tongue, is paid sym- 
bolic honours down here, and there is .something blithely sym- 
bolical in the pleasure people take in their respect for its forms 
and phonetics. They enjoy speaking, they enjoy listening; and they 
listen with discrimination. For the way a man speaks serves as a 
measure of his personal rank; carelessness and clumsiness are 
greeted with scorn, elegance and mastery are rewardecfwith .social 
edat. Wherefore the small man too, wher& it is a question of 
getting his effect, chooses his phrase nicely and turns it with care. 
On this count, then, at least, Cipolla had won his audiaice; though 
he by no means belonged to the class of men which the Italian, in 
a singular mixture of moral and aesthetic judgments, labels 
“sitnpatico.” 

After removing his hat, scarf, and mantle he came to the front 
of the stage, settling his coat, pulling down his cuffs with their 
large cuff-buttons, adjusting bis absurd sash. He had very ugly 
hair; the top of his head, that is, was almost bald, while a narrow, 
black-varnished frizz of curls ran from front to back as though 
stuck on; the side hair, likewise blackened, was brushed forward 
to the comers of the eyes — it was, in short, the hairdressing of an 
old-fashioned circus-director, fantastic, but entirely suited to his 
outmoded personal type and worn with so much ttssiirance as to 
take the edge off the public’s sense of humour. The little physical 
defect of which he had warned us was now aU too visible, though 
the nature of it was even now not very clear ; the chest was too 
high, as is usual in such cases; but the corresponding malformation 
of the back did not sit bftweoi the shoulders, it took the form of 
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a sort of hips or buttocks hump, which did not indeed hinder his 
movonents but gave him a grotesque and dipping stride at evoy 
step he took. However, by mentioning his deformity beforehand 
he had broken the shock of it, and a delfcate propriety of feding 
appeared to reign throughout Jhe hall. 

"At your service,” said Cipolla. “With your kind permission, 
we will begin the evening with some arithmetical tests.” 

Arithmetic? That did not sound much like sleight-of-hand. We 
began to have our suspicions that the man was sailing under a false 
flag, only we did not yet know which was the right one. I felt sorry 
on the children’s account; but for the moment they were contait 
simply to be there. 

The numerical test which Cipolla now introduced was as simple 
as it was baffling. He began by fastening a piece of paper to the 
upper right-hand comer of the blackboard; then lifting it up, he 
wrote something underneath. He talked all the while, relieving 
(he dryness of his ofltering by a constant flow of words, and showed 
himself a practised speaker, never at a loss for conversational turns 
of phrase. It was in keeping with the nature of his performance, 
and at the same time Vastly entertained the children, that he went 
on to eliminate the gap between stage and audience, which had 
already been bridged over by the curious skirmish with the fisher 
lad : he had representatives from the audience mount the stage, 
and himself descended the wooden steps to seek personal contact 
with his public. And again, with individuals, he fell into his former 
taunting tone. I do not know how far that was a deliberate feature 
of his system; he preserved a serious, even a peevish air, but his 
audience, at least the more popular section, seemed convinced that 
that was all part of the game. So then, after he had written some- 
thing and covered (he writing by the paper, he desired that two 
persons should come up on the platform and help to perform the 
calculations. They would not be diffiadt, even for people not 
clever at figures. As usual, nobody volunteered, and CipoUa took 
care not to tncAest tT>e more select portion of his audience. He kept 
to the populace. Turning to two sturdy young louts standing be- 
hind us, he beckoned them to the front, encouraging and scolding 
by turns. They should not stand there gaping, he said, unwilline 
to oblige the company. Actually, he got them in motion; wira 
clumsy tread they came do^^ n the middle aisle, climbed the steps, 
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and stood in front of the blackboard, grinning sheroishly at their 
comrades' shouts and applause. CipoUa joked with them for a few 
minutes, praised their heroic firmness of limb and the size of their 
hands, so well calculate^ to do this service for the public. Then he 
handed one of them the chalk and, told him to write down the 
numbers as they were called out. But ij^ow the creature declared that 
he could not write ! “Non so scrivcr^” said he in his gruff voice, 
and his companion added that neither did he. 

God knows whether they told the truth or whether they wanted 
to make game of Cipolla. Anyhow, the latter was far from sharing 
the general merriment which their confession aroused. He was 
insulted and disgusted. He sat there on a straw-bottomed chair in 
the centre of the stage with his legs crossed, smoking a fresh 
cigarette out of his cheap packet; obviously it tasted the better for 
the cognac he had indulged in while the yokels were stumping up 
the steps. Again he inhaled the smoke and let it stream out be- 
tween curling lips. Swinging his leg, with his gaze sternly averted 
from the two shamelessly chuckling creatures and from the audi- 
ence as well, he stared into space as one who withdrWs himself 
and his dignity from the contemplation of'an utterly despicable 
phenomenon. 

“Scandalous,” said he, in a sort of icy snarl. “Go back to your 
places ! In Italy everybody can write-in all her greatness there 
is no room for ignorance and unenlightenment. To accuse her of 
them, in the hearing ol this international company, is a cheap joke, 
in which you yourselves cut a very poor figure and humiliate the 
government and the whole country as well. If it is true that Torre 
di Venere is indeed the last refuge of such ignorance, then I must 
blush to have visited the place— being, as I already was, aware of 
its inferiority to Rome in more than one respect — ” 

Here Cipolla was interrupted by the youth with the Nubian 
coiffiue and his jacket aaoss his shoulder. His fighting spirit, as 
we now saw, had only abdicated temporarily^^ and he now flung 
himsdf into the breach in defence of his native heSth.'’ “That will 
do,” said he loudly. “That’s enough jokes about Torre. We all 
come from the place and we won't stand strangers making fun of 
it. These two chaps are our friends. Maybe they are no scholare. 
but even so they may be straighter than some folks in the room 
who are so free with thiir boasts about Rome, though they did 
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not build it either.” 

That was capital. The young man had certainly cut his eye- 
teeth. And this sort of spectacle was good fun, even though it still 
further delayed the regular performance., It is always fascinating 
to listen to an altercation. Soiye people it simply amuses, they take 
a .sort of kill-joy pleasure in not being principals. Others feel upset 
and uneasy, and my sympathies are with these latter, although on 
the present occasion I was under the impression that all this was 
part of the show— the analphabetic yokels no less than the gio- 
vanolto with the jacket. The children listened well pleased. Th^ 
understood not at all, but the sound of the voices made them hold 
their breath. So this was a "magic evening” — at least it was the 
kind they have in Italy. They expressly found it "lovely.” 

Cipolla had stood up and with two of his scooping strides was at 
the footlights. 

“Well, well, sec who’s here ! ” said he with grim cordiality. “An 
old acquaintance ! A young man with his heart at the end of his 
tongue” (he used the word linguaccia, which means a coated ton- 
gue, and gave rise to much hilarity). "That will do, my friends,” he 
turned to the yokels. “I do not need you now, I have business with 
this deserving young man here, con questo torregiano dc Ycncrc, 
this tower of Venus, who no doubt expects the gratitude of the 
fair as a reward for his prowess 

"Ah, non scherziamo! We’re talking earnest,” cried out the 
youth. His eyes flashed, and ht actually made as though to pull 
off his jacket and proceed to direct methods of settlement. 

Cipolla did not take him too seriously. We had exchanged appre- 
hensive glances; but he was dealing with a fellow-countryman and 
had his native soil beneath his feet. He kept quite cool and showed 
complete mastery of the situation. He looked at his audience, 
smiled, and made a sideways motion of the head towards the young 
cockerel as though calling the public to witness how the man’s 
btunptiousness only served to betray the simplicity of his mind. 
And then, fbr ihe swond time, something strange happened, which 
set CipoUa’s calm superiority in an uncanny light, and in some 
mysterious and irritating way tinned all the explosiveness latoit 
in the air into matter for laughter. 

Cipolla drew still nearer to the fellow, looking him in the eye 
with a peculiar gaze. He even came half-Vay down the stejw tlmt 
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led into the auditorium on our left, so that he stood directly in 
hrtmt of the trouble-maker, on slightly higher ground. The riding- 
whip hung from bis arm. 

“My son, you do not fed much like joking," he said. “It is only 
too natural, for anyone can see tha^ you are not feding too wdl. 
Even your tongue, which leaves soij^ething to be desired on the 
score of cleanliness, indicates acute d^rder of the gastric system. 
An evening entertainment is no place for people in your state; 
you yours^, I can tell, were of several minds whether you would 
not do better to put on a flannel bandage and go to bed. It was not 
good judgment to drink so much of that very soiur white wine this 
^temoon. Now you have such a colic you would like to double 
up with the pain. Go ahead, don’t be embarrassed. There is a dis- 
tinct relief that comes from bending over, in cases of intestinal 
cramp.” 

He spoke thus, word for word, with quiet impressiveness and a 
kind of stem sympathy, and his eyes, plunged the while deep in 
the young man’s, seemed to grow very tired and at th^ same time 
burning above their enlarged tear-ducts — they were the strangest 
eyes, you could tell that not manly pride alone was preventing the 
young adversary from withdrawing his gaze. And presently, in- 
deed, all trace of its former arrogance was gone from the bronzed 
young face. He looked open-mouthed at the Cavaliere and the 
open mouth was drawn in a rueful smile. 

“Double over,” repeated Cipolla. “What else can you do? With 
a colic like that you must bend. Surely you will not struggle against 
the performance of a perfectly natural action just because some- 
body suggests it to you ? ” 

Slowly the youth lifted his forearms, folded and squeezed them 
across his body; it turned a little sideways, then bent, lower and 
lower, the feet shifted, the knees turned inward, until he had be- 
come a picture of writhing pain, until he all but groveUed upon 
the ground. Cipolla let him stand for some sectmds thus, then made 
a short cut through the air with his whip and went*With his scoop- 
ing stride back to the little table, where he poured himself out a 
cognac. 

“11 boit beaucoup,” asserted a lady bdiind us. Was that the only 
thing that struck her? We could not tell how hr the audience 
grasped the situation. Th% fellow was standing upright again, with 
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a sheepish grin- he looked as though he scarcely knew how it 
had all happened. The scene had been followed with tense interest 
and applauded at the end; there were shouts of ''Bravo, Cipollar 
and "Bravo, giovanotto!" Apparently tlje issue of the duel was 
not looked upon as a personal defeat for the young man. Rather 
the audience encouraged him as one does an actor who succeeds 
in an unsympathetic role. Certainly his way of screwing himself 
up with cramp had been highly picturesque, its appeal was directly 
calculated to impress the gallery — in short, a fine dramatic per- 
formance. But I am not sure how far the audience were moved 
by that natural tactfulness in which the south excels, or how far 
it penetrated into the nature of what was going on. 

The Cavaliere, refreshed, had lighted another cigarette. The 
numerical tests might now proceed. A young man was easily found 
in the back row who was willing to write down on the blackboard 
the numbers as they were dictated to him. Him too we knew; the 
whole entertainment had taken on an intimate character through 
our acquaintance with so many of the actors. This was the man 
who worked at the greengrocer’s in the main street: he had served 
us several times, with*neatncss and dispatch. He wdelded the chalk 
with clerkly confidence, while Cipolla descended to our level and 
walked with his deformed gait through the audience, collecting 
numbers as they were given, in two, three, and four places, and 
calling them out to the grocer’s assistant, who wrote them down in 
a column. In all this, everythiiig on both sides was calculated to 
amuse, with its joke's and its oratorical asides. The artist could not 
fail to hit on foreigners, who were not r'^ady with their figures, 
and with them he was elaborately patient and chivalrous, to the 
great amusement of the natives, whom he reduced to confusion in 
their turn, by making them translate numbers that were given in 
English or French. Some people gave dates concerned with great 
events in Italian history. Cipolla took them up at once and made 
patriotic comments. Somebody shouted “Number one!’’ The 
Cavaliere, iifceitsed a! this as at every attempt to make game of him, 
retorted over his shoulder that he could not take less than two- 
place figures. Whereupon another joker cried out “Number two !’’ 
and was greeted with the applause and laughter which every refer- 
^ce to natural functions is sure to win among southerners. 

When fifteen numbers stood in a long straggling row on the 
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board, Cipolla called for a general adding-match. Ready reckoners 
might add in their heads, but pencil and paper were not forbidden. 
Cipolla, while the work went on, sat on his chair near the black- 
board, smoked and grin^aced, with the complacent, pompous air 
cripples so oftoi have. The five-pl^ce addition was soon done. 
Somebody announced the answer, somebody else confirmed it, a 
third had arrived at a slightly different-result, but the fourth agreed 
with the first and second. Cipolla got up, tapped some ash from his 
coat, and lifted the paper at the upper right-hand comer of the 
board to display the writing. The correct answer, a sum close on a 
million, stood there; he had written it down beforehand. 

Astonishment, and loud applause. The children were over- 
whelmed. How had he done that, they wanted to know. We told 
them it wa.s a trick, not easily explainable offliand. In short, the 
man was a conjuror. This was what a sleight-of-hand evening was 
like, so now (hey knew. First the fisherman had cramp, and then 
the right answer was written down beforehand — it was all simply 
glorious, and we saw with dismay that despite the hot gyes and the 
hand of the clock at almost half past ten, it would be very hard 
to get them away. There would be tears. And yet it was plain that 
this magician did not “magick" — at least not in the accepted sense, 
of manual dexterity — and that the entertainment was not at all 
suitable for children. Again, I do not know, either, what the audi- 
ence really thought. Obviously there was grave doubt whether its 
answers had been given of “free choice’’; here and there an in- 
dividual might have answered of his own motion, but on the whole 
Cipolla certainly selected his people and thus kept the whole pro- 
cedure in his own hands and directed it towards the given result. 
Even so, one had to admire the quickness of his calculations, how- 
ever much one felt disinclined to admire anything else about the 
performance. Then his patriotism, his irritable sense of dignity — 
the Cavaliere’s own countrymen might feel in their element with 
all that and continue in a laughing mood; but the combination 
certainly gave us outsiders food for thought. 

Cipolla himself saw to it — though without giving them a name 
— that the nature of his powers should be dear beyond a doubt 
to even the least-instructed person. He alluded to them, of coiurse, 
in his talk — and he talked without stopping — but only in vague, 
boastful, self-advertising phrases. He went on awhile with 
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experiments on the same lines as the first, merely making them 
more complicated by introducing operations in multiplying, sub- 
tracting, and dividing; then he simplified them to the last degree in 
order to bring out the method. He simply, had numbers “guessed” 
which were previously writteq under the paper; and the guess was 
nearly always right. One guesser admitted that he had had in mind 
to give a certain number, when Cipolla’s whip went whistling 
through the air, and a quite different one slipped out, which 
proved to be the "right” one. Cipolla’s shoulders shook. He pre- 
tended admiration for the powers of the people he questioned. But 
in all his compliments there was something fleering and deroga- 
tory; the victims could scarcely have relished them much, although 
they smiled, and although they might easily have set down some 
part of the applause to their own credit. Moreover, I had not the 
impression that the artist was popular with his public. A certain ill 
will and reluctance were in the air, but courtesy kept such feelings 
in check, as did Cipolla’s competency and his stern self-confidence. 
Even the riding-whip, I think, did much to keep rebellion from 
becoming overt. 

From tricks with numbers he passed to tricks with cards. There 
were two packs, which he drew out of his pockets, and so much 
I still remember, that the basis of the tricks he played with them 
was as follows : from the first pack he drew three cards and thrust 
them without looking at them inside his coat. Another person 
then drew three out of the second pack, and these turned out to be 
the same as the first three — not invariably all the three, for it 
did happen that only two were the same. But in the majority of 
cases Cipolla triumphed, showing his three cards with a little bow 
in acknowledgment of the applause with which his audience con- 
cedtxl his possession of strange powers — strange whether for good 
or evil. A young man in the front row, to our right, an Italian, 
with proud, finely chiselled features, rose up and said that he in- 
tended to assert his own will in his choice and consciously to resist 
any influence, ^f w^tever sort. Under thc-'C circumstances, what 
did Cipolla think would be the result? “You will,” answered the 
Cavaliere, “make my task somewhat more difiicult thereby. As for 
the resrdt, your resistance will not alter it in the least. Freedom 
exists, and also the will exists; but freedom of the will does not 
exist, for a will that aims at its own freedolti aims at the unknown. 
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You arc free to draw or not to draw. But if you draw, vou will 
draw the right cards — the more certainly, the more wilfully obsti- 
nate your behaviour.” 

One must admit that he could not have chosen his words better, 
to trouble the waters and confuse tlje mind. The refractory youth 
hesitated before drawing. Then he pulled out a card and at once 
demanded to see if it was among the chosen three. “But why?” 
queried CipoUa. ‘‘Why do things by halves?” Then, as the other 
defiantly insisted, ‘‘E sen’ito,” said the juggler, with a gesture of 
exaggerated servility; and held out the three cards fanwise, without 
looking at them himself. The left-hand card was the one drawn. 

Amid general applause, the apostle of freedom sat down. How 
far Cipolla employed small tricks and manual dexterity to help 
out his natural talents, the deuce only knew. But even without 
them the result would have been the same: the curiosity of the 
entire audience was unbounded and universal, everybody both en- 
joyed the amazing character of the entertainment and unanimously 
conceded the professional skill of the performer. ‘‘Lavo^ bene," we 
heard, here and there in our neighbourhood; it signified the 
triumph of objective judgment over antipathy and repressed resent- 
ment. 

After his last, incomplete, yet so much the more telling success, 
Cipolla had at once fortified himself with another cognac. Truly 
he did ‘‘drink a lot”, and the fact made a bad impression. But 
obviously he needed the liquor and the cigarettes for the replenish- 
ment of his energy, upon which, as he himself said, heavy demands 
were made in all directions. Certainly in the intervals he looked 
very ill, exhausted and hollow-eyed. Then the little glassful would 
redress the balance, and the flow of lively, self-confident chatter 
run on, while the smoke he inhaled gushed out grey from his lungs. 
I clearly recall that he passed from the card-tricks to parlour games 
— the kind based on certain powers which in human nature are 
higher or else lower than human reason : on intuition and “mag- 
netic” transmission; in short, upon a low type of mfmifestation. 
What I do not remember is the precise order things came in. And 
I will not bore you with a description of these experiments; every- 
body knows them, everybody has at one time or another taken 
part ill this finding of hidden articles, this blind carrying out of a 
seriK of acts, directed Uy a force that proceeds from organism to 
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organism by unexplored paths. Everybody has had his littleglimp.se 
into the equivocal, impure, inexplicable nature of the occult, has 
been conscious of both curiosity and contempt, has shaken his head 
over the human tendency of those who, deal in it to help them- 
selves out with humbuggery,^though. after all, the humbuggary is 
no disproof whatever of the genuineness of the other elements in 
the dubious amalgam. I can only say here that each single cir- 
cumstance gains in weight and the whole greatly in impressiveness 
when it is a man like Cipolla who is the chief actor and guiding 
spirit in the .sinister business. He sat smoking at the rear of the 
stage, his b.ick to the audience while they conferred. The object 
passed from hand to hand which it was his task to find, with which 
he was to perform some action agreed upon beforehand. Then he 
would start to move zigzag through the hail, with his head thrown 
back and one hand outstretched, the other clasped in that of a guide 
who was in the secret but enjoined to keep himself perfectly passive, 
with his thoughts directed upon the agreed goal. Cipolla moved 
with the bearing typical in these experiments : now groping upon 
a false start, now with a quick forward thrust, now pausing as 
though to listen atul’bv sudden inspiration correcting his course. 
The roles .seemed reversed, the stream of influence was moving in 
the contrary direction, as the artist himself pointed out, in his 
ceaseless flow of discourse. I'he suffering, receptive, performing 
part was now his, the vill he had before imposed on others was 
shut out, he acted in obedience to a voiceless common will which 
was in the air. But he made it perfectly clear that it all came to the 
same thing. The cap.tcity for self-surrende! . he said, for becoming a 
tool, for the most unconditional and utter self-abnegation, was but 
the reverse side of that other power to will and to command. Com- 
manding and obeying formed together one single principle, one 
indissoluble unity; he who knew how to obey ^ew also how to 
command, and conversely; the one idea was comprehended in the 
other, as people and leader were comprehended in one another. But 
that which* WRs done, the highly exactiijg and exhausting per- 
formance* was in every case his, the leader's and mover's, in whom 
the will became obedience, the obedience will, whose person was 
the cradle and womb of both, and who thus suffered enormous 
hardship. Repeatedly he emphasized the fart that bis lot was a 
hard one - presumably to account for hft need of stimulant and 
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his frequent recourse to the little glass. 

Thus he groped his way forward, like a blind seer, led and sus- 
tained by the mysterious common will. He drew a pin set with a 
stone out of its hiding-place in an Englishwoman's shoe, carried 
it, halting and pressing on by turns, to another lady — Signora 
Angiolieri — ^and handed it to her on, bended knee, with the words 
it had been agreed he was to utter.'- “I present you with this in 
token of my respect,” was the sentence. Their sense was obvious 
but the words themselves not easy to hit upon, for the reason that 
they had been agreed on in French; the language complication 
seemed to us a little malicious, implying as it did a conflict between 
the audience’s natural interest in the success of the miracle, and 
their desire to witness the humiliation of this presumptuous man. 
It was a strange sight: Cipolla on his knees before the signora, 
wrestling, amid efforts at speech, after knowledge of the pre- 
ordained words. “I must say something,” he said, “and I fed clearly 
what it is I must say. But I also feel that if it passed my lips it would 
be wrong. Be careful not to help me unintentional!;^!” he cried 
out, though very likely that was precisely what he was hoping for. 
"Pensez tres fort,” he cried all at once, in 'bad French, and then 
burst out with the required words — in Italian, indeed, but with the 
final substantive pronounced in the sister tongue, in which he was 
probably far from fluent; he said veneration instead of venera- 
zione, with an impossible nasal. And this partial success, after the 
complete success before it, the finding of the pin, the presentation 
of it on his knees to the right person — was almost more impressive 
than if he had got the sentence exactly right, and evoked bursts of 
admiring applause. 

Cipolla got up from his knees and wiped the perspiration from 
his brow. You understand that this experiment with the pin was a 
single case, which I describe because it sticks in my memory. But he 
changed his method several times and improvised a number of 
variations suggested by his contact with his audience a good deal 
of time thus went by. He seemed to get particular itjspiration from 
the person of our landlady; she drew him on to the most extra- 
ordinary displays of clairvoyance. “It does not escape me, madame,” 
he said to her, “that there is something unusual about you, some 
special and honourable distinction. He who has eyes to see descries 
about your lovely brow**an aureola — if I mistake not, it once was 
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Stronger than now — a slowly paling radiance ... hush, not a 
word! Don't help me. Beside you sits your husband — yes?" He 
turned towards the silent Signor Angiolieri. “You are the hus- 
band of this lady, and your happiness is complete. But in the midst 
of this happiness memories rise ... the past, signora, so it seems to 
me, plays an important part fn your present. You knew a king . . . 
has not a king crossed your path in bygone days ? ” 

"No," breathed the dispenser of our midday soup, her golden- 
brown eyes gleaming in the noble pallor of her face. 

“No? No, not a king; I meant that generally, I did not mean 
literally a king. Not a fong, not a prince, and a prince after all, a 
king of a loftier realm; it was a great artist, at whose side you 
once -you would contradict me, and yet I am not wholly wrong. 
Well, then ! It was a woman, a groat, a world-renowned woman 
artist, whose friendship you enjoyed in your tender years, whose 
sacred memory overshadows and transfigures your whole existence. 
Her name? Need I utter it, whose fame has long been bound up 
with the fatherland’s, immortal as its own? Eleonora Duse," he 
finished, softly and with much solemnity. 

The little woman bowed her head, overcome. The applause was 
like a patriotic demonstration. Nearly everyone there knew about 
Signora Angiolieri's wonderful past; they were all able to confirm 
the Cavaliere’s intuition — not least the present guests of Casa 
Eleonora. But we wondered how much of the truth he had learned 
as the result of professional inquiries made 6n his arrival. Yet I see 
no reason at all to cast doubt, on rational grounds, upon powers 
which, before our very eyes, became fatal to their possessor. 

At this point there was an intermLssi(>n. Our lord and master 
withdrew. Now 1 confess that almost ever since the beginning of 
my tale I have looked forward with dread to this moment in it. 
The thoughts of men are mostly not hard to read; in this case they 
are very easy. You are sure to ask why we did not choose this 
moment to go away — and I must continue to owe you an answer. 
I do not know why? I cannot dtrfend myself. By this time it was 
certainly^leven, probably later. The children were asleep. The last 
series of tests had been too long, nature had had her way. Th^ 
were sleeping in our laps, the little one on mine, the boy on his 
mother's. That was. in a way. a consolation; but at the same time 
it was also ground for compassion and a t4ear leading to take them 
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home to bed. And I give you my >vord that we wanted to obey this 
touching admonition, we seriously wanted to. We roused the poor 
things and told them it was now high time to go. But they were 
no sooner conscious than they began to resist and implore — ^you 
know how horrified children are at the thought of leaving before 
the end of a thing. No cajoling has any effect, you have to use 
force. It was so lovely, they wailed. Mow did we know what was 
coming next? Surely we could not leave until after the inter- 
mission; they liked a httle nap now and again — only not go home, 
only not go to bed, while the beautiful evening was still going on ! 

We yielded, but only for the moment, of course ---so far as we 
knew — only for a little while, just a few minutes longer. 1 cannot 
excuse our staying, scarcely can I even understand it. Did we think, 
having once said A, we had to say B -having once brought the 
children hither we had to let them stay? No, it is not good enough. 
Were we ourselves so highly entertained ? Yes, and no. Our feehngs 
for Cavaliere Cipolla were of a very mixed kind, but so were the 
feelings of the whole audience, if I mistake not, and pobody left. 
Were we under the sway of a fascination which emanated from this 
man who took so strange a way to earn hfs bread; a fast illation 
which he gave out independently of the programme and even be- 
tween the tricks and which paralysed our resolve? Again, sheer 
curiosity may* account for something. One was curious to know 
how such an evening turned out; Cipolla in his remarks having all 
along hinted that he had tricks in his bag stranger than any he had 
yet produced. 

But all that is not it — or at least it is not all of it. More correct 
it would be to answer the first question with another. Why had 
we not left Torre di Venere itself before now? To me the two ques- 
tions are one and the same, and in order to get out of the impasse 
I might simply say that I had answered it already. For, as things 
had been in Torre in general : queer, uncomfortable, troublesome, 
tense, oppressive, so precisely they were here in this hall tonight. 
Yes, more than precisely. For it seemed to be^ihe f««ntam-head of 
all the uncanniness and all the strained feelings t^iich had 
oppressed the atmosphere of our holiday. This man whose return 
to the stage we were awaiting was the personification of all that; 
and, as we had not gone away in general, so to speak, it would 
have been inconsistent to do it in the particular case. You may call 
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this an explanation, you may call it Inertia, as you see fit. Any 
argumoit more to the purpose I simply do not know how to 
adduce. 

Well, there was an interval of ten minutes, which grew into 
nearly twenty. The children remained awake. They were enchanted 
by om compliance, and filled the break to their own satisfaction 
by renewing relations with the popular sphere, with Antonio, 
Guiscardo, and the canoe man. They put their hands to their 
mouths and called messages across, appealing to us for the Italian 
words, “Hope you have a good catch tomorrow, a whole netful!” 
They called to Mario, Esquisito Mario: “Mario, una cioccolata e 
biscotti!” And this time he heeded and answered with a snule: 
“Subito, signorini!” Later we had reason to recall this kindly, il 
rather absent and pensive smile. 

Thus the interval passed, the gong sounded. The audience, which 
had scattered in conversation, took their places again, the children 
sat up straight in their chairs with their hands in their laps. The 
curtain had not been dropped. Cipolla came forward again, with 
his dipping stride, and began to introduce the second half of the 
programme with a lecture. 

Let me state once for all that this self-confident cripple was the 
most powerful hypnotist I have ever seen in my life. It was pretty 
plain now that he threw dust in the public eye and advertised him- 
self as a prestidigitator on account of police regulations which 
would have prevented him from making his living by the exercise 
of his powers. Perhaps this eye-wash is the usual thing in Italy; 
it may be permitted or even connived at by the authorities. Cer- 
tainly the man had from the beginning made little conceabnenr of 
the actual nature of his operations; and this second half of the 
programme was quite franWy and exclusively devoted to one sort 
of experiment. While he still practised some rhetorical circumlocu- 
tions, the tests themselves were one long series of attacks upon 
the will-power, the loss or compulsion of volition. Comic, exciting, 
amazing b]ri»M:ns, ijy midnight they were still in full swing; we 
ran the ^mut of all the phenomena this natural-unnatural fidd 
has to show, from the unimpressive at one end of the scale to the 
monstrous at the other. The audience laughed and applauded as 
they followed the grotesque details; shook their heads, clapped their 
knees, fell very frankly under the spell df this stem, self-assured 
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personality. At the same time I saw signs that they wore not quite 
complacent, not quite unconscious of the peculiar ignominy which 
lay, for the individual and for the general, in CipoUa's triumphs. 

Two main features were constant in all the experiments: the 
liquor glass and the claw-handled riding-whip. The first was always 
invoked to add fuel to his demonial; fires; without it, apparently, 
they might have burned out. On thk score we might even have 
felt pity for the man; but the whistle of his scourge, the insulting 
symbol of his domination, before which we all cowered, drowned 
out every sensation save a dazed and outbraved submission to his 
power. Did he then lay claim to our sympathy to boot? I was 
struck by a remark he made — ^it suggested no less. At the climax 
of his experiments, by stroking and breathing upon a certain 
young man who had offered himself as a subject and already proved 
himself a particularly susceptible one, he had not only put him 
into the condition known as deep trance and extended his insensible 
body by neck and feet across the backs of two chairs, but had 
acutally sat down on the rigid form as on a bench, witljput making 
it yield. The sight of this unholy figure in a frock-coat squatted 
on the stiff body was, horrible and incredible; the audience, con- 
vinced that the victim of this scientific diversion must be suffering, 
expressed its sympathy: “Ah, poverettor Poor soul, poor soul! 
“Poor soul!” Cipoila mocked them, with some bitterness. “Ladies 
and gentlemen, you are barking up the wrong tree. Sono io il pove- 
retto. I am the person ‘who is suffering, I am the one to be pitied.” 
We pocketed the information. Very good. Maybe the experiment 
was at his expense, maybe it was he who had suffered the cramp 
when the giovonotto over there had made the faces. But appear- 
ances were all against it; and one does not feel like saying poveretto 
to a man who is suffering to bring about the humiliation of others. 

I have got ahead of my story and lost sight of the sequence of 
events. To this day my mind is full of the Cavaliere's feats of en- 
durance; only I do not recall them in their order — which does not 
matter. So much I do know: that the lon^f andsaiore circtun- 
stantial tests, which got the most applause, impressed m^’less than 
some of the small ones which pass^ quickly over. I remember the 
young man whose body Cipoila converted into a board, only be- 
cause of the accompanying remarks which I have quoted. An 
elderly lady in a cane-seated chair was lulled by Cipoila in the 
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delusion that she was on a voyage to India and gave a voluble 
account of her adventures by land and sea. But I found this 
phenomenon less impressive than one which followed immediatdy 
after the intermission. A tall, well-built, soldierly man was unable 
to lift his arm, after the hunchback had told him that he could not 
and given a cut through the* air with his whip. I can still see the 
face of that stately, mustachioed colonel smiling and clenching 
his teeth as he struggled to regain his lost freedom of action. A 
staggering performance ! He seemed to be exerting his will, and 
in vain; the trouble, however, was probably simply that he could 
not will. Tliere was involved here that recoil of the will upon itself 
which paralyses choice — ^as our tyrant had previously explained to 
the Roman gentleman. 

Still less can I forget the touching scene, at once comic and 
horrible, with Signora Angiolieri. The Cavaliere, probably in his 
first bold survey of the room, had spied out her ethereal lack of 
resistance to his power. For actually he bewitched her, literally 
drew her out of her scat, out of her row, and away mth him 
whither he willed. And in order to enhance his effect, he bade 
Signor Angiolieri call upon his wife by her name, to throw, as it 
were, all the weight of his existence and his rights in her into the 
scale, to rouse by the voice of her husband everything in his spouse's 
soul which could shield her virtue against the evil assaults of 
magic. And how vain it all was ! Cipolla was standing at some 
distance from the couple, when he made a single cut with his whip 
through the air. It caused our landlady to shudder violently and 
turn her face towards him. ‘‘Sofronia ! ” ^ tied Signor Angiolieri — 
we had not known that Signora AngioLeri’s name was Sofronia. 
And he did well to call, everybody saw that there was no time to 
lose. His wife kept her face turned in the direction of the diabolical 
Cavaliere, who with his ten long yellow fingers was making passes 
at his victim, moving backwards as he did so, step by step. Thai 
Signora Angiolieri, her pale face gleaming, rose up from her seat, 
turned rml«%ound,*and began to glide after him. Fatal and for- 
bidding ^ght ! Her face as though moonstruck, stiflF-armed, her 
lovely hands lifted a little at the wrists, the feet as it were together, 
she seemed to float slowly out of her row and after the tempta. 
"Call her, sir, keep on calling," prompted the redoubtable man. 
And Signor Angiolieri, in a weak voice, balled: "Sofronia!" Ah, 
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again and again he called; as his wife went farther off he even 
curved one hand round his lips and beckoned with the other as he 
called. But the poor voice of love and duty echoed unheard, in vain, 
bdiind the lost one’s back; the signora swayed along, moonstruck, 
deaf, enslaved; she glided into the middle aisle and down it towards 
the fingering hunchback, towards the^oor. We were convinced, we 
were driven to the conviction, that she would have followed her 
master, had he so willed it, to the ends of the earth. 

"Accidenter cried out Signor Angiolieri, in genuine affright, 
springing up as the exit was reached. But at the same moment the 
Cavaliere put aside, as it were, the triumphal crown and broke off. 
“Enough, signora, I thank you," he said, and offered his arm to 
lead her back to her husband. “Signor,” he greeted the latter, "here 
is your wife. Unharmed, with my compliments, I give her into your 
hands. Cherish with all the strength of your manhood a treasure 
which is so wholly yours, and let your zeal be quickened by know- 
ing that there are powers stronger than reason or virtue, and not 
always so magnanimously ready to relinquish their psey ! ’’ 

Poor Signor Angiolieri, so quiet, so bald ! He did not look as 
though he would knov' how to defend his hkppiness, even against 
powers much less demoniac than these which were now adding 
mockery to frightfulness. Solemnly and pompously the Cavaliere 
retired to the stage, amid applause to which his eloquence gave 
double strength. It was this particular episode, I feel sure, that 
set the seal upon his ascendancy. For now he made them dance, 
yes, literally; and the dancing lent a dissolute, abandoned, topsy- 
turvy air to the scene, a drunken abdication of the critical spirit 
which had so long resisted the spell of this man. Yes, he had had 
to fight to get the upper hand — for instance against the animosity 
of the young Roman gentleman, whose rebellious spirit threatened 
to serve others as a rallying-point. But it was precisely upon the 
importance of example that the Cavaliere was so strong. He had the 
wit to make his attack at the weakest point and to choose as his 
first victim that feeble, ecstatic youth whom he KaiS‘nreviously 
made into a board. The master had but to look at him, when this 
young man would fling himself back as though struck by light- 
ning, place his hands rigidly at his sides, and fall into a state of mili- 
tary somnambulism, in which it was plain to any eye that he was 
open to the most ahsurdTsuggestion that might be made to him. He 
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seemed quite content in his abject state, quite pleased to be relieved 
of the burden of voluntary choice. Again and again he offered him- 
self as a subject and gloried in the model facility he had in losing 
consciousness. So no>v he mounted the platform, and a single cut 
of the whip was enough to make him dance to the Cavalirare’s 
orders, in a kind of complacent ecstasy, eyes closed, head nodding, 
lank limbs flying in all directions. 

It looked unmistakably like enjoyment, and other recruits were 
not long in coming forward : two other young men, one humbly 
and one well dressed, were soon jigging alongside the first. But now 
the gentleman from Rome bobbed up again, asking defiantly if the 
Cavaliere would engage to make hun dance too, even against has 
will. 

“Even against your will,” answered Cipolla, in unforgettable 
accents. That frightful "anche se non vuole” still rings in my ears. 
The struggle began. After Cipolla had taken another little glass 
and lighted a fresh cigarette he stationed the Roman at a point in 
(he middle aisle and himself took up a position some distance be- 
hind him, making his whip whistle through the air as he gave the 
order : "Balia!'’ His opponent did not stiR "Balia!" repeated the 
Cavaliere incisively, and snapped his whip. You saw the yoimg 
man move his neck round in his collar; at the same time one hand 
lifted slightly at the wrist, one ankle turned outward. But that 
was all, for the time at least; merely a tendency to twitch, now 
sternly repressed, now seeming about to get the upper hand. It 
escap^ nobody that here a heroic obstinacy, a fixed resolve to 
resist, must needs be conquered; we were beholding a gallant effort 
to strike out and save the honour of the human race. He twitched 
but danced not; and the struggle was so prolonged that the Cavali- 
ere had to divide his attention between it and the stage, turning 
now and then to make his riding-whip whistle in the direction of 
the dancers, as it were to keep them in leash. At the same time he 
advisetl the audience that no fatigue was involved in such activities, 
howeverJiB^they went on, since it was not the automatons up 
there wtw danced, but himself. Then once more his eye would bore 
itself into the back of the Roman’s neck and lay siege to the 
strength of purpose which defied him. 

One saw it waver, that strength of purpose, beneath the repeated 
summons and whip-crackings. Saw' with aft objective interest which 
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yet was not quite free from traces of sympathetic emotion — ^from 
pity, even from a cruel kind of pleasure. If I understand what was 
going on, it was the negative character of the young man’s fighting 
position which was his undoing. It is likely that not willing is not 
a practicable state of mind; not to want to do something may be in 
the long run a mental content impossible to subsist on. Between 
not willing a certain thing and not wiping at all — in other words, 
yielding to another person’s will — there may lie too small a space 
for the idea of freedom to squeeze into. Again, there were the 
Cavaliere’s persuasive words, woven in among the whip-crackings 
and commands, as be mingled effects that were his own secret with 
others of a bewilderingly psychological kind. "Balia!” said he. 
“Who wants to torture himself like that? Is forcing ourself yom 
idea of freedom? Una ballalinal Why, your arms and legs are 
aching for it. What a relief to give way (o them — there, you are 
dancing already ! That is no struggle any more, it is a pleasure !’’ 
And so it was. The jerking and twitching of the refractory youth’s 
limbs had at last got the upper hand; he lifted his arm», then his 
knees, his joints quite suddenly relaxed, he flung his legs and 
danced, and amid bursts of applause the Cavaliere led him to join 
the row of puppets on the stage. Up there we could sec his face as 
he “enjoyed” himself; it was clothed in a broad grin and the eyes 
were half-shut. In a way, it was consoling to see that he was having 
a better time than he had had in the hoiu of his pride. 

His “fall” was, I may say, an epoch. The ice was completely 
broken, Cipolla’s triumph had reached its height. The Circe’s wand, 
that whistling leather whip with the claw handle, held absolute 
sway. At one time — it must have been well after midnight — ^not 
only were there eight or ten persons dancing on the little stage, but 
in the hall below a varied animation reigned, and a long-toothed 
Anglo-Saxoness in a pince-nez left her seat of her own motion to 
perform a tarantella in the centre aisle. Cipolla was lounging in a 
cane-seated chair at the left of the stage, gulpjpg down the smoke 
of a cigarette and breathing it impudently out thrSHfg^ his bad 
teeth. He tapped his foot and shrugged his shoulders, looking down 
upon the abandoned scene in the hall; now and then he snapped 
his whip backwards at a laggard upon the stage. The children were 
awake at the moment. With shame I speak of them. For it was not 
good to be here, least of ^11 for them; that we had not taken them 
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away can only be explained by saying that we had caught the 
general devil-may-careness of the hour. By that time it was all one. 
Anyhow, thank goodness, they lacked understanding for the dis- 
reputable side of the entertainment, and in their innocence were 
perpetually charmed by the unheard-of indulgence which permitted 
them to be present at such a thmg as a magician's “evening.” Whole 
quarter-hours at a time they drowsed on our laps, waking refreshed 
and rosy-cheeked, with sleepdrunken eyes, to laugh to bursting at 
the leaps and jumps the magician made those people up there make. 
They had not thought it would be so jolly: they joined with their 
clumsy little hands in every round of applause. And jumped for 
joy upon their chairs, as was their wont, when Cipolla beckoned 
to their friend Mario from the Esquisito, beckoned to him just like 
a picture in a book, holding his hand in front of his nose and bend- 
ing and straightening the forefinger by turns. 

Mario obeyed. I can see him now going up the stairs to Cipolla, 
who continued to beckon him, in that droll, picture-book sort of 
way. He hesitated for a moment at first; that, too, I recall quite 
clearly. During the whole evening he had lounged against a 
wooden pillar at the^side entrance, with his arms folded, or else 
with his hands thrust into his jacket pockets. He was on our left, 
near the youth with the militant hair, and had followed the per- 
formance attentively, so far as we had .seen, if with no particular 
animation and God knows how' much comprehension. He could 
not much relish being summoned thus, at the end of the evening. 
But it was only too easy to see why he obeyed. After aU, obedience 
was his calling in life; and then, how shoidd a simple lad like him 
find it within his human capacity to refuse compliance to a man 
so throned and crowned as Cipolla at that hour? Willy-nilly he 
left his column and with a word of thanks to those making way 
for him he mounted the steps with a doubtful smile on his full 
lips. 

Picture a thickset youth of twenty years, w'ith clipped hair, a low 
foreheadjBIft heavy-lidded eyes of an indefinite grey, shot with 
green and yellow. These things I knew from having spoken with 
him, as we often had. There was a saddle of freckles on the flat 
nose, the whole upper half of the face retreated bdiind the lower, 
and that again was dominated by thick lips that parted to show 
the salivated teeth. These thick lips and itie veiled look of the eyes 
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lent the whole face a primitive melancholy — it was that which 
had drawn us to him from the first. In it was not the faintest trace 
of brutality — ^indeed, his hands would have given the lie to such 
an idea, being unusually slender and delicate for a southerner. 
They were hands by which one liked being served. 

We knew him humanly without ‘Knowing him personally, if 1 
may make that distinction. We saw hiin nearly every day, and felt 
a certain kindness for his dreamy wa)ts, which might at times be 
actual inattentiveness, suddenly transformed into a redeeming zeal 
to serve. His mien was serious, only the children could bring a 
smile to his face. It was not sulky, but uningratiating, without 
intentional effort to please — or, rather, it seemed to give up being 
pleasant in the conviction that it could not succeed. We should 
have remembered Mario in any case, as one of those homely recol- 
lections of travel which often stick in the mind better than more 
important ones. But of his circumstances we knew no more than 
that his father was a petty clerk in the Municipio and his mother 
took in washing. 

His white waiter 's-coat became him better than the faded striped 
suit he wore, with a gay coloured scarf instead of a collar, the ends 
tucked into his jacket. He neared Cipolla, who however did not 
leave off that motion of his finger before his nose, so that Mario 
had to come still closer, right up to the chair-seat and the master’s 
legs. Whereupon the latter spread out his elbows and seized the 
lad, turning him so that we had a view of his face. Then gazed 
him briskly up and down, with a careless, commanding eye. 

“Well, ragazzo tnio, how comes it we make acquaintance so late 
in the day? But believe me, I made yours long ago. Yes, yes. I’ve 
had you in my eye this long while and known what good stuff 
you were made of. How could I go and forget you again? Well, 

I've had a good deal to think about Now tell me, what is your 

name? 'The first name, that’s all I want.” 

“My name is Mario,” the young man miswered, in a low 
voice 

“Ah, Mario. Very good. Yes, yes, there is such a nam^,‘ quite a 
common name, a classic name too, one of those which preserve the 
heroic traditions of the Fatherland. Bravo.' Salver And he flung 
up his arm slantingly above his crooked shoulder, palm outward, 
in the Roman salute. Hesnay have been slightly tipsy by now, and 
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no wonder; but he spoke as before, dearly, fluently, and with 
emphasis. Though about this time there had crept into his voice 
a gross, autocratic note, and a kind of arrogance was in his 
sprawl. 

“Well, now, Mario mio,” he went on, “it’s a good thing you 
came this evening, and thatl; a pretty scarf you’ve got on; it is 
becoming to your style of beauty. It must stand you in good stead 
with the girls, the pretty pretty girls of Torre — ” 

From the row of youths, dose by the place where Mario had 
been standing, sounded a laugh. It came from the youth with the 
militant hair. He stood there, his jacket over his shoulder, and 
laughed outright, rudely and scornfully. 

Mario gave a start. I think it was a shrug, but he may have 
started and then hastened to cover the movement by shrugging his 
shoulders, as much as to say that the neckerchief and the fair sex 
were matters of equal indifference to him. 

The Ca valiere gave a downward glance. 

“We needn’t trouble about him,’’ he said. “He is jealous, be- 
cause your scarf is so popular with the girls, maybe partly because 
you and I are so friertdly up here. Perhaps Ije^d like me to put him 
in mind of his colic — I could do it free of charge. Tell me, Mario. 
You’ve come here this evening for a bit of fun — and in the daytime 
you work in an ironmonger’s shop?’’ 

“In a cafe,’’ corrected the youth. 

“Oh, in a cafe. That’s where Cipolla nearly came a cropper ! 
What you are is a cup-bearer, a Ganymede — ^I like that, it is another 
classical allusion — Salvictta!" Again the Cavaliere saluted, to the 
huge gratification of his audience. 

Mario smiled too. “But before thai,” he interpolated, in the 
interest of accuracy, “1 worked for a while in a shop in Portocle- 
mente.” He seemed visited by a natural desire to assist the prophecy 
by dredging out its essential features. 

“There, didn’t I s^ so? In an ironmonger’s shop?’’ 

“They combTand brushes,’’ Mario got round it. 

"Didf^ I say that you were not always a Ganymede? Not 
always at the sign of the serviette? Even when Cipolla makes a 
mistake, it is a kind that makes you believe in him. Now tell me : 
Do you believe in me? ’’ 

An indefinite gesture. 
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"A half-way answer,” commented the Cavaliere “Probably it is 
not easy to win your confidence. Even for me, I can see, it is not 
so easy. I see in your features a reserve, a sadness, un tratto di malin- 
conia ... tell me” (he seized Mario’s hand persuasively) “Have you 
troubles?” 

“Nossignore,” answered Mario, promptly and decidedly. 

‘Tou have troubles,” insisted the davaiiere, bearing down the 
denial by the weight of his authority. “Can't I see? Trying to 
pull the wool over Cipolla’s eyes, are you? Of course, about the 
girls — it is a girl, isn't it ? You have love troubles ? ” 

Mario gave a vigorous head-shake. And again the giovonotto's 
brutal laugh rang out. The Cavaliere gave heed. His eyes were 
roving about somewhere in the air; but he cocked an ear to the 
sound, then swung his whip backwards, as he had once or twice 
before in his conversation with Mario, that none of his puppets 
might flag in their zeal. The gesture had nearly cost him his new 
prey: Mario gave a sudden start in the direction of the steps. But 
Cipolla had him in his clutch. 

“Not so fast,” said he. “That would be fine, wouldn't it? So 
you want to skip, doj^ou, Ganymede, right'in the middle of the 
fun, or, rather, when it is just beginning? Stay with me. I'll show 
you something nice. I'll convince you. You have no reason to 
worry, I promise you. This girl — ^you know her and others know 
her too — what's her name? Wait ! I read the name in your eyes, 
it is on the tip of my tofigue and yours too — ” 

“Silvestra ! ” shouted the giovanoUo from below. 

The Cavaliere’s face did not change. 

"Aren't there the forward people?” he asked, not looking down, 
more as in undisturbed converse with Mario. “Aren't there the 
young fighting-cocks that crow in season and out? Takes the word 
out of your mouth, the conceited fool, and seems to think he has 
some special right to it. Let him be. But Silvestra, your Silvestra 
— ah, what a girl that is ! What a prize ! Brings your heart into 
your mouth to see her walk or laugh or breathe, sh?%\so lovely. 
And her round arms when she washes, and tosses her hfead back 
to get the hair out of her eyes ! An angel from paradise ! ” 

Mario stared at him, his head thrust forward. He seemed to have 
forgotten the audience, forgotten where he was. The red rings 
round his eyes had got ^larger, they looked as though they were 
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painted on. His thick lips parted. 

"And she makes you suffer, this angel,” went on Cipolla, "or, 
rather, you make yourself suffer for her — there is a difference, my 
lad, a most important difference, let me tell you. There are mis- 
understandings in love, maybe nowhere else in the world are there 
so many. I know what you a?e thinking : what does this Cipolla, 
with his little physical defect, know about love? Wrong, all wrong, 
he knows a lot. He has a wide and powerful understanding of its 
workings, and it pays to listen to his advice. But let's leave Cipolla 
out, cut him out altogether and think only of Silvestra, your peer- 
less Sdvestra ! What ! Is she to give any young gamecock the pre- 
ference, so that he can laugh while you cry? To prefer him to a 
chap like you, so full of feeling and so sympathetic? Not very likely, 
is it? It is impossible — we know better, Cipolla and she. If I were to 
put myself in her place and choose between the two of you, a tarry 
lout like that — a codfish, a sea-urchin — and a Mario, a knight of 
the serviette, who moves among gentlefolk and hands round 
refreshments with an air — my word, but my heart would speak in 
uo uncertain tones — it knows to whom I gave it long ago. It is 
time that he should sde and understand, my^ijipsen one ! It is time 
that you see me and recognize me, Mario, my beloved ! Tell me, 
who am I?” 

It was grisly, the way the betrayer made himself irresistible, 
wreathed and coquetted with his crooked shoulder, languished 
with the puffy eyes, and showed his splinfered teeth in a sickly 
smile. And alas, at his beguiling words, what was come of our 
Mario? It is hard for me to tell, hard as it was for me to see; for 
here was nothing less than an utter abandonment of the inmost 
soul, a public exposure of timid and deluded passion and rapture. 
He put his hands across his mouth, his shoulders rose and fell with 
his pantings. He could not, it was plain, trust his eyes and ears 
for joy, and the one thing he forgot was precisely that he could 
not trust them. "Silvestra ! ” he breathed, from the very depths of 
his vanqjujiiPSfl heart. 

"Kiss^e!” said the hunchback. "Trust me, I love thee. Kiss 
me here.” And with the tip of his index finger, hand, arm, and little 
finger outspread, he pointed to his cheek, near the mouth. And 
Mario bent and kissed him. 

It had grown very still in the rooni.*That was a monstrous 
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moiiieut, grotesque and thrilling, the moment of Mario's bliss. In 
that evil span of time, crowded with a sense of the illusiveness of 
all joy, one sound became audible, and that not quite at once, but 
on the instant of the melancholy and ribald meeting between 
Mario’s lips and the repulsive flesh which thrust itself forward 
for his caress. It was the sound of a lai^gh, from the giovanotto on 
our left. It broke into the dramatic' suspense of the moment, 
coarse, mocking, and yet — or I must have been grossly mistaken 
— ^with an undertone of compassion for the poor bewildered, victi- 
mized creature. It had a faint ring of that "Poveretto” which 
Cipolla had declared was wasted on the wrong person, when he 
claimed the pity for his own. 

The laugh still rang in the air when the recipient of the caress 
gave his whip a little swish, low down, close to his chair-leg, and 
Mario started up and flung himself back. He stood in that posture 
staring, his hands one over the other on those desecrated lips. Then 
he beat his temples with his clenched fists, over and over; turned 
and staggered down the steps, while the audience applauded, and 
Cipolla sat there with his hands in his lap, his shoulders shaking. 
Once below, and even while in full retreat, 'Mario hurled himself 
round with legs flung wide apart; one arm flew up, and two flat 
shattering detonations crashed through applause and laughter. 

There was instant silence. Even the dancers came to a full stop 
and stared about, struck dumb. Cipolla bounded from his seat. He 
stood with his arms spread out, slanting as though to ward every- 
body off, as though next moment he would cry out : “Stop ! Keep 
back! Silence! What was that?” Then, in that instant, he sank 
back in his seat, his head rolling on his chest; in the next he had 
fallen sideways to the floor, where he lay motionless, a huddled 
heap of clothing, with limbs awry. 

The commotion was indesaibable. Ladies hid their faces, shud- 
dering, on the breasts of their escorts. There were shouts for a 
doctor, for the police. People flung themselves on Mario in a mob, 
to disarm him, to take away the weapon that hung fifJhi^is fingers 
—that small, dull-metal, scarcely pistol-shaped tool wiittv hardly 
any barrel — in how strange and unexpected a direction had fate 
levelled it! 

And now -now finally, at last — we took the children and led 
them towards the exit,<past the pair of carabinieri just entering. 
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Was that the end, they wanted to know, that they might go in 
peace? Yes, we assured than, that was the end. An end of horror, 
a fatal end. And yet a liberation — for I could not, and I cannot, 
but find it so ! 
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The story of Sita of the beautiful hips, daughter of the cattle- 
breeder Sumantra of the warrior caste, and of her two husbands 
(if one may put it like that) is so sanguinary, so amazing to the 
senses, that it makes the greatest demands on the hearer’s strength 
of mind and his power to resist the gruesome guiles of Maya. It 
would be well for the listener to take pattern from the fortitude 
of the teller, for it requires, if anything, more courage to tell such 
a tale than to hear it. But here it is, from first to last, just as it fell 
out: 

At the time when memory mounted in the mind of man, as the 
vessel of sacrihce slowly fills up from the bottom with drink or with 
blood; when the womb of stem patriarchal piety opened to the seed 
of the primeval past, Nostalgia for the Mother reinvested with new 
shudderings the ancient images and swelled the number of pilgrims 
thronging in the spring to the shrines of the great World-Nurse; 
at such a time it was that two youths, little different in age and 
caste, but very unlike in body, were vowed to friendship. The 
younger was named Nanda, the somewhat elder Shridaman. The 
first was eighteen years old, the second already one-and-twenty; 
both, each on his proper day, had been girt with the sacred cord 
and received into the company of the twice-bora. Their homes 
were in the temple village called Welfare of Cows, wki^. had been 
settled in time past on a sign from the gods in its place in he land 
of Kosala. It was surrounded by a cactus hedge and a wooden 
wall; its gates, facing the four points of the compass, had been 
blessed by a wandering wise man and familiar of the goddess 
Speech — who uttered no unrighteous word, and had been given 
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to eat in the village — ^with the blessing that its door-posts and 
lintels should drop fatness and honey. 

The friendship between the two youths was based on the diver- 
sity in their I- and my-fedings, those of the one yearning towards 
those of the other. Incorporation, that^iSj, naajQEai.^r, 
isolation for differ we.difEerwice maikes for comparisons, compari- 
sons give rise to uneasiness, uneasiness to wonderment, wondw- 
ment tends to admiration; and finally admiration turns to a 
yearning for mutual exchange and unity. Etail vai tad. This is 
that. And the doctrine applies especially in youth, when the clay 
of life is still soft and the I- and my-feelings not yet hardened into 
the conflicts of the single personality. 

Young Shridaman was a merchant, and the son of a merchant; 
Nanda, on the other hand, both a smith and cowherd, for his 
father Garga not only kept cattle on the meadow and in the byre, 
but also plied the hammer and fanned the fire with a feather ran. 
As for Shridaman’s sire, Bhavabhuti by name, he traced his line 
on the male side from a Brahman stock versed in the Vedas, which 
Garga and his son were far from doing. Still, they were no Sudras, 
and although somewhat goat-nosed, were’l^jiSte distinctly mem- 
bers of human society. Anyhow, for Shridaman, and even for 
Bhavabhuti, the Brahman way of life was only a memory, for 
Bhavabhuti’s father had deliberately abandoned it at the stage of 
householder, which follows that of studentf and never gone on to 
be either forest hermit or ascetic to the end of his days. He had 
scorned to live only on gifts from pious respecters of his know- 
ledge of the Vedas, perhaps he had not been content with these; 
for he had opened up a good business in mull, siUc and calico, 
camphor and sandalwood. And his son in his turn, though begot- 
ten for the service of the gods, had become a vanija or merchant 
in the village of Welfare of Cows, and Bhavabhuti's son Shridaman 
followed in his father’s footsteps, after having previously devoted 
some yeaK^tQ gramillar and the elements of astronomy and onto- 
logy, uoMr the supervision of a guru or spiritual preceptor. 

Not so Nanda, son of Garga. His karma was otherwise; and 
never, either by tradition or by inheritance, had he had to do with 
things of the mind. No, he was just as he was, a son of the people, 
simple and blithe, a Krishna-manifestatiog, dark of skin and hair; 
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he evea had the “lucky-calf” lock oa his breast. His work as a 
smith had made powerful his arms; that as a shepherd had hem 
further an advantage, for he had a wdl-set-up body, which he 
loved to rub with mustard oil and drape with gold ornaments and 
chains of wild flowers. 'There was harmony between it and the 
pleasant beardless face, despite the father thick hps and the sug- 
gestion of a goat-nose; even these were attractive in their way, and 
his black eyes almost always wore a lat^igh. 

Shridaman very much liked all this, comparing it with himsdf, 
who was several shades lighter in both head and limbs, with a face 
too quite otherwise shaped. The ridge of his nose was thin as a 
blade; eyes he had, soft of pupil and lid, and on his cheeks a soft 
fan-shaped beard. Soft too were his limbs, not moulded by exercise 
as cow-herd and smith, even rather Brahman-like, as well as clerkly, 
with a rather soft, narrow breast and some fat on the little belly, 
but otherwise flawless, with fine knee-joints and feet. It was a body 
proper to serve as adjunct and appendage to a noble and know- 
ledgeable head-piece, that was of course head and front of the 
whole, whereas with the whole Nanda the body was, so to speak, 
the main thing, and the head merely a pleasing appendage. All in 
all the two were liiie liiva in his double manifestation, lying some- 
times as dead, a beard^ ascetic, at the feet of the goddess, but 
sometimes erect, a figure in the bloom of youth, stretching his 
young limbs as he turns towards her. 

But after all they were not one [jl c g ^iya. who is life and death, 
world and eternity in the Mother, but manifested as two entities 
here below; thus they were to each other like images. The my- 
feding of each was tirt*d of itself, and though each was aware 
that after all everything consists of what it has not got, yet on 
account of their very dMerences they intrigued each other. The 
fine-lipped, soft-bearded Shridaman found pleasure in the rude 
primeval Krishna-nalure of the thick-lipped Nanda; while he, 
partly flattered, but partly and evai more, because he felt impres- 
sed by Shridaman’s light complexion, hisAioble headpiece and 
correct diction — all that, of course, being from the bc^Kining of 
things inseparable from wisdom and philosophy, and one with 
these — on his side knew nothing more lovely than intercourse 
with Shridaman; thus it was they became fast friends. Certainly in 
the inclination of each for the other some slight humour inhered; 
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Nanda privately made fun of Shridaman’s plumpness and blond- 
ness, his thin nose and punctilious speech. Shridaman, on the other 
hand, smiled at Nanda’s goat-nose and rustic simplicity. This sort 
of private crjtjsism is a common feature of the uneasiness bom of 
comparison; it is a tribute to the I- and my-feeling, and does no 
least violence to the Maya longing born of the same. 


2 

Well, then, it came about that in the love ly spri ngtime, when 
the air was full of the song of birds, Nanda and Shridainan took 
a walking-tour together through the country, each on his owti 
occasions. Nanda had from his father Garga the task of buying a 
certain quantity of black ore from a community of humble folk, 
clad only in reed aprons* who were skilful smelters and with whom 
Nanda knew how to talk. These folk dwelt in mud huts some 
days’ journey from the friends’ village, and nearer the town of 
Kurufehetra, which, in its turn, was somewhat north of the 
thickly populated Inckaprastha, on the riyer Jumna. Here Shrida- 
man’s errand lay, with a business friend of "lirt* family, himself a 
Brahman who had not got farther than the stage of householder. 
With this man Shridaman was to barter to the best advantage 
some fine-coloured cloths woven by the village women at home, 
for some rice-inallets and a particularly practical kind of tinder, 
of which there was need at Welfare of Cows. 

They had travelled a day and a half, on peopled highways and 
through empty woods and wastes, each bearing his fardel on his 
back: Nanda a box of betel-nuts, cowri^j-shells, and alta-red on 
bast paper to redden the soles of the feet, for with these he thought 
to pay the humble folk for their ore; Shridaman his cloths sewed 
up in a doeskin. l%nda out of sheer friendliness carried the other’s 
..burden too, from time to time. They came now to a bathing-place, 
sacred to Kali, the Alt-Embracing, Mpthgr of the worlds aha of all 
beings,^ho‘Ts the"clream^"runkenness of Vishnu. It lay on the 
stream^Gpldfly, which rushes, like a colt let loose, out of the 
mountain’s womb, to moderate its flow and unite at a holy place 
with the river Jumna: that in its turn issuing, at a place yet more 
holy, into the eternal Ganges. But the Ganges flows by its many 
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mouths into the sea. Many bathing-places of high repute, which 
deanse all defilemoit, where one drawing up„ tJjojyatigr of ^ and 
plunging into its bosom may receive new birth — ^many such stand 
on the banks and mouths of the Ganges, and at the junction of 
other rivers with the terrestrial Milky Way, as at the point where 
Goldfly, little daughter of the snows, joins with the Jumna. Every- 
where in this region, in short, such shrines and sites of purification 
abound, convenient to all for sacri^ce and communion. They are 
provided with consecrated steps, so that the pious need not plump 
awkwardly and irreligiously through reed and lotus into the 
water, but may step down in dignity to drink and to lave them- 
sdves. 

Now, this lathing-place the friends had hit on was not one 
of the larger ones, full of offerings, renowned for its miracles, and 
thronged by noble and simple, though at different hours. No, it 
was a quiet, retired httle spot, not a meeting of rivers, just some- 
where on the river-bank, which at that point climbed above the 
bed of the Goldfly. On the top of the bank stood the little temple, 
built simply of wood and already somewhat rickety though 
carved in pleasing designs. It was the temple of the hJistress of all 
desires and joys,.rrtfh a bulbous tower above the cella. The steps 
leading to the spring were wooden too and rather broken, yet 
good enough for a dignifietl descent. 

The youths expressed their pleasure at having hit on this spot, 
‘which gave them opportunity for worship, refreshmait, and rest 
in the shade. It was already very hot at midday; the heavy summer 
threatened untimely, and at the sides of the little temple the 
growth of mangoes, teak and kadamba trees, magnolias, tamarisks, 
and tala palms made shelter where it would be good to rest and 
breakfast. The friends first performed their religious duties, as well 
as circumstances permitted. There was no priest from whom to 
purchase oil or clarified butter to anoint the stone linga images on 
the little terrace before the temple. They found a ladle, scooped up 
water from the river, and did their pious sft-vice, murmuring the 
appropriate words. Then they descended, cupping their najjds, into 
the green river-bed; drank, poured the ritual water, dipped, and 
gave thanks. Ou t of pu re enjoyment |hey stopped in the water a 
nttle longer than’fKespirituaiiy requisite time; then, feding in all 
their limbs the blessing of purification, returned to the resting- 
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place they had selected under the trees- 

Here like brothers they shared their bite, though one had no 
different from the other, and each might have eaten his own. 
When Nanda broke a barl^ cake, he handed half of it to Shrida* 
man saying : “There, old fellow.” Shridaman, dividing a piece of 
fruit, gave half to Nanda with the same words. Shridaman sat to 
eat, sideways to his food, knees and feet together, in the grass that 
was here still green and unsinged. Nanda squatted rustically with 
his knees up and feet in front of him, as one cannot long sit with- 
out being born to it. They took up these attitudes unconsciously 
and without thought; if they had paid heed to the manner of their 
sitting, Shridaman, out of sheer inclination to the primitive, would 
have sat with his knees up and Nanda put himself sideways in the 
contrary desire. He wore a little cap on his sleek black hair, still 
wet from the bath; a loincloth of white cotton cloth, rings on his 
upper arms, and round his neck a necklace of stone-pearls hdd 
together with gold bands. Through it one could see the “lucky- 
calf” lock on his breast. Shridaman had a white cloth wound 
around his head and wore his white cotton short-sleeved smock 
falling over his full draped apron, that hung like trousers. In the 
neck-opening of the smock there showed an rmulet-pouch on a 
thin chain. Both wore the sign of their faith painted in mineral- 
white on their foreheads. 

When they had eaten they put aside the remnants and talked. 
It was so delightful here that princes and kings could not have 
fared better. Between the tall stems of calamus and bamboo, whose 
foliage and clusters of blossoms made a light rustling, they could 
see the pool and the lower steps going down to it. Clinging wat«- 
plants made charming garlands from bough to bough. The chirp- 
ing and trilling of unseen birds mingled with the humming of 
insects that darted to and fro returning ever and anon to the 
flowering grasses. The cool freshness and warm breath of all these 
plants perfumed the air; there was the headiness of the jasmine, 
the peculiar scent of tfhe tala-fruit; sandalwood and mustard oil — 
Nanda tad anointed himself with this last after the ritual of the 
bath. 

“Here we seem to be beyond the ^ waves ofhung^ Md thixst, 
age and-jdeath, suffering and blindness," said Shridaman. “It is 
extraordinarily peaceful. It is as though t^e were moved from the 
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restless whirl of life and placed in its motionless centre where we 
can draw a long breath. Hark ! How cosy and hushed it is here 1 
I use the word ‘hushed’ because we say hush when we want to 
listen; and listening can only properly be done where there is a 
hush. It lets us listen to^everything in it which is not entirely still, 
so that the stillness speaks as in & dream and we hear it too as 
though we were dreaming.” 

“It is verily true as thy word sayt^th,” responded Nanda. “In 
the noise of the marketplace one does not listen; that is only done 
where there is a hush that even so holds this and that to listen to. 
QKiite soundless, filled with silenc ^ is only Nirvana, and so you 
could nevercallTt flushed, nor yet cosy.” 

“No,” answered Shridaiiian, and could not help laughing. “It 
has probably not occurred to anyone to call Nirvana hushed, and 
certainly not cosy; yet you do it, in a sort of way, if only by nega- 
tion, when you say that one cannot do it; and so you find out the 
funniest of all the negations- -for only so can Nirvana be spoken 
of, of course— that could ever be uttered about it. You do say such 
shrew^ things sometimes, if I may use the word ‘shrewd’ about 
lometliihg vmich is at once absurd and perfectly correCt. I like it 
very much, some'.imes it makes my diaphragm contract suddenly, 
almost like a sob. Thus we see how close together are laughing and 
weeping; so that it is an Illusion to make any distinction between 
Jifrasure and pain, and like the one and hate the other, when, after 
all, both can be called good and both bad. But there is a combina- 
tion of laughter and tears which one can most readily assent to 
and call good among all things that move us in life. We have a 
word for it, we call it touching; it has to do with sympathy on 
the cheerful side, and is just what makes the contraction of my 
diaphragm so much like a sob. And it is that that hurts me about 
your shrewdness.” 

“But why does it hurt you ? ” Nanda asked. 

“Because after all you are actually a child of Samsara and thus 
completely taken up with life,” answered Shridaihan; "you do not 
belong among the souls who feel the need to emerge a^ve the 
frightful ocean of laughing and weeping as lotus flowers rise 
above the surface of die stream and open their cups to the sky. 
You are perfectly at home in the depths, where such a complex 
profusion and variety gf shapes and forms exist. You are well off. 


2iO 



THE TRANSPOSED HEADS 


and that is why one feels good at the sight of you. 'nien yo u sud- 
denly..g£t.the ideaiD ^your head ^"meddle with Nirvana anil talk 
about its negative condition and how it cannot be called hushed 
nor cosy, and all that is funny enough to make one weep, or, to 
use the word made on purpose, it is touching, because it makes 
me grieve for that well-being <Jf yours that is so good to see." 

"But listen to me,” countered Nanda. "I don't understand. You 
might be sorry I am so taken up with Samsara and cannot go in 
for being a lotus. That is all right. But to be hurt because I try to 
take an interest in Nirvana, as well as I can — that might not be so 
good. You have hurt me too, let me tell you. ” 

"And how so ? ” Shridaman asked. 

“Because you have read the Vedas and learned about the nature 
of being,” replied Nanda, “but even so you are more easily blinded 
by Samsara than people who have not. That is what really tickles 
me; it gives me, as you say, a feeling of sympathy on the cheerful 
side. It is more or less hushed in this spot where we are; so you let 
yourself go on about being beyond the six waves of hunger and 
ihirsi, and think you are in life’s resting centre. And yet all the 
Imsh, and all the things you can listen to in it, are jast a sign that 
there is a lot going on and your notions about peace and quiet arc 
)ust notions. The birds coo because they are making love; all these 
bees and bugs and cockchafers are darting about in search of food; 
the grass is alive with sounds of life-and-death struggle we cannot 
hear. The very vines so tenderly embracing the trees would like 
to strangle them to take their sap and air to batten on. And there 
you have the true knowledge of life.” 

“I know it well,” Shridaman said, "I do not blind myself to it, 
or at least only for the moment and because 1 want to. For there is 
not only (he truth and knowledge of the understanding, but also 
the insight of the human heart, which sees as in an allegory and 
knows how to read the hand-writing of all phenomena, not only 
in its first and simple sense but also in its second and higher one, 
using it as a means '^’hereby to look through at the pure and 
spiritu^’How' will you arrive at a perception of peace, and feel the 
joy of a cessation from conflict, unless you have a Maya-i ma ge to 
give you a hold on it — though in itself a MaySTffiage"^^**]^ no 
means peace and joy! It is granted and vouchsafed to man to 
make actuality serve him to see the truth Ify; language has coined 
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the word ‘poetry’ to eiqpress this boon.” 

“Ah, so that is what you think,” laughed Nanda. “According 
to that, and if one listens to you, poetry would also be the stupidity 
that comes after the cleverness, and, suppose a man is stupid, it is 
in order to ask whether he is still being stupid or being stupid 
again. I must say, you clever ones do not make it easy for the likes 
of us. We think the point is to, become clever; but before one 
reaches it, one finds out the real point is to become stupid again. 
You ought not to show us the new and higher stages, for fear we 
lose courage to climb the first ones.” 

“From me,” said Shridaman, “you have not heard that one 
must be clever. Come, let us stretch out in the soft grass after our 
meal and look through the branches of the trees into the sky. It is 
such a wonderful thing to look from a station which does not 
actually oblige us to look up, because the eyes are already directed 
upwards, and to see the sky in the way that Mother Earth sees it.” 

“Siya, be it so,” Nanda agreed. 

‘ ‘Siyat ! ” Shridaman corrected him, in the pure tongue. Nanda 
laughed at himself and them both. 

“Siyat, Siyat !” he repeated. “Hair-splitter, leave me my lingo ! 
When 1 speak Sanskrit it sounds like the snuffling of a young 
Jieifer with a rope through her nose.” 

At this bucolic simile Shridaman too laughed heartily; and they 
stretched themselves out as he had said and looked straight up 
through the swaying boughs and flowering bushes into the blue of 
Vishnu’s heaven, waving broken-off^ branches to protect them- 
selves from the red-and-white flies, called Children of Indra, that 
came to settle on their skins. Nanda had Tain down, not because 
he cared in particular to look at the sky as Mother Earth did, 
merely out of good nature. He soon sat up again and assumed his 
Drayidian ^l^ty^^with a flower in his mouth. 

'^Thie ClTfld of Indra is a confounded nuisance,” he said, speaking 
of the darting host of flies as one and the same individual. “Prob- 
ably he is attracted by my good mustard oil. Or it might be he has 
orders from his protector the elephant-rido*, lord of the k’junder- 
bolt, the great god, to torment us as punishment — ^you know 
already why.” 

“That should not affect you,” responded Shridaman; “for you 
voted under the tree that Indra’s thanksgiving feast last autumn 
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should be celebrated in the old or shall we rather say in the newer 
way, according to the ritual and the Brahmanic oraervanc^ you 
can wash your hands of the rest, even if we did afterwards in 
council decide otherwise and give Indra notice that we were turn- 
ing to a newer or rather an older thanksgiving service, one which 
seems more natural to the religious feeling of us village folk than 
the patter of the Brahman service for Indra the Thunderar, who 
burst the strongholds of the aborigines.” 

“Certainly, as thy word sayeth, so is it,” replied Nanda. “For 
my part, I still have an uncanny feeling, for even when I gave 
my voice under the tree for Indra, 1 was afraid he might not bother 
himself about such small matters and would just make all of us 
generally responsible for being done out of his feast at Welfare of 
Cows. Then it occurs to the people and comes into their heads, I 
don’t know from where, that the Indra thanksgiving service is no 
longer the right thing, at least not for us shepherds and farmers, 
and we must think about pious simplification. What, said they, 
have we to do with the great Indra? The Brahmans, with their 
knowledge of the Vedas, may pay their homage with endless repe- 
titions. As for us, we Will saaifice to the cows and mountains and 
forest meadows because they are our true and pidper deities. And 
it seems to us that is what we had done before Indra came, who 
preceded the Coming One, and burst the strongholds of the primi- 
tive inhabitants; and even though we no longer rightly know what 
is to be done, yet it will come to us, and oiurTiearts shall teach us. 
We will pay homage to our Bright Peak and its pastures, in our 
own countryside, with pious lites which are in so far new that 
we shall have to look for them in our hearts, remembo’ and fetch 
them out again. To Bright Peak will we sacrifice the perfect of the 
herd, to him bring offerings of sour milk, flowers, fruit, and tm- 
cooked rice. Afterwards the herd oi cows, wearing garlands of 
autumn flowers, shall rove over the mountain turning to him 
their right flanks, and the steers shall bellow to him with the 
thunder-voice of clou^ hea’vy with rain. And that shall be our 
mount^ worship, new and old. But in order that the Brahmans 
may h^e naught against it, we will feast them to the number of 
many hundreds; and from all the herds we will collect milk so that 
they can eat their fill of curds and rice-milk, and so may they be 
content. Thus spake some of those under th« tree, and some agreed 
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with them, but othors did not. 1 voted from the first against the 
mountain rites, for I had great fear and reverence for Indra, who 
broke the strongholds^of the blacks; and I do not hold with reviv- 
ing things that nobody any longer rightly knows. But you spoke 
and uttaed pure and right words — I mean right in respect to the 
language — in favour of the new sorm of the feast and for the 
renewal of the mountain rites over Indra’s head, and so I was silent. 
For I thought : when those who have gone to school and learned 
something about the nature of being, speak against Indra and in 
favour of simplification, then we others can have nothing to say, 
we can only hope that the great Comer and Breaker of strongholds 
Hyill have some judgment and be satisfied with the feeding of multi- 
tudes of Brahmans, so that he does not afflict us with drought or 
overwhelm us with rains. Perhaps, 1 thought, he is tired of his 
feast himself and thinks it would be more fun to have the moun- 
tain sacrifice and the procession of cows instead. We simple ones 
had great reverence for him; but perhaps he has not so much for 
himself these days. In the end I very much liked the revived rite 
and enjoyed helping to drive the garlanded cmvs about the 
mountain. Yet I will say, when you corrected my Prakrit and 
wanted me to Siyat, it struck me again how strange it is that 
you are using your correct and cultured speech in the interest of 
simplification.” 

"You have no ground to reproach me,” Shridaman answered, 
"for you yourself haVe been using the popular tongue to uphold 
the Brahman rites. You probably took pleasure in it. But let me 
tell you : there is far more pleasure in using correct and cultured 
"words to support the claims of simplicity.” 


3 

They were silent for a while. Shridaman still lay as he was and 
gazed up into the sky. Nanda held his muscular arms clasped round 
his knees and looked between the trees down the slope towards the 
bathing-place of Mother Kali. 

"Sh-hl Thunder and lightning! Bolts and blazes!” he 
whispered all of a sudden, and laid his finger to his thick lips. 
"Shridaman, brother, ^jt up and look very quietly. Going down to 
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bathe, 1 meaa. Open your ^es, it’s worth the trouble I She cannot 
see us, but we can see her.” 

A young girl stood at the londy shrine, about to perform the 
ritual of the bath. She had laid her sari and bodice on the steps 
and stood there quite nude, save only foil some beads round her 
nedc, her swaying ear-rings, and a white ribbon round her thick 
hair. The lovdinras of .her..b.pj!iy^was dazzling. Made of Maya it ^ 
seemed, and*brth’e most enchanting tint, neither tod*dartrnor too 
pale, and more like a bronze with golden lights. Gloriously formed 
she was, after the thoughts of Brahma, with the sweetest childish 
shoulders, and hips dehciously curved, making a spacious pdvic 
cavity, with maidenly firm, budlike breasts and splendidly spread- 
ing buttocks that narrowed above to the smallest, most tender back. 
How supplely it curved, as she raised her slender arms and clasped 
her hands at the back of her neck, so that the delicate armpits 
showed darkly! In all this the most striking thing, the most 
adequately representative of Brahma’s thoughts — ^yet without 
prejudice to the dazzling sweetness of the breasts, which must 
infallibly win over any soul to the life of sense — ^was the conjunc- 
tion of this magnificerrt rear with the slimness and pliant supple- 
ness of a back of elfin delicacy. By way of emphaais-was the other 
contrast, between the splendid swing of the hips — this of itsdf 
worthy of a whole paean of praise — and the dainty attenuation 
round the waist. Just such a shape must have had the heavenly 
maid Pramlocha, sent by Indra to the ascetic? Kandu to wean him 
fromTiis austerity lest he attain to divine power. 

"Let us withdraw," Shridaman said, as he sat up, his eyes resting 
on the maiden’s form. “It is not right that .she sees us not, yet we 
see her." 

"Why not?” answered Nanda in a whisper. “We were h«e 
first, to enjoy the peace and the hush; and whatever else may come 
along, we cannot help it. We will not stir; it would be crud if we 
made off, crackling the brushes, and she learned she had been seen 
while she saw not. I liflbk with pleasure — ^you do not? Your eya 
are red, as when you recite texts from the Rig-Veda.” 

“Be^uiet!” Shridaman admonished him in turn. “And be 
serious. This is a serious, a sacred sight; that we look nn at 
it is only excusable if we do it with serious and pious minds.” 

‘Tes, of course,” answered Nanda. “Certainly such a thing is no 
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joke; but say what you like, it is a pleasure. You wanted to look 
into the sky from the flat earth. Now you see one can sometimes 
see into heavai only by standing up and looking straight ahead.” 

They were silent awrale, moved not at all, and looked. The gold- 
bronze maid did as they had done a little before, laid ho: cupped 
palms together and prayed, before descending to her purification. 

They saw her a little from one side, so it did not escape them 
that not only her body but her fa^e as well, between the hanging 
ear-rings, was of the rarest sweetness : little nose, lips, brows, and 
especially the long slanting eyes like lotus petals. She turned her 
head slightly, startling the friends lest she might be aware of them; 
and they could see that this charming figure suffered no least 
detraction from an ugly face; rather that harmony ruled through- 
out and the loveliness of the features fully bore out the loveliness 
of the form. 

"But I know her !” Nanda suddenly murmured, with a snap of 
his fingers. "This very minute do I recognize her; only up to now 
did she escape me. That is Sita, daughter of Sumantra from the 
village of the Bisons near here. She came hither from her home to 
do her ablutions, of course. Why should I not know her? I swung 
her up to the sue,-” 

"You swung her?” asked Shridaman, low-voiced but urgently. 
And N anda replied : 

"Why not? With all the strength of my arms, before all the 
people. In her clothes* I should have known her at once. But who 
would recognize a naked person straight off? That's Sita of Bison- 
bull. I was there last spring to visit my aunt, and it was at the 
feast of aid to the sun; but she ” 

"Later, I pray you,” Shridaman interrupted in an anxious 
whisper. "The great good fortune that we may see her so close has 
also the misfortune that she might hear us. Not another word or 
we shall alarm her.” 

"Then she might run away and you would see her no more, 
and you have not seen your fill,” Nanda Said teasingly. But the 
other motioned him peremptorily, and once more they s^ silent, 
watching Sita perform ha: ritual. She prayed first, thai, '^th hear 
face turned heavenwards, stepped cautiously into the pool, took 
up water and drank, and dipp^ in as far as the crown of her head, 
on which she laid her |;iand. Afterwards for a while she dipped and 
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played and slipped in and out; after a time she stepped back on dry 
land, cool and dripping and most beautiful to see. Evoi therewith 
was not quite an end to the favour vouchsafed to the friends; for 
after the purificatory bath the maid sat down on the steps that the 
sun might dry her. And her native charm*, released by the convic- 
tion that she was quite alone; made her fall into first one, then 
another most pleasing postme. Only after some little time, and 
then only slowly, did she don her clothes and disappear up the 
temple stair. 

“Well, that’s all there is of that,” said Nanda. “Now we can at 
least speak and move about. In the long rim it gets tiresome to act 
as though you were not there.” 

“1 do not see how you can use such a word,” retorted Shrida- 
man. “Could there be a more blissful state than to lose oneself in 
such a sight and be present only in its presence? I should have 
liked to hold my breath the whole time; not out of fear of losing 
sight of her face, but for fear of undeceiving her belief that she 
was alone; for that I trembled and felt myself sacredly responsible. 
She is called Sita, you say? 1 am glad to know, it consoles me for 
my offence, that I may pay her honour by name to myself. And 
you know her from swinging her ? ” 

“As I tell you,” Nanda assured him. “She was chosen as sun- 
raaiden last spring when I was in her village, and I swung her in 
aid of the sun so high in the heavens that one could hardly hear 
her screams. Or else they were lost in the scr&ming of the crowd.” 

“You were lucky,” said Shridaman. “You are always lucky. It 
must have been on account of yoiu: stout arms they diose you to 
swing her. I can just see how she rose and flew up into the blue. 
My imaginary picture of her flight blends with the one we saw just 
now, where she stood like-a Sfatu^e, bowed in prayer.” 

“Anyhow,” said Nanda, “she has ground for prayer and pMi- 
ance; not on account of her behaviour, for she is a very good girl, 
but on account of her looks. Certainly she cannot help them, yet 
after all, strictly speakiftg, she is responsible for them. A figure like 
that is taking. But why taking? fust because it takes us captive, 
makes <ls prisoners to the world of delights and desires. It tangles 
the beholder deeper in the snares of Samsara, so he simply loses 
consciousness just the way one loses one's breath. That is the effect 
she has even if it is not her intention. Bi\t her lengthening h«- 
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eyes in the shape of a lotus leaf makes it look like int^tion. You 
may say the fine figure was given her, she did not ddiberatdy take 
it, so she has nothing to repent on that score. But the truth is, there 
are cases where no real difference exists between ‘giv«i' and ‘taken’ : 
she knows that herself, probably she prays for pardon just because 
she is so ‘taking’. This figure of belts, she has taken it — ^not as one 
just accepts something that is given, she really put it on, of her- 
sdf. No amount of ritual bathing can alter that : she comes out 
with the very same taking behind she took in.” 

"You should not speak so coarsely,” Shridaman chided him with 
feding, “of such a tender and sacred being. True, you have ven- 
tured info the field of metaphysics, but I must tdl you you express 
yoruself very rustically there; and the use you make of what 
knowledge you have makes it clear you were not worthy of the 
vision. For everything depended on the spirit in which we looked 

ft 

on. 

Nanda received the reproach in ail modesty. 

"Teach me, then, Dau-ji (elder brother),” he begged, "in whaf 
spirit you looked on and how I should have done.”* 

“Lo,” said Shridaman, “all beings have Two sorts of existence: 
one for therasidves and one for the eyes of others. They are, and 
also they arc to be seen, soul and image; and ever is it sinful to let 
oneself be influenced by the image only and not to heed the 
soul. It is necessary to overcome the disgust inspired in us at sight 
of the sciurvy beggar.' We mu.st not stop at the effect it has on our 
eyes and senses. For what affects us is impression, not reality; we 
must go behind it to reach the knowledge to which every pheno- 
menon can lay claim, for it is more than appearance, and one must 
find the being, the soul, behind it. But not only shall we not stop 
at the disgust aroused in us by the sight of misery, fust as little 
must we dwell on the desire which the image of the beautiful 
inspires; this, too, being more than image, although the tempta- 
tion of the senses to take it only as such is perhaps even greater 
than in the case of the repulsive beggar, "The beautiful, that is, 
seems to make no claim on our conscience, no demand that we enter 
into its soul, whereas the image of the beggar, by its very misery, 
does. Yet we are equally guilty if we simply feast on the sight of 
beauty without inquiring into its being. And our debt to it is even 
greater, so it seems lo/ne, if we see it while it does not see iis. Let 
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me tell you, Nanda, it was a real boon to me that you could name 
the name of her whom we watched, Sita, daughter of Sumantra; 
for it gave me to know something of that which is more than the 
image, since the name is a part of the essence and of the souL 
Happier still I waVtoTlfm from you that She i^a good maiden; for 
that was a means still more •easily to go behind her image and 
understand her soul. And then her lengthening her eyes in the 
shape of a lotus leaf, and painting the lashes a little — that, you 
might say, is all only custom and has nothing to do with morality; 
she does it in all innocence, her morals being dependent upon con- 
vention. But, after all, beauty too has a duty towards its image, 
perhaps in fulfilhng it she only seeks to increase the desire to ask 
after her soul. J like to imagine that .she has a good father in Sum- 
antra, and a careful mother, and has been brought up in piety; I 
can fancy her life and occupations as daughter of the house, bow 
’‘stTe grinds the corn on the stone, makes the porridge on the hearth, 
or spins the wool to a fine thread. Having been guilty of bdiolding 
her image, my heart cries out to have it become a person.” 

"That I can understand," responded Nanda. "But you must 
remember that this wish cannot be so lively with me, since she 
already was more of a person to me, becau.se I swdhj^er up to the 
sun.” 

“Only too much," replied Shridaman, whose voice had betrayed 
a certain quiver throughout. “Obviously only too much; for this 
familiarity which you were vouchsafed — whether with jxistice or 
not, I will not say. for you owed it to your strong arms and your 
whole sturdy body, not to your head and the thoughts of your 
head — this familiarity seems to have made her entirely a material 
being in your eyes and dulled your gaze for the higher meaning 
of such a manifestation. Otherwise you would not have spoken 
with such unpardonable coarseness of the fine shape it has taken 
on. Do you not know, then, that in every female shape — child, 
maid, mother, or g^y-haired woman — she, the All-Mg thffl , 
hides hersdf , the all-nourisher, Sakti, the great goddess; of whose 
womb^?.ll things come, into whose womb all things go; whom we 
honour and praise in every manifestation that bears her sign? In 
her most worshipful shape she has revealed herself to us here on 
the bank of the little stream Goldfly; shall we not then be most 
deeply moved by her revealing herself thus— to the extent that 
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in fact, now that I notice it, my voice somey^hat ttembleiHrthou^ 
tl)0t may in part be due to displrasure at your manner of 
^^eakingr" 

"And your cheeks and forehead are red as fire," said Nanda, 
“and your voice, thoifglb it trembles, has a fuller ring than 
common. I can assure you that I too^ my way was ^uite ^ected.” 

“Then I do not understand,” ^swered Shridaman, “how you 
can talk so inadequately and reproach her for her fine figure that 
s,q confuses people that the breath of consciousnes&.goe&jQUL<;tf 
them ! That is to look at things with culpable one-sidedness and 
to show yourself entirely empty of the true and real essence of her 
who revealed herself to us in so sweet an image. For she is All 
and not only one; life_ and death, madness and wisdom, enchan- 
tress an^d liberatrtts, knowest thou not that? Knowest only that 
slie befools and bewitches the host of created beings and not also 
that she leads them out beyond the darkness of confusion to 
knowledge of the truth? Then you know very little and have not 
grasped a great and difficult mystery : that the very drunkenness 
she puts upon us is the same as the exaltation which bears us on 
to truth and freedom. For so it is, that wha’t enchains us frees us, 
and that exaT?Stlbn it is that binds together beauty of sense and 
beauty of spirit.” 

Nanda’s black eyes glittered with tears, for he was easily moved 
and could scarcely listen to metaphysical language without weep- 
ing; especially at this moment, when Shridaman’s otherwise rather 
thin voice had suddenly taken on a deep note that went to his 
heart. He drew a breath rather like a sob through his goat-nose as 
he said : 

“How you speak today, Dau-ji, so solemnly! I think I have 
never heard you speak so strangely; it touches me very near. I 
could wish you would not go on, I feel it so much. And yet I beg 
you to, do please go on about the spirit and the chains and the 
All-Embracing one ! ” 

“So you see,” Shridaman went on in his exalted strain, "the 
mining of it all, and how it is not only madness but wisdqm that 
she coiders. If what I say moves you, it is because she.js mi^tTess 
of the %ent WQ?d, mingled with the wisdom of Brahma. In her 
twofold shape we recognize her greatness; for she is the wrathful 
one, black and terrify^, drinking the blood of creatures out of 
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Steaming vessels; but at the same time is she the white and gracious 
one, source of all bdng, cherishing all forms of life at her nourish* 
ing breast. Maya, is she, she holds him embraced, 

he dreams in her; but we dream in him. Many waters flow into the 
eternal Ganges, but the Ganges flows into* the sea. So we flow into 
Vishnu’s world-dreaming godhead; but that into the sea of the 
Mother. Lo, we came to a place where our life-dream flowed into 
the sacred bathing-place, and there appeared to us*the All-Mother, 
the All-Consumer, in whose womb we bathed, in her sweetest 
shape, to amaze and to exalt us — very likely as a reward, because 
we honoured her proaeative emblem and poured wata: to it. Linga 
and Yoni — there is no greater sign and no greater hour in life than 
when the man is summoned with his Sakti to circle round the 
bridal fire, their hands are united with the flowery bond and he 
speaks the words ; 1 have received her !’ When he takes her from 
the hand of her parents and speaks the royal word : ‘He am I, this 
is you: heaven I, earth you; I the music of the song, you the words^ 
so shall we make the journey together.’ When they celebrate the 
meeting — no longer human beings more, not he and she, one male, 
one female, but the gfeat pair, he Siva, she Durga, the high and 
awful goddess; when their words wander and ai^ ffb more their 
words, but a stammering out of the drimken deeps and they die 
away to the highest life in the supernal joy of their embrace. Such 
is the holy hour which laves us in wisdom and grants us release 
from the delusions of the ego in the womb of the Mother. For as 
sense and spirit flowTdgefher in rapture, so do life and death in 
love ! ” 

Nanda was utterly ravished by these metaphysical words. 

"No,” said he, shaking his head, whil^ the tears sprang from his 
eyes, "but th^goddess of eloquegje is gracious to you, endowing 
you with the wisdom of Brahma till I can hardly bear to listen, 
yet would have you go on for ever. If I could sing and say even 
a fifth part of all that^omes out of your headpiece I would love 
and honour myself in all my members. That is why you are so 
necessary to me, my elder brother; what I have not you have, and 
you afe my friend, so that it is almost as though I had it myself. 
For as your fellow I have a part in you, and so I am a litde 
bit Shridaihan; but without you I were only Nanda, and that is 
not enough. I tell you freely, I could not bear to survive a parting 
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from you; 1 would arect the funeral pyre and bum mysdf. So 
much for that. Take this before we go ! " 

And he rummaged in his bundle with his dark beringed hands 
and drew out a roll of betd, such as is pleasant to chew after the 
meal to give sweet odoin to the mouth. This he handed to Shrida- 
man, with his face averted and wetSvith tears, as a present-giving 
and a sign and seal to their frienddtip and thdr compact. 


4 

So they went on, and their respective errands took them for a 
time upon different ways. When they had reached the river Tumna 
with its crowding sails and saw on the horizon the outline of the 
city Kurakshetra, Shridaman took to the highroad full of ox-carts 
and entered the narrow city streets to seek the house of the man 
from whom he was to buy the rice-mallets and tinder. Nanda 
struck off on a narrow lane leading to the mud huts of the humble 
folk who were to give him crude iron for his father’s smithy. They 
blessed each other and took their leave, agreeing to meet again on 
this same spTSTSt a certain hour on the third day, their business 
being done, and then to retiun home as they had come. 

But when the sun had risen three times, Nanda, riding a gr ey 
ass which he had got from the humble folk to transport his iron, 
had to wait some time at the place of parting and meeting, for 
Shridaman was late. At length he came along the highway with 
his pack; his steps were slow and dragging, his cheeks hollow in 
the soft fan-shaped beard, and his eyes full of gloom. He showed 
no joy at sight of his friend, and when Nanda hastened to take 
his burden and put it on the ass, Shridaman’s manner did not 
change; he walked by Nanda’s side, as drooped and depressed as 
before, his words were hardly more than Yea, yea, even when they 
“$ught to have been Nay, nay. He did say no, too, but precisely 
when he should have said yes, namely at the hour for rest and 
refreshment, when he declared he would not and could not eat. 
In answer to a question, he also said that he could, jiot sle^. 

All this looked like illness. Indeed, when on the second evening 
they were walking along by the light of the stars, and the anxious 
Nanda got him to speak a few words, he not only said that he was 
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ill, but also added in a strangled voice that the illness was incur- 
able, a,sida)ess unto d^th. It was of such a nature, he said, that 
he not only must but would die, the must and the will being 
entirely interwoven and indistinguishable, so that th^ formed a 
single compelling desire, each issuing inetdtably from the other. 
“If you are serious in your friendship,” he said to Nanda, always 
in that strangled and wildly agitated voice, “then do me Rove’s last 
service and build me the funeral hut that I may go into it and bum 
in the fire. For the incurable disease burns me within with such 
torments that the consuming ardour of the fire will feel by contrast 
like soothing oil and a healing bath in the holy stream.” 

Oh, ye great gods, what will become of you? thought Nanda 
when his ears heard this. But we must say that despite his goat- 
nose and his physical habit, which stood midway between the 
lowly folk who had sold him his iron and Shridaman, the grand- 
child of Brahmans, Nanda was equal to the difficult situation and 
did not lose his head in face of his companion’s morbid state, how- 
ever high-class. He made use of the advantage which the sound 
person has over the ailing, and, suppressing his inclination to 
shudder, loyally put hifnself at his friend’s service an d qmli^e yrit h 
reason and tact. 

‘You may be sure,” said he, “if it is true, as you say, and as I 
cannot doubt, that your ailment is incurable, I will not hesitate 
to carry out your directions and erect the pyre for you. And I 
will make it large enough that after I have kindled it there will be 
room for me beside you; for I do not think to survive the parting 
an hour, but wdi enter with you iujo the flames. Just for that 
reason, and because the thing concerns me too so nearly, you must 
tell me what is the matter and call your illness by name, if only so 
that I may gain the conviction of its inairableness and prepare to 
turn us both into ashes. You must admit that what I say is right 
and just, and if even I with my limited understanding see that, 
how much more must yoiL the wiser, agree ! If I put mysdf in your 
place and try to yse your head as though it sat on my shoulders 
1 cannot but think that my — ^I mean ybur — conviction of the 
incuraMeness of your disease needs confirmation and proof by 
others before we begin to carry out such far-reaching intentions. 
And therefore speak ! ” 

For a long time the lank-chedied Shridaman would not ccmie 
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out with it; he declared that the mortal hopelessness of his suffer- 
ings needed no evidence and no explanation. But at last after much 
urging he complied, with the following confession, putting as he 
spoke one hand over his eyes, that he need not look at his friend. 

“Since,” said he, “we watched that maiden, nude but virtuous, 
whom you once swimg up to the san, Sita, daughter of Sumantra, 
at the bathing-place of Devi, suffering to do with her nakedness 
as weD as het, virtue, and having its origin in both, has been 
planted like a seed in my soul and there flourished until it has 
poietrated all my limbs down to their smallest fibre; consumed my 
mental powers, robbed me of sleep and appetite, and now slowly 
but surely leads me on to destruction.” He went on to say that his 
anguish was mortal because the cure — namely, the fulfilment of 
the wishes founded on the beauty and virtue of the maiden — was 
unthinkable, unimaginable, and of an extravagance, in short, far 
beyond mortal pretensions. If a man were afflicted by desire for a 
happiness of which no mortal but only a god might dream, and if 
he could not live without this happiness, then it was clear the man 
must die. “If,” he concluded, “I may not possess her, Sita of the 
partridge-eyes, the glorious colour, the divine hips, then of itself 
my spirit '<»rtiHlissolve and pass away. So build me the pyre, for 
only in the fire is salvation from the conflict of the human and 
the divine. It pains me that you would enter it with me, on account 
of your youth and your blithe young nature and lucky-calf lock; 
yet there is some juScice in it too. For the thought that you swung 
her up to the sun adds to the fire in my breast, and I should hate to 
leave upon earth anyone to whom this had been granted.” 

Nanda had no sooner heard Shridaman out than to his friend’s 
utter amazement he burst out laughing, and continued to laugh 
as he danced up and down and embrac^ his friend by turns. 

“Lovesick!” he cried. “Lovesick, lovesick! That is all there is 
to it. That is the mortal illness. What fun, what a joke ! ” And he 
began to sing : 


“The devCT man, the clever man. 
How wisely did he reason! 

But now, alack, his wits are gone. 
His wisdom’s out of season. 
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The glances of a maiden’s eye 
Have turned his head to jelly; 

A monkey tumbled from a tree 
'Could not look half so silly!” 

Then he went on roaring, eloping his hands on his knees, and 
crying out : 

“Shridaman, brother, how I rejoice to know it is»nothing worse, 
and you are only thinking of the funeral pyre because your heart 
IS on fire like a straw thatch ! The little witch stood there too long 
in your sight; Kama, the god with the flowery arrow, has pierced 
you through. What we thought was the humming of bees wa^ the 
whirr of his bolt; and Rati, sister of the springtime and desire, she 
has done this to you. And it is all quite normal and jolly, happens 
every day, and is no more th.in proper to a man. To you it loo^ as 
though only a god could hope for such bliss; but that only shows 
the warmth of your desires, and proves that they do ind^ come 
from a god, that is to say Kama, but not that they are fitting to 
him instead of to you. Take it not unfriendly, but only as cooling 
counsel to your overheated sense, when I say that you are mis- 
taken if you think only gods have a right to the goaf ofyour desires. 
That is exaggerated; indeed, nothing is more human and natural 
than that you are driven to sow in this furrow.” (He put it like 
this because the word Sita means a furrow.) "But to you,” he wait 
on, "the proverb applies : The owl is blind 6y day, by night the 
crow. But whom love blinds nor light nor darkness know.’ 1 r^eat 
this edifying saying that you may see yourself in it and betnink 
you that Sita of Bisonbull is no goddess, although she might so 
seem to you as she stood naked at the bathing-place of Durga, but 
a quite ordinary though extremely pretty little thing; she lives 
like otha people, grinds the com, cooks the porridge, and spins 
the wool and has parents who are like other folk, even though 
Sumantra, her father, c^athoast of a little warrior blood in his veins 
— too far away to amount to much 1 In short, they are people^«Ei%< 
can talk to; and why have you a friend hke your Nanda if he 
should not get on his legs and this whole 

and ordinary hpsiiiess for you, so you can be happy? Wefl? 
Hey? What^ shipid 1 Instead of laying the bonfire and squatting 
in it beside you, I will h<^p you build your l»ida] house whae y<m 
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cw live in Ws$ witibi your jbnde of the Jieattti^ hj^ 1 

^uidaman, after a pause, answered and said: ‘Tour words — 
not to mention your song — contained much that was offensive. 
For offensive it is to call my anguished desires quite ordinary and 
everyday when they arfe past my power to endme and are nigh to 
split my heart in twain. A yea nfing stronger than we are, too 
strong to ^tain— we are ripLt imc^ling it unfitting foi; only 

lit Kr a god to know. But I am sure you mean well by me, you want 
to console me, so I forgive you the vulgar and ignorant way you 
express yoruself about my mortal illness. Indeed, not only do I 
forgive you; for your last word.s seem to hold out a possibility 
which has already stimulated my heart, but now resigned to death, 
to new and violent throbbing. It is the picture you hold up that 
has done this, though as yet I am incapable of belief in it. I have 
mchnents of divining that tmscathed mortals, in another frame of 
a^d than mine, may be able to judge more clearly and objectivdy. 
iBut I immediatdy mistrust any other view than my ovm and 
believe only in the way which points me to deaths Consider how 
probable it is that the divine Sita was contracted in marriage as a 
child and is soon to be united with a bndegroom who grew up 
with her I^’l^e'mere thought is such a burning torment that I can 
only flee from it into the coolness of the.funeral pyre.” 

But Nanda swore by their friendship that his fear was utterly 
baseless; Sita was npt bound by any child-marriage. Her father 
Stunantra had objected to such an arrangement, on the ground 
that it would expose her to the ignominy of widowhood in case 
the boy husband died untimely. In fact, she could not have beoi 
chosen as the swinging maiden if she had been betrothed. No, Sita 
was free, she was to be wooed; and with Shridaman’s good caste, 
his family connections and his conversance with the Vedas, it only 
needed that he formally commission his friend to take the thing 
in hand and set in motion the negotiations between the families, 
^o make a happy issue to the affair as gcjjji as certain. 

Shridaman’s cheek had twitched with pain at mention of the 
s winging episo de. But on the whole he showed himself grateful for 
"Els^iendrs readiness to serve him. Slowly he let himsdf be turned 
by Nanda's sound reasoning away from his yeamii^ fat death 
toWa^fTBSvSlSifiJie fumlment of his desire, to enfold Sita as 
a bride in his arms, did not lie outside the realms of the possible 
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and human. Even so, he stuck to it that if the 
Nanda would have to erect the funeral pyre with his stout arms. 
The son of Garga soothed him by promising this; but found it more 
pertinent to discuss in detail all the steps leading up to the happy 
consummation. Shridaman was to retire* entirely and await the 
issue; Nanda for his part had first to open the affair to Bhavabhi^ 
Shridaman's father, and persuade him to undertake negotiations 
with the maiden’s parents. Then Nanda, representing the wooer, 
would betake himself as suitor of the bride to Bisonbiul and in his 
character of friend carry out the further approach between the 
couple. 

No sooner said than done. Bhavabhuti, the vanija of Brahman 
stock, was rejoiced at the communication which his son’s friend 
made to him. Sumantra. the cow-breeder, of warrior blood, was 
not displeased by the proposals, accompanied by considerable 
presents. Nanda in homely but convincing phrases sang the praises 
of his friend in the house of the wooing. Not less auspicious was 
the return visit of Sita’s parents to Welfare of Cows, to convince 
themselves of the suitor’s good faith. In such exchanges as these 
the days passed, and the maiden Sita learned from afar to see in 
Shridaman, the merchant’s son, her destined lord-enJhBiaster. The 
marriage contract was drawn up and the signing of it edebrated 
with a feast and the exchange of appropriate gifts. The day of die 
wedding, selected b)' advice of those learned in the heavmfy Sghs, 
drdv on; and Nanda, who knew that it woflld do so— quite aside 
from the fact that Shridaman’s union with Sita depended upon 
him, which prevented Shridaman fiom believing it would ever 
come — ran about inviting kin and friends to the nuptials. The 
nuptial bonfire was laid on a base of cakes of dried dung in the 
inner court of Sita’s parents’ house. Nanda’s strong arms did yeo- 
man service here too, while the priest of Brahma stood by and 
recited texts. 

So came on the dav when Sita the fine-limbed, her body 
anointed with sandal^rood, camphor, and coconut oils, adorned 
with jewellery, in wedding bodice and robe, her head envdoped in 
a cloudy veil, for the first time set eyes on her appointed husband. 
He, as we are aware, had seen her before. For the first time she 
called him hy his name. The hour had indeed been waited for, but 
here it was at last and took on presentnejs, when he spoke the 
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words: “I have received her”; whrai with offerings of rice and 
butter he took her from her parents’ hands, called himself heaven 
and her earth, himself the melody, her the words; and to the sing- 
ing and hand<lapping of the women went with her thrice round 
the glowing fire. Then in solemn procession, with a teain of white 
oxen he led her home to his village and to his mother’s heart 
* Here there were more good-luck ceremonies to be performed, here 
too they went ];9und about the fire; he fed her with sugar-cane, 
let the ring fall in her lap. At the festal meal they sat again with 
kin and friends. But when they had eaten and drunk and been 
sprinkled with rose-water and water from the Ganges, they were 
accompanied by all the guests to the bridal chamber or “room of 
the happy pair,” where the flower-garlanded bed had been set up. 
There, among kisses, jesting, and tears, everyone took leave of 
them. Nanda, who had been at their side throughout, was last 
upon the threshold. 


5 

Here we warn the listener, perhaps misled by the so far pleasing 
course of the tale, not to fall prey to a misconception of its real 
character. For a little space there was silence, it turned its face 
away; when it turns back it is no more the same, but changed to a 
frigh,tful mask, a face of horror, distracting. Medusa-like, turning 
the beholder to stone, or maddening him to wild acts of abnegation 
— ^for so Shridaman, Nanda, and Sita saw it, on the journey which 
they . , . But everything in its turn. 

, months had passed since Shridaman’s mother had taken the 
lovely Sita to her maternal bosom and Sita had granted to her 
narrow-nosed husband the full enjoyment of wedded bliss. The 
heavy summer had passed, and now the rainy season, covering the 
sky with floods of cloud, the earth with freshets of flowers, would 
soon be over too. Heaven's tent was spotl^, the autumn lotus was 
in bloom, when the newly wedded pair discussed with their friend 
Nanda, after winning the consent of Shridaman’s parents, ^ visit 
^to Sita’s family. Her parents had not seen her since she embraced 
' her husband, and they wished to convince themselves” that, her 
wedded bliss became hw. Although Sita had begun of late to look 
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forward to the joys of motherhood, they ventured on the journey, 
which was not long and in the cool of the year not very trying. 

They travelled in a cart with a top and side curtains, drawn a 
zebu and a dromedary; friend Nanda being the driver. He sat in 
front of the wedded pair, hisTitSTcap on one ear and his l^s 
dangling down. He seemed tc*be paying too much attention to his 
driving to turn roimd often to speak to his passengers. Sometimes 
he called out to his beasts; from time to time burjt into song, very 
loud and clear — but after the first notes his voice would die down 
to a humming, ending in a vague chirrup to his team. If the 
burst of song was rather startling, like a relief to an overcharged 
breast, its dying away was no less so. 

Behind him the wedded pair sat silent. They had Nanda 
immediately before them, their gaze if directed straight ahead 
would rest on the back of his neck; as the young wife's sometimes 
did, rising slowly from contemplation of her lap and after a short 
pause swiftly returning there. Shridaman avoided the sight 
entirely, keeping his face averted towards the canvas curtains. 
Gladly would he have changed places with Nanda and become the 
driver, in order not to*have, like his wife beside him, a view of the. 
brown back with the spinal column and the ftexfblH shoulder- 
blades. But it was no matter, he thought; for any other arrange- 
ment would have been no better. And so in silence they took 
their way, but the breath of all three came quickly as though they 
had been running; their eyes were blpotishol, and that is always a 
bad sign. A person gifted with second sight would certainly have 
seen a shadow, like a black pinion, covering them as they drove. 

And they drove, by preference, in the shadow of darkness; in 
other words, before the dawn; thus avoiding the burden of the 
midday sun — a sensible course, for which, however, they had other 
grounds than good sense. The confusioij of their own souls WSiL. 
favoured by the darkness, and unconsciously they projected thdr 
inward bewilderment into outwfrd sjpace — ^with the result that 
they lost their way. Nanda did not guide his zebu and dromedai^ 
into the turning otf the highroad that led to Sita's home. With no 
moont and only the stars to guide him, he took the wrong turn, 
and the road they found themsdves on was soon no road at all, 
but only a thinning among the trees, and even that only apparent, 
for they thickened again and became a fore^ wherein the thinning 
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soon disappeared through which th^ might have made their way 
back. 

It was impossible to get forward with their cart among the tree- 
trunks and on the soft floor of the forest. They confessed to each 
other that they had gone astray; but not that they had brought 
about a situation corresponding to oonfusljgpq,.of,th;^ OWJi minds. 
Shridaman and Sita, sitting behind l^ahda as he drove, had not 
even been asleep; open-eyed, they allowed him to take them into 
the wrong road. There was nothing for it but to make a fire where 
they were, and await the sunrise with more security against beasts 
of prey. When day at length dawned, they cast about in all direc- 
tions; unharnessed their team and let them go single file; then with 
great difficulty pushed and shoved the cart wherever the teak and 
sandalwood trees would let them through, and reached the edge of 
the jungle, where they found a stone gully. This might be possible 
for the cart; and Nanda declared that it would certainly lead in 
the direction of Sita’s home. 

Following the steep gully, with many jolts, they came on a 
temple hewn out of the rock, and recognized it as a shrine of Devi- 
Durga the terrible and unapproachable. Kali the dark Mother. 
JpjH^ipg airimpfllse of bis heart, Shridaman expressed a vinsh to 
get out and pay honour to the goddess. ‘T will only look at her, 
say a prayer, and come back in a few minutes,” he said to his com- 
panions. “Just waif here !” And he left the wagon and clambered 
up the rude steps leading to the temple. 

It was a .shrine no more important than the little mother-house 
by the secluded bathing-place on the river Goldfly; but its columns 
and ornamentation had been carved with infinite piety and care. 
The entrance seemed to crouch beneath the wild mountain itself, 
supported by columns flanked by snarling leopards. There were 
painted pictures to right and left, also at the sides of the inner 
entrance, carven out of the rock; visions of life in the flesh, all 
jumbled together out of skin and bones, marrow and sinews, sperm 
and sweat and tears and ropy rheum, Sftn and urine and gall; 
thick with passions, anger, lust, envy, and despair; lovers' part- 
ings and bonds unloved; with hunger, thirst, old age, sorrow') and 
death; all this for ever fed by the sweet, hot streaming blood-stream, 
suffoing and enjoying in a thousand shapes, teeming, devouring, 
turning into one another. And in that all-oicompassing labyrin- 
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thine flux of th e animaL Jiijamao..^ would be an 

d[q>hant’s trunk iMt end^ in a man's hand, or a boar’s head 
seemed to take the place of a woman’s. — Shridaman heeded not the 
pictures, he thought not to see them; yet his red-veined eydwlls 
skimmed them in passing, and they stirred in his soul feelings of 
slight giddiness and of tender ^ity, to prepare it for the beholding 
of the Mother, 

Twilight reigned in the rocky cell, lighted only from above by 
light falling through the mountain into the audience hall, which 
lie crossed to go into the lower vestibule adjoining it. There a door 
on a still lower level, to which steps led down, admitted him into 
the heart of the house, the womb of the great Mother. 

At the foot of the steps he trembled and staggered back, his 
hands spread out against the two linga stones on either side. Kali’s 
image was feiirsome. Did it only seem so to his blood-shot eyes, or 
had he never anywhere beheld the raging one in such triumphantly 
horrible guise? Framed in an arch composed of skulls and hacked- 
off hands and feet, the idol stood out from the living rodiy wall 
in colours that snatched up all the light to hurl it glaringly back. 
She was adorned with a dazzling crown; clothed and girt with^ 
bones and severed limbs, and her eighteen arms whirling 

wheel. Swords and fiery beacons the Mother brandished. Blood 
steamed hot in the skull she held with one hand to her lips, and 
blood was at her feei in a spre;iding pool. The frightful one stood 
in a bark on the flooding sea of life, it swam In a sea of blood. The 
very smell of blood saluted Shridaman’s thin nostrils, it smelt old 
and sweetish in the stagnant air of this mountain cave, this sub- 
terranean charnel-house, where coagulating blood choked and 
made sticky the runnels in ihe pavement grooved to carry off the 
quick-flowing life-stream of the beheaded sacrifices. Four or five 
heads of animals, bison, swine, and goats, their eyes open and 
glazed, were piled in a pyramid on the altar before the image of the 
Unescapable, and the sword that had served to behead them, sharp- 
edged and shining, thotigK spotted with dried blood, lay on the 
flags at one side. 

Shndaman stared at the wild glaring visage, his horror 
mounting by the moment to fever heat. 'This was She, the Death- 
bringer-Lifegiver, Compeller of Sacrifice — ^her whirling arms made 
his own senses go round in drunken circles. He pressed his clenched 
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fists against his mightily throbbing breast; uncanny shudderings, 
cold and hot, surged ova: his frame in successive floods. In the 
back of his head, in the very pit of his stomach, in the woeful 
excitation of his organs of sex, he felt one single urge, driving on 
to the extremity of a deed against his own life in the service of the 
eternal womb. With lips already bloodless he prayed : 

“Begiimingless, that wast befor^ all created ! Motha without 
man, whose garment none lifteth! All-embracing horror and 
desire, sucking back into thyself the worlds and images thou givest 
forth 1 With offaings of living creatures the people honour thee, 
for to thee is due the life-blood of all ! How shall I not find grace 
to my healing, if I bring thee myself as offering? Well I know I 
shall not thereby escape life, even though that wae desirable. But 
let me enta again into thee through the door of the womb that I 
may be free of this self; let me no more be Shridaman, to whom 
all desire is but bewilderment, since it is not he who gives it !” 

Spoke these sinister words, seized up the sword from the floor, 
and sevaed his own head from his neck. 

Quickly said; and not otherwise than quickly done. Yet the tella 
has hae but one wish : that the hearer may not accept the fact 
with thoOghtleas indifference, as something quite common and 
natural, simply because it has been often .told and stands in the 
raords, that people practise cutting off their own heads. The 
single case is never common; the most common of all the things 
we think and talk about are birth and death; yet attend at a birth 
or a deathbed and ask yourself, ask the groaning or the parting 
soul, whether it is common or ngt. Self-beheading, however often 
it may be reported, is an act well-nigh impossible; to carry it 
through takes enormous determination, a fearful summoning up 
of purpose and energy. That Shridaman, the little Brahman with 
the mild pensive eyes and thin clerkly arms, did in fact perpetrate 
it, must not be taken as in the common run, but as something 
scarcely credible at all. 

Enough, in all conscience, that he performed the gruesome sacri- 
fice in the twinkling of an eye; here lay his noble head, with the 
soft beard on the cheeks, and there his body, that less important 
appendage, its two hands still grasping the sacrificial sword by 
the hilt. From the trunk the blood gushed out and ran into the 
channels in the floor. There was only a slight incline; so once in 
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the channels it crept but slowly towards the pit undtt the altar 
— very like the little river Goldfly, that comes rushing, like a colt 
let loose, out of Himawant's gate but flows more and more quietly 
as it nears its mouth. 


6 

Returning now from the bowels of this rocky cell back to the 
pair waiting outside, we need not be surprised that they spent the 
first part of the time in silence, but after that began to question 
aloud. After all Shridaraan had only wanted to make a brief devo- 
tion; where was he lingering so long? The lovely Sita, sitting 
behind Nanda in the cart, had gazed by turns at his neck and into 
her lap and kept as still as he, whose goat-nose and thick lips 
remained turned towards his team. But at length both began to 
wriggle in their seals, and after a while friend Nanda resolutdy 
turned round to the young wife and asked: 

“Have you any idea why he keeps us waiting and what he is 
doing there so long?” 

“I cannot imagine, Nanda,” responded she, in the stiS^t lilting 
and trilling voice he had been afraid to hear. She had quite super- 
fluously added his name, and he had been afraid of that too — ^it 
was unnecessary, and he himself had not said : “Where is Shrida- 
man,” but simply : “Where is he? ” 

“I have been wondering a long time." she went on, “and if you 
had not turned round to me and asked me, I should very soon have 
asked you.” 

He shook his head, partly out of surprise at his friend's delay, 
but partly to ward ofi" the uoaecessafy;, words she always used. 
“Turned round” would have been enough, the “to me,” although 
quite correct, was unnecessary and even dangerous, spoken as it 
was, while they waited for Shridaman, and in that sweetly lilting, 
slightly affected voice. 

He said nothing, afraid lest he too might speak in an unnatural 
voice <and address her by her name, for he felt drawn to follow the 
example she had set. It was she who after a short pause made the 
suggestion : 

will tell you what, Nanda, you must go after him and see 
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where he is, give him a shake with those strong arms of yours, if 
he has forgotten himself in prayer — we cannot wait any Itmger, 
and it is very strange of him to leave us sitting here, and waste 
the time while the sun is getting higher. We are late anyhow by 
reason of losing the way, and my parents must be beginning to 
worry about me, for they love me beyond aught in the world. Do, 
pray, go fetch him, Nanda ! Even though he does not want to 
cpm e_and4>rc>te^ a yet make him come. You are stronger 

than he.” 

"Good, I will go fetch him,” Nanda replied. "Of course in all 
friendliness. I need only remind him of the time. It was my fault 
we lost the way. I had sdready thought of going, and only feared 
.you' might not like to wait here alone. But it is only for a few 
seconds.” 

With that he lowered himself from the driver's seat and went 
up into the shrine. 

And we, who know what a sight awaited him there ! We must 
accompany him through the audience hall where h^ walked all 
unconscious; and through the vestibule where still he was un- 
aware; then finally down into the mothencell. Now, indeed, he 
faltered, BSP'Staggered, a dull cry of horror on his lips, struggling 
to hold fast to the linga stones, just as Shr-idaman had done. But 
his horror was not, like Shridaman’s, for the image, but for the 
awful sight on the floor. There lay his friend, the waxen face with 
loosened neckcloth severed from the trunk, his blood flowing by 
many ways towards the pit. 

Poor Nanda quivered like an elephant’s ear. He held his cheeks 
with his dark beringed hands and from between his thick lips 
came chokingly over and over the name of his friaid. He bent 
and made helpless motions towards the two parts of him on the 
ground, not knowing which part to embrace or to address. To 
Ithe head he turned at last, that having always been so decidedly 
the main part; knelt down to the pallid ^ape and spoke, his goat- 
nosed face awry with bitter weeping. He laid one hand on the 
body and turned to it now and again as he talked. 

"Shridaman,” he sobbed, “dear friend, what hast thou^one, 
and how couldst thou bring thyself to do this with thy hands 
and arms, a deed so hard to do ! It was not anything for thee ! No 
one urged thee to this, yet has thou accomplished it. Always have 
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I admired thy spirit, now must I in tears admire thy body too, 
because thou has beat able to do this hardest of all deeds I But 
what must have gone on in thy soul, to bring thee to it ! How in 
thy breast must genowity and d^air have gone hand in hand, 
in sacrificial dancer ere 'tnou**cduI3fe" sl^ thysdfl Oh woe, Oh 
woe ! Severed the fine head from the fine body ! Still remains the 
soft plumpness where it was, but reft of sense and meaning, un- 
allied with that noble head of thine. Say, am I gu^ty ? Am I indeed 
guilty of thy death by my very being, if also not by my deed? 
Lo, since my head still thinks, I try to think as thou wouldst, and 
perhaps in thy wisdom thou wouldst have called the gufit of b^^ 
more essential than that of actio n. But what more caih iTman w 
than avoid doing? 1 have kept silent as much as possible in order 
not to speak with a cooing voice. I have said no unnecessary word, 
nor added her name when I addressed her. I am my own witness, 
there is indeed no other, that I took no advantage when she 
carped at you. But what good is all that, when I am guilty by my 
very existence in the flesh? I should have gone into the desert and 
as an anchorite performed strict observance ! I ought to have done 
it, without any word from you, I confess it humbly. But in mjj. 
defence I can say that had you spoken I would have doldS so ! Why 
did you never speak, dear head, before you lay there sundered and 
still sat on your shoulders? Aways have our heads spoken to- 
gether, yours wise and mine simply yet in the most serious and 
^ngerous concern of all, tiien you weie silent ! Now it is too late; 
you have not spoken, you have acted greatly and cruelly and 
shown me how I too must act. Surely you did not believe I would 
fail you, that my strong arms would falter at a deed your slender 
ones have carri^ out ! Often had I told you I did not think to 
survive a parting from you; when in your lovesickness you ordered 
me to build the funeral hut, I declarra to you that if I did it at all 
I would do it for two and squat inside it with you. What now 
must happen I long havf known, even though only now does it 
stand out clear from the confu^qn uf my thoughts when I came 
in and saw you lying— by ‘you’ I mean body there and head here 
beside it — then was Nanda’s resolve made on the instant. I would 
have burned with you, so will I also bleed with you, for nothing 
else remains to me. Shall 1 go out to her to t^.het whRt ymijiaye 
done and in the cries of horror she will utjer hear her secret joyT 
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Shall I go about with tarnished name and have people say, as they 
certainly will: The villain Nanda has wronged his friend, has 
murdoTM him mit of lust for his wife?' No, not that ! Not ever 
that. I will foDow you, and may the eternal womb drink my blood 
with yours!” 

Thus saying, he turned from thef^head to the body, loosed the 
hilt of the sword from the already aliening fingers, and with his 
stout arms carried out most thoroughly the sentence he himself 
had pronounced; so that his body, to mention it first, fell across 
Shridaman’s, and his simple bead bounced alongside that of his 
friend, where it lay with its ^es rolled up. But his blood too burst 
quick and furiously forth and then trickled slowly through the 
runnds to the mouth of the pit. 


7 

Meanwhile, Sita, the furrow, sat outside, alone in* her tented 
cart, and the time was longer to her because she had no nape of a 
Wk to look at any more. What — ^while'she yielded to quite 
cdmihonplS^e feelings of annoyance — was happening to that neck, 
of course she never dreamed. — Possibly, in her inmost soul — ^far 
beneath her ill-humour, which was lively, but belonged to the 
sphere of small possible mischances, and merely made her scuffle 
with her feet — the suspicion stirred of something frightful, some 
explanation of the delay which would make impatience and 
annoyance irrelevant because it belonged to an order of possibi- 
lities beyond the scope of kicking and scuffling. We must reckon 
with a secret receptivity of the young wife for imagin^gs of 
this order, because she had been living under certain conditions, 
and having certain ecperiences, which, to put it mildly, were 
themselves rather extravagant in their nature. But nothing of that 
sort entered into the things she was sayi^jo to herself. 

,”It is just unspeakable, it is almost intolerable,” she thought. 
fMea are all alike, one must not set one above another, for there 
is no dependence on any. One of them leaves you sitting with the 
othcar, so that he deserves I don’t know what for it; and when 
you send the other, then you sit here alone. And that with the 
sun getting high, becaq% we had already lost so much time. I shall 
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soon fly out of my skin with rage. There is not a single excuse, in 
the whole range of reasonable, sensible possibilities, for one diS' 
appearing and then the other too. The utmost I can think is that 
they have fallen foul of each otho', because Shridaman is so set on 
praying that he will not stir from the spot, and Nanda is trying 
to force him, but out of respect for my husbai^d's weak fcame 
will not use his full strength; for if he wanted to, he could carry 
him like a child in his arms; ^ey feel like iron when one happens 
to touch them. It would be humiliating for ShHdaman, yet the 
annoyance almost makes me wish Nanda would do just that. I 
must say, you both deserve I should take the reins and drive on / 
alone to my parents, and you would find me gone when you finally 
came out. If it were not so embarrassing to arrive alone Uke that, 
without husband or friend, because both of them went and left 
me, I would just do it at once. Otherwise all I can do — ^and it is 
certainly high time — is to go after them and see what in the world 
they are up to. No wonder I feel somewhat alarmed, being with 
chfld as I am, at their strange behaviour, for fear of what is bdiind 
it. But the worst thing I can think of, after all, is that for some 
reason unknown, they have quarrelled, and the quarrel is keepii^ 
them from coming back. I will just step in and ftraiglrten fliem 
both out." 

With that the lovely Sita got down from the cart, her hips 
billowing beneath her enveloping garment, and betook herself to 
the shrine — and fifteen seconds later she was confronted by that 
most hideous of sights. 

She flung up her arms, her eyes started from their sockets; bmreft 
of her senses she sank full length on the ground. But that helped 
her not at all, the situation would keep, it had been keeping all 
the time Sita waited; and it would keep on keeping. When the 
unhappy Sita came to herself it was still there. She tried to faint 
again, but thanks to ho: sound constitution she could not. So she 
cowered on the stone payment, her fingers in her hair, and stared 
at the severed heads, the bodies lying across each other, and all 
the crawling blood. 

“ISe gods, saints, and hermits!" she whispered blue-lipped, "I 
am lost! Both men. both at once. All is over! My lord and 
husband, who went about the fire with me, my Shridaman with 
the estimable head and the body, which after all was warm, for he 
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taught me lust, as far as 1 know it, in nights of holy wedlock-^ 
severed the honoured head from the body, lost and gone. Lost and 
gone — and the other, Nanda, who swung me and wooed me for 
Shridaman — severed and bleeding body from head — ^there he lies, 
the lucky-calf lock still on his breast — once so merry, but headless, 
what now? I could touch him, I coujid feel the strength and beauty 
of his arms and thighs, if I would. Biit I care not, blood and death 
have set a barrier between him and wanton desire as honour and 
friendship did before. They have cut off each other's heads ! For a 
reason I no longer conceal from myself, their anger blazed up, like 
a fire on which one has thrown butter; their strife was such that 
it came to this mutual deed — I see all clearly. But only one sword 
is here — and Nanda holds it ! How could they fight with only 
one? Shridaman, forgotten all wisdom and mildness, seized the 
sword and hewed off Nanda’s head, who then — ^but no ! It was 
Nanda, for reasons at which I shudder, beheaded Shridaman, who 
then — oh no, oh no ! Think on it no more, it avails nothing, there 
is nothing but blood and darkness in the darkness of this horrible 
place, and only one thing is clear, they behaved like savages and 
not for a moment thought of me. Or rather, of course they thought 
'^bf me, thieir horrible masculine deed was on my account. Poor 
thing, I shudder at the thought. But only with reference to them- 
selves did they think of me, not about me and what would become 
of me — that in their madness they never thought of, as little as 
they do now, lying there still and headless, leaving to me what I 
shall do next ! Do? There is nothing to be done, since now I am 
undone. Shall I go through life a widow, shunned as a woman 
who cared so ill for her husband that he perished? That is a 
widow’s common lot; but how much worse stain will attach to me 
when I return alone to the house of my father and my father-in- 
law? Only one sword — they cannot have killed each other with it 
in turn, one sword is not enough for two. But there is a third per- 
son left, and that is I. They will say I ^ an abandoned woman 
and murdered my husband and his foster-brother, my brother-in- 
law — the chain of evidence is complete. It is false, but it is conclu- 
sive and they will brand me, though innocent. Not innocent, no, 
thore might be some sense in lying, it would be worth the trouble 
to lie, if everything were not at an end, but as it is there is no sense. 
Innocent I am not, have not been for long; and as for being 
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abandoned there is something in it—mudi, much Indeed, though 
not quite as people will thii^ Is there such a thing as m fataliCT 
|us^e? I must prevent that, I must do justice on mys^ 1 must 
follow than — ^nothing eke in the world is left me. The sword I 
cannot wield with my little hands, they are too small, and they 
tremble too much to destroy the body to which they belong, these 
alluring curves — that are yet naught but weakness. A pity for its 
loveliness — ^yet it must become as stiff and lifeless as these, and 
nevermore awake desire or suffer lust. So must if be, though the 
number of the sacrifice mount to four. What would it have from 
life, the orphaned child? Crippled by misfortune, pale and blind 
because I went pale with affliction when it was conceived, and shut 
my eyes not to see him who begot it. What I do now is what they 
have left me to do. Lo, then, let them see I know how to help my- 
self!” 

She pulled herself up, staggered to an fro, tottered up the step, 
and ran, with her gaze bent on destruction, back through the 
temple into the open air. A fig tree stood in front of the shrine 
hung with climbing vines. She seized one of these, made a noose,^ 
put it round her neck.«and was just in the act to strangle horsdf. 

8 

At that moment a voice WaS manifest to her out of die air : no 
other, of course, than the voice of Devi-Durga the Unapproach- 
able, Kali the dark, the voice of the World-Mother herself. It was 
a deep, harsh voice, with a maternal fi’'mness about it. 

“Will you just let that be for a minute, you siUy ape!” it said. 
“Is it not enough to have let the blood of my sons, so that it flows 
in the runnels, but you will also mutilate my treei and make your 
body— which is not a Half-bad image of me — carrion for crows, 
together with the dear sw^ warm little seed of life growing inside 
it? Perhaps you have not noticed, you g^xtse, that you have missed 
your times and are in expectation from my son? If you cannot 
add t]^^o and two in women’s matters, then hang yoursdf, do! 
But not here in my bailiwick, to make it look as though dear life 
should all at once poish and go out of the world, just on account 
of your silliness. My ears are fuU as it is of these quack philo- 
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sophers who say that human existence is a disease comiiMinMutiing 
itself through lust from one genecation to the next— and now you, 
you ninny, start pla 3 ring games like this with me ! Take yoiur neck 
out of the noose, or you’D get your ears boxed !” 

“Holy goddess,” anwerM Sita, "certainly, I obey. I hear the 
thunder of thy voice and interrupti>of course at once my desperate 
enterprise as thou commandest. But I must defmd myself against 
the idea that I did not realize my condition and not know that you 
had made me pause and had blessed me. I only thought it would 
surely be pale and blind and a child of misfortune.” 

“Be so good as to let me take care of that ! In the first place that 
is a silly female superstition, and in the second, in my activities 
there is room for pale and blind cripples too. But justify yourself, 
confess why the blood of my sons has flowed to me in the pit, both 
of them in their way very decent youths. Not that their blood 
would not have been gratrful to me; only I should rather have let 
it flow awhile yet in their veins. Speak then, but tell the truth 1 
You realize that I know everything anyhow.” 

“They killed each other, holy goddess, and left me forlorn. They 
quarrelled on my account and with one and the same sword hewed 
off their ” 

“Nonsense ! Really, only a female can talk such sheer rubbish. 
They sacrificed themselves to me one after the other m manly piety, 
let me tell you. But why did they do it?” 

The lovely Sita began to weep. She answered, sobbing : 

“Ah, holy goddess, I know and confess my guilt, but how can I 
help it? It was such a misfortune, hoM'ever inevitably such a 
fatality, if you permit me to say so” (here she sobbed several 
times); “such a calamity, an evil and poisonous mischance, that I 
became a wife, being the pert and tongue-tied and ignorant girl 
that I was, tending in peace my father’s hearth until I knew my 
husband and was initiated into thy matters. For the blithe child 
that I was, it was like eating poison b^ies, changing her for ever 
through and through, so that sin, with its irresistible sweetness, has 
power over her awakened senses. Not that I can wish myself back 
in that pert and unthinking ignorance — ^I cannot; it is possible to 
no one. I only know that in early time I did not know man, 
I did not see him, he did not trouble me, and my soul was free of 
him and all burning curiosity about his mysteries; I tossed him 
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jesting words and went my saucy way. Had ever I blushed at the 
sight of a youth's breast or fdt my eyes bum when I looked at his 
arms and legs? No, that was all like nothing at all to me, it did 
not touch ever so little my coolness and poise, for I was like a closed 
book. A youth came, with a flat nose and black eyes, built like an 
image, Nanda was his name, from Welfare of Cows; he swung me 
up to the sun in the feast of the sun, but I felt no glow at all. I got 
warm — from the caressing air but from nothing else; and for 
thanks I gave him a cweak of the nose. Then he came back as wooer 
for his friend Shridaman, and our parents agreed on the marriage. 
Perhaps by then it was a little different; perhaps the unhappiness 
began in those days when he wooed me for another man who was 
to embrace me as his wife and who was not there. Only Nanda was 
there. 

“He was always there; before the wedding and during the 
wedding feast, when we marched round the fire — and afterwards 
too. In the daytime, 1 mean, he was there, for of course he was 
not at night, when I slept with his friend Shridaman, my husband, 
and we met as the godlike pair as we had for the first time on the 
bed of flowers our wedding night; when he unlocked me with his 
manly strength and put an end to my inexperience and 'the pert, 
chaste maidenliness of my early years. That he could do, why not, 
he was thy son, and he knew how to impart a loftiness to our 
physical union, and there was nothing at all against my loving, 
honouring, and fearing him — ^ah, most high goddess, I am not so 
made that I should not have loved my lord and husband, and evai 
more feared and honoured him: that ‘lead so fine and wise, the 
beard soft as the soft mild eyes and lid., and the body that went 
with them. But with all my respect, I had to ask myself whej^er 
he was really the right one to make me a wife ana instruct 
maidenly coldness in the sweet and awful mysteries of sense.— It 
always seemed to me it did not become him : it was not worthy of 
him, it did not go with hi%head, and always when his flesh rose 
to encounter me m those wedded nights it seemed to me like a 
shame, and a degradation of his refinement, a shame and debase* 
ment-*-and for me too when I had been aroused. 

“Eternal goddess, so it was. Chide me, punish me, I thy creature 
confess to thee in this frightful hour without reserve just how it 
all was; mindful that in any case all things are open to thy 
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wisdom. Desire did not become my noUe husband Shridaman» it 
became neitiier bis head nor his body, which after all. you will 
agree, is the important factor. His body lying there, so piteously 
seyered from his head, did not know how to shape the rites of love 
that my whole heart would hang upon them. He did indeed 
iwake me to desire but could noR, still it. Have mercy, goddess ! 
The lust of thy awakened aeatur^ was greater than its satisfac- 
tion, its craving greater than its joy. 

“And by day I saw our friend Nanda with the goat-nose; and 
in the evening before we went to bed. I saw him and 1 observed 
him, as wedlock had now taught me to observe and judge men; 
and the question slipped into my head and into my dreams : what 
would Nanda make of the act of love and what would the godlike 
embrace be like with him — who is very far from talking as well 
as Shridaman — ^instead of with my husband ? No different, miser- 
able wretch, I told myself, vicious and dishonouring towards thy 
rightful husband ! It is always the same, how could such as Nanda, 
who is simplicity itself in all his words and members while thy 
lord and husband is really a person of consequence, how could 
^Nanda know how to make any more of itF But that was no help : 
the quStion ef Nanda, the idea that his lust would become both 
his head and his limbs and be without shame, and he might be the 
man to lift my joy to the level of my desire —it stuck in my flesh 
and soul like a hook in a fish’s mouth, and could not be pulled out 
because the hook was barbed. 

“How could I tear it out, when he was always with us, and 
Shridaman and he could not live without each other because they 
were so different? I had to see him by day, and dream about him 
by night, instead of Shridaman. I would look at his breast, with the 
lucky-calf lock, his narrow hips and very small hind-quarters, mine 
being so large, and Shridaman forming in this respect a mean 
between me and Nanda, and my self-control forsook me. When his 
arm touched mine the hairs on my skit^ose up for very bliss. When 
I thought of his glorious pair of legs, with the black hair on them, 
saw him walk and move them and thought of their clasping me 
round in amorous play, a giddiness seized me and my breasts 
dripped with tenderness. More and more lovely he became to me 
day by day. I could not understand how I saw him, on the day of 
my swinging, and si^elt the mustard oil on his skin, and rmained 
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asleep and untouch^ For now he was like the Gandham 
Citraratha in his unearthly charm, like the love-god in his sweetest 
guise, full of beauty and youth, ravishing to the sense, adorned 
with heavaily ornament, with necklaces of flowers, sweet odours, 
and all loveliness — ^Vishnu, come down to the earth in Krishna’s 
form. 

"Thus it was, when Shridaman came near me in the night, I 
paled for very sorrow that it was he and not the otha:, and closed 
my eyes so I might think Nanda embraced me. It tfame about that 
I forbore not, in my ardour, to murmur the name of him whom I 
would have wished to rouse it in me; and so Shridaman became 
aware that I was breaking my marriage vows in his gentle arms. 
A.nd then, alas, I soipetimes talk in my sleep, and I must have hurt 
him cruelly by uttering within his hearing the betraying substance 
of my dreams. I gather this from his melancholy and his with- 
drawal from me-— for from that time he has never touched me 
again Nor did Nanda touch me; not because he was not tempted, 
tempted he certainly was, I would vouch for ir that he was sorely 
tempted ! But in his invincible loyalty to his friend he resisted the 
temptation, and 1 too -ibelieve me, eternal Mother, for I at least 
do believe it — even if his temptation had mastered him;*out ol*’ 
honour for my lord and husband I would have showed him the 
door. But the issue was that I had no husband at all; and the three 
of us were in a slate of painful renunciation. 

"Under such circumstances. Mother of the world, we undertook 
the journey to my parents and wandering from our right ways we 
came on thy house. Shridaman said ht would stop only a httle 
and in passing pay you his devotions. But in thy slaughter-cell, 
overcome by his plight, he did this frightful deed, robbing his 
limbs of their revered head, or rather his revered head of its limbs, 
and abandoned me to this wretched widowed state. In an agony of 
abnegation he did it, and with good intentions towards me, die 
criminal. For, gracious goddess, pardon me the truth ; not to thee 
did he bring himself a sacrifice but to me and to his fdfiOfl jSiatwe 
nftght spend our days in fult enjoyment of the joys of the flesh. 
Then Ntinda went to seek him, and would not abide by the sacriflee 
but hacked his own head from his Krishna limbs, so that they are 
now useless. But useless, yes, and much worse than useless my 
life is now become; I too am as good as headless, without husband 
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.Qr |rim4. The guilt for my unhappiness I must» I suppose, ascribe 
to acts in an earlier existence. But after all this, canst thou 
wonder that I was resolved to make an end of my present one?” 

“You are an unqualified goose, and nothing dse,” said the god- 
dess in her voice of thunder. “It is ridiculous, what your insatiable 
curiosity has made out of this Na^da, who is entirdy ordinary in 
all his works and ways. With such^arms, and on such legs, I have 
sons running about by the million, and you go and make a Gand- 
harva out of hila ! It is pathetic, after all,” added the divine voice, 
more mildly. “I, the Mother, find fleshly lust pathetic on the 
whole, and am of opinion that people are inclined to make too 
much of it. Anyhow, order there must be ! ” And the voice got 
suddenly harsh and blustering again. “I, indeed, am Disorder; but 
precisely therefore I insist on order, and 1 must definitely protest 
that the institution of marriage be kept inviolate. Everything 
would get into a muddle if I gave rein to my good nature. But as 
for you, to say I am dissatisfi^ is to put it mildly. You make this 
kettle of fish for me here and on the top of it you say all sorts of 
impertinent things to me. You give me to understand that my sons 
did not offer themselves as saaifices, that their blood might flow 
10 my «ltar— ^ou say the first sacrificed himself to you, and then 
the second to the first. What kind of manners are those? How 
could a man hew off his head — ^not simply cut his throat but cut 
off his head according to the proper rites (and an educated man 
to boot, like yoiir Sbridaman, who doesn't show up so well in the 
business of love) — ^unless he got the necessary strength and wild- 
ness out of the intoxication that came to him from me? So I 
forbid yoTir tone, quite aside from whether there is any truth in 
your words or not ! For there may be truth in them, in so far that 
a deed has been committ^ with mk^ mrniv^, and is so far 
unHeaY It was not exclusively to srek “my mercy that my son 
Shridaman offered himself up; actually it was for affliction about 
you, whether he himself was clear in Ae matter or no. And little 
Nanda’s sacrifice was just the inevitaole consequence. I fed little 
indined to receive their blood and accept the offering. Well then : 
if I now make good the double sacrifice and put all back as it was. 
may I be permitted to hope that you will behave with more 

d6^^’ffiefu:nirfe?” 

“Ah, holy goddess and dear Mother!” cried Sita through her 
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tears. “If you could do that, if you could cancel these frightful 
deeds, and give me back husband and friend sojhaitaU w&e as 
before — how would I bless you ! I would evor control ^ dreams 
and the*wSff3ronSa5r^^ the noble Shridafttim hee^^ no 
more. Indescribably thankful would I be tp you, if you brought 
that about and put everything back as it was ! For tnough it was 
sad enough before, and when I stood there in your Innermost 
before the horrible scene, I realized clear and plain that it could 
not have turned out otherwise, yet it would be M^nderful if you 
had the power and could succeed in reversing^, the past so that 
Inext time it might have a better issue.” 

“What do you mean by ‘if I had the power’ and ‘if I could 
succeed’?’’ retorted the divine voice. “I hope you do not doubt 
that to my power it were the merest trifle ! More than once in the 
world it has come to pass that I showed it. But I am sorry for you, 
I must say, although you do not deserve it, you and the pale, blind 
little seedling in your womb. 'The two young men in there, I pity 
them too. So open your ears and hear what I tell you ! Drop that 
natural noose of yours and get back with you into my shrine, 
before my image and the mess you have made. No fainting or 
whimpering, mind ! You take the two heads by tbs hair*'%nd fif 
them to the poor trunks again. Then you bless the cuts with the 
sharp edge of the sword of sacrifice, and both times call upon my 
name — ^you may say Durga '^r Kali or simply Devi, it doesn't 
matter — and the two youths will be restored tb life. Do you under* 
stand me? Do not approach the heads too quickly to the bodies, 
although you will feel strong attraction between head and trunlq 
the spilt blood must have time to run back and be sucked in again. 
That happens with magic quickness, but after all it takes a 
moment of time. I hope you have listened to me? Then run ! But 
do the business properly, do not put the heads on wrong way 
round in your haste so that they have to go about with their faces 
backwards and make peoplg laugh at them ! Get along ! If you 
wait till tomorrow it will be too late.” 


9 

The lovely Sita said nothing more at all, not even “thank you”; 
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she jumped up and ran, fast as her swathed robe would let her, 
bad; into the mother-house. She ran through the audience diamber 
and through the entrance hall and into the holy shrine, and there 
before the frightful countenance of the goddess she set to the 
prescribed task with flushed and feverish energy. The attraction 
between heads and trunks was npt. so strong as one might have 
expected from Devi’s words. It was perceptible; but yet there was 
time for the blood to flow back up the channels, as it did with 
magical swiftness and a lively lapping sound. 'The blessing of 
the sword infallibly performed its office — that and the divine name 
which Sita, her voice breaking with joy, cried out three times in 
each case. Each with his head in its place, without mark or scar 
the youths rose before her. They look^ at her and down at them- 
selves — or rather, in so doing they looked at each other; for to look 
at themselves they had to look over at each other, such being the 
nature of their restoration. 

Sita, what hast thou done? Or what has happened? Or what in 
thy flurry hast thou made to happen ? In a word (to^ut the ques- 
tion so that it takes proper cognizance of the fluid boundary 
between doing and happening), what has come to pass with you? 
‘fhe eXEitem^it in which you acted is understandable; but could 
you not have opened your eyes a little better while you did it? 
No, you did not put back the heads the wrong way round — this 
did not happen, at all. But— to tell it straight out and call the 
amazing truth by its^name— tjie mischance, the mistake, the mess, 
or whatever all three of you might feel like calling it, that con- 
fronted you was this : you have fitted on to each one and sealed 
fast with the sword the other’s head. Nanda’s to Shridaman — if we 
may call his trunk without the chief feature of it Shridaman at all 
— ^and Shridaman’s to Nanda, if the headless Nanda was in fact still 
Nanda. In short, they arose before you, not husband and friend 
in that order, but reversed. You behold Nanda— if he is Nanda, 
who wears Nanda’s simple head atoj^in the smock and draped 
trousers enveloping Shridaman's plump, slender-limbed body. You 
behold Shridaman— if the form may be so named that is equipped 
with his mild and gentle head-piece — ^standing before you on 
Nanda's well-shaped legs, the lucky-calf lock framed in stone- 
pearls on “his” broad bronze chest ! 

What a state of things — all in consequence of too iustel 
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They lived who had been sacrifices. But th^ liv^ transformed; 
the body of the husband dwelt with the head of his friend, the 
body of the friend with the husband’s head. No wonder that the 
rocky cave echoed and re-echoed as the three prolonged their 
amazed outcry ! The one with the Nanda-head fdt all down the 
hmbs and the body which once had been appended, a mere detail, 
to the noble head of Shridaman; while that Shridaman (if we 
take the head as the decisive factor) stood full of embarrassment, 
seeking to recognize as his own the body whicfo— when Nanda’s 
simple head sat on its shoulders — ^had been the essential feature. 
As for the moving cause of this new order of things, she went from 
one to the other by turns, with cries of joy, with loud wail- 
ing and remorse; embraced first one and then the other, and at 
last threw herself at their feet to confess between sobs and 
laughter all that had happened and the late lamentable oversight. 

‘‘Forgive me, if you can !” she cried. “Forgive me, dear Shrida- 
man -and she turned expressly to his head, deliberately over- 
looking the Nanda-body it sat on — “forgive me too, Nanda" — 
again she spoke to the head in question as the essential thing, 
regarding it, despite jts kisignificance, as important and the 
Shridaman-body thereto attached as the indifferent appendage. 
“Oh, you ought to be able to forgive me ! Think dl the frightful 
deed to which, as you then were, you persuaded yourselves and 
the despair into whi^'h you flung me. Realize that I was about to 
strangle myself and after th^t had speech with the Unapproach- 
able and heard her voice of thunder, which abnost robb^ me of 
my senses ! Then you can realize thai I was hardly in a frame to 
carry out her commands. Things swair before my eyes, I saw only 
unclearly whose head and limbs I had in my bands and had to 
trust to luck that the right would find the right. Half the chances 
were for it, and half against — and it has just turned out this way, 
and you have come out like this. How could I know whether the 
power of attraction between head and limbs was in the right pro- 
portion, when It was clear and strong it was, though of course 
in different combination it might have been even more so? And 
the mpapproachable must bear some of the bkmeioQ; for she only 
warned me not to put your heads on wrong side before, and that 
1 was careful aboiK; that it could come out as it has, the high god- 
dess never thought of that 1 Tdl me, are you in despair over the 
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i^nner of your resurrection and will you curse me for ever? If 
so, I will go and carry out the deed in which I was interrupted by 
her that was before ^ beginnings. Or are you inclined to forgive 
me, can you find it possible that under these circumstances brought 
about by blind chance, a new and better life could begin between 
us three — a better one, I mean, than would have been possible if 
the former situation were just restored as it was and by all hrunan 
calculations must have had just the same sad issue again? Tdl 
me, strong-limbed Shridaman ! Slender Nanda, let me hear !” 

The transformed youths bent over, lifted her up, the one with 
the other's arms, and all three stood embraced, weeping and laugh- 
ing together. Two things became at once very clear: first, that 
Sita had been quite right in addressing the resurrected friends 
according to their heads; for it was definitely by these that their 
I- and my-feelings were conditioned. He who on narrow, light- 
complexioned shoulders bore the simple head of Garga’s son knew 
himself to be Nanda. And equally the other, with the head of the 
grandson of Brahmans on top of a broad, bronze-colQjued frame, 
knew and comported himself as Shridaman. But secondly, it was 
manifest that neither of them was angry ^t Sita for her mistake, 
b*it both actually found pleasure in their new guise. 

"If Nanda,*" said Shridaman, "is not ashamed of the body that 
has fallen to his lot, and does not miss too much the breast-lock of 
Krishna, which would be painful to me, for myself I can only say 
that I count myself the happiest of men. I have always wished I 
could have a bodily form like this; when I feel the muscles of my 
arms, look at my shoulders and down at my magnificent legs, I 
am seized with unrestrained delight, and say to myself that from 
now on I shall hold my head high, in quite a new way; first in the 
consciousness of my new strength and beauty, and second because 
my spiritual leanings will now be in harmony with my physical 
huild, and it will no longer be wrong or unfitting for me to speak 
Hi Evour of simplification and cast my vote under the tree for the 
procession of cows round the mountam Bright Peak instead of for 
the Brahmanical rites, for it has become quite right and proper 
and what was strange is so no more. Of course, my dear frjends, 
there is a certain sadness in this, that the strange is now become 
my own and no longer an object of desire and admiration, except 
that I admire' mysdf and that I no longer serve something else in 
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choosing the mountain feast instead of the Indra-feast, but rather 
that which I mysdf am. Yes — this kind of sadness, due to my now 
being that towards which I once yearned, I fed it, I admit. But 
it retreats into the badcground at the thought of you, sweet Sita, 
for you come before all thought of myself, and the advantage you 
will reap from my new circumstances — of which I am even now 
so proud and glad that for my part I can only bless this whole 
miracle and say : Siya, be it so ! ” 

‘Tou might at least be correct and say Siyat,” said Nanda, whose 
eyes at his friend’s last words had sought the ground, “instead of 
letting your peasant limbs rule your mouth. You are welcome to 
them, so far as I am concerned, I have had them much too long. 
But neither am I angry with you, Sita. I, too, say Siyat to this 
miracle, for I have always wanted a slender body like this, and 
now, when I speak for Indra’s cult of words and against simplifi- 
cation, it will become me better than it did before — or at least if 
not my face it will become my body, which has become a minor 
matter to you, Shridaman, but to me it is the main point. I am 
not at all surprised that our heads and bodies, when you put them 
together, Sita, displayed,such Clrong attraction; it was the power of 
the friendship which bound Shridaman and me, and of which i 
can only hope it may suffer no breach through what fias happened. 
But one thing I may say ; my poor head cannot help thinking for 
the body that has fallen to its lot, and seeing where its rights lie; 
and therefore I am astonished and dismayed«at certain of Shrida- 
man’s words and the way they took Sita’s future for granted. I see 
nothing here that can be taken for granted. There is only a very 
great question, and my head answers it Otherwise than yours seems 
to.” 

“How so?” cried Sita and Shridaman as with one voice. 

“How so?” repeated the slender-limbed friend. “How can you 
even ask? To me my body is the main point, and in this I conform 
to the idea of marriage, lor with the Imdy are children begot and 
not with the head. I should like to see him who would deny that 
I am the father of the fruit Sita bears in har womb.” 

“Pull your wits together, Nanda !” aied Shridaman, with an 
involuntary shift of his powerful limbs, “and think what you are 
saying. Are you Nanda, or who are you?” 

“I am Nanda,” the other replied. “But as truly as I call this 
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wedded body mine and use the word T of it, just so truly is Sita 
of the lovdy curves my wife and her fruit of my b^etting/’ 

“Indeed!” retorted Shridaman, with a quiver in his voice. "Is 
it really? I should not have dared to assert it, when your present 
body was still mine and slept at Sita's side. For it was not that body 
she really onbraced, as'I learned to my sorrow when she mutterdl 
in her sleep. Instead it was the one f now call my own. It is not in 
good taste, my friend, for you to touch on these painful matters 
and force me ta speak of them. How can you insist on your head 
like this, or rather on your body, and behave as though you had 
become I, and I you? Smely it is clear that if that kind of exchange 
had taken place and you had become Shridaman, Sita's husband, 
and I Nanda, then there would be no change at all, and everything 
would be as it had been. The happy miracle is that only an ex- 
change of heads and limbs has come about at Sita’s hands, wh«:eat 
our heads rejoice, bemg the decisive factor. Above all, our rejoicing 
is due to the happiness in store for Sita of the lovely hips. But now 
here you are, obstinately presuming on your present Jjody, which 
is that of a married man, and assigning to me the role of friend ! 
You display a culpable egotism, for you are thinking only of your- 
self and not at all of how she will^m^ by the change.” 

“She woulh profit, as you call i^ retorted Nanda, not without 
bitterness, “from advantages you are now proud to call your own. 
You are just as egotistic as I am. And you misunderstand me 
besides. I do not refer to this mamed body I now have, but to my 
very own proper head, which you yourself declare to be decisive, 
making me Nanda even when connected with my new and finer 
body. You are wrong to say I am not at least as mindful of Sita as 
you are. When she looked at me, of late — ^speaking in har sweetly 
trilling and lilting voice, which I feared to bear lest I should answor 
in the same tone — she looked mto my face and into my eyes, seek- 
ing to read therein with her own, calling me Nan^ and dear 
Nanda. At the time it seemed unnecessary, but I see it had great 
spiritual significance. It showed thaAhe did not mean my body, 
which in and of itself does not deserve the nam^ you yourself 
have proved that, for now that you have it you still call yourself 
Shridaman. 1 did nut reply to her, except for the most necessary 
things, and scarcely those, so as not to fall into the same trilling 
and thrilling key. I did not call her by name, I kept my ^es down 
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SO she could not read in them— all out of friendship for you and 
reverence for yoinr wedded state. But now I have not only the head 
and the eyes she gazed into, so deep and questioningly, saying 
'Nanda,' and ‘oh, dear Nanda,' but the husband-body as well — 
and the situation is fundamentally changed in mine and Sita's 
favour. Hers above all ! For i4 we are to put her happiness and 
satisfaction before everything else, then certainly th«e can be no 
purer and more perfect solution than the one I describe.” 

“No,” said Shridaman, “I would not have expected this from 
you. I was afraid lest you might be ashamed of my body; but now 
iny former body might blush for your head, in such contradictions 
do you involve yoiuself, arbitrarily taking now the head and now 
the body as the important thing in marriage 1 You have always 
been a modest youth: but now all at once you scale the heights of 
presumption, and declare your situation the purest and perfectest 
ill the world to guarantee Sita's happiness, when it is obvious that 
it is I who have the best, that is to say at once the happiest ai)d- 
most reassuring possible. But t^ere is no sense or purpose in ta£^g 
further. Here stands Sita. She must say to whom she belongs and 
be the j udge of us and her own happiness.” 

Sita looked bewildered from one to the other. Thfn shtH>uriOtl 
her face in her hands and wept. 

"I cannot,” she sobbed. “Do not force me to decide, I am only a 
poor female, it is too hard for me. At first, it seemed quite easy, 
and however ashamed I was of my mistake, ytt I was happy about 
it, especially when I saw you were both happy too. But yoiur words 
have bewildered my brain and cleft my heart in twain, so that one 
half opposes the other half as you do each other. In your words, 
dear Shridaman, there is much truth, and you have not ever put it 
beyond doubt that I can only go home with a husband who wears 
your features. Nanda’s opinion too I sympathize with, when I 
remember how pathetic and insignificant his body looked without 
its head, I must agree with him that I probably meant his head 
more than his body when I said ‘dear Nanda' to him. But yott^iised 
the word ‘reassuring,’ dear Shridaman; and it is difficult indeed to 
say whether the head or the body of my husband would reassure 
me more. Do mot torture me ! lam quite incapable of solving die 
riddle, I have no power to iudge which of you is my husband.” 

If matters stand so, said Nanda, after a helpless suence, and 
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Sita cannot dedde and judge between us, then judgment must 
come from a third or rather from a fourth party. When Sita just 
now said that she can only go home with a man who wears Shrida* 
man’s features, thoi I thought in my own mind that she and 1 
would not go home but live somewhere in retiremait, in case she 
should find a reassuring life with as her husband. The thought 
of retirement and solitude has long been attractive to me, for whoi 
Sita’s voice made me doubt the loyalty of my friendship, I would 
think that perhaps I might become a hermit. And I made acquaint* 
ance with such a man, practised in self-mortification, ^amadamana 
by name, that he might give me instruction in that l^d of life, I 
visited him in the DankaJ^ forest where he lives, and where there 
are very many other holy men all about. His family name is just 
Guha; but he took the name of Kamadamana, by which he desires, 
as anchorite, to be called — ^so far as anybody has a chance to call 
him anything. For many years he has lived in the Dankaka forest 
with strict vows concerning bathing and speaking. I should say 
he cannot be far from his transfiguration. Let us go to this wise 
man, who knows and has vanquished Me. Let us tell him oiu story 
and put him as judge over Sita’s happiness. Let him decide, if you 
are agreed, which of us two is her husband, and may his words 
prevail.” 

“Yes, yes,” aied Sita with relief, “Nanda is right, let us get up 
and go to the holy man.” 

“I see,” said Shriduman, “that what we have here is an objective 
problem not to be solved from within but only by outward 
wisdom; I agree to the suggestion and am ready to submit to the 
judgment of the wise man,” 

Being now so far agreed, they left the mother-house together 
and returned to their conveyance standing down in the gully. Here 
the question arose which of the friends should drive, that being 
a matter of the body and the head both. Nanda, of course, knew 
the way to the Dankaka forest, whicl^p'as two days’ joiuney away. 
He had it all in his head; while Shridaihan was now better adaptra 
to hold the reins, just as Nanda had been before. He gave up the 
office to Shridaman and sat down b^ind him with Sit^; but 
prompted his friend on the way he should take. 
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On the third day they reached the Dankaka forest, which was 
green with the rains and thickly populated with holy nxai, though 
large enough to afford each one sufficient seclusion and his own 
little holding of desolation void of human kind. It was not easy 
for the pilgrims to question their way through from solitude to 
solitude and find Kamadamana, the vanquisher q£ desires. All the 
hermits were one in wishing to know nothing of each other and 
each protested his conviction that he was alone in the wood, sur- 
rounded by unpeopled space. Holy men of various degrees were 
here : some of them had passed the stage of householder, and now, 
sometimes accompanied by their wives, were devoting the 
remainder of their lives to a mild form of contemplativeness. Others 
were yogi of the thick and thin kind, so to speak: they had as. 
good as completely brindled the steeds of sense, by mortification 
and abstention fought their ilesh to the knife, and managed to 
carry thiough the most awful vows. They tasted to the point of 
death; slept naked in tlj,e rusn on the ground, and in the cold season 
wore their clothing wet. In the summer heat they lay between fo«i 
firebrands to consume their earthly flesh — in part if dripped from • 
them, in part it was consumed in the parching heat. To this they 
added further discipline by rolling days at a time on the ground, 
or stood continuously on the tips of their toes, or kept in constant 
motion by standing up and sitting down in quick succession. If by 
such practices they injured their heal'h and the approach of their 
apotheosis was indicated, then they set forth on thdr final pil- 
grimage north and east, takmg neither herbs nor roots to their 
nourishment but only water and air, until their bodies gave way 
and their souls were united with Brahma. 

The seekers after decision encountered these various kinds as 
they wandered through the holdings of successive solitaries, 
having first left their conv^ance at the edge of the woods with a 
hermit family they found leading a relatively light-minded life 
there, in touch, to some extent, with the outer world. The path to 
the particular unpeopled void where Kamadamana dwelt, was, as 
we said, hard to find. True, Nanda had once already found the way 
thither through the trackless waste. But he had done so in another 
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body, and this hampered his intuition and sense of locality. The 
denizens of the aves and hollow trees were either ignorant or pre- 
tended to be so. It was only with the help of the wives of some 
former householders who behind the backs of th^ lords good- 
heartedly pointed out the way, and after another whole day and 
night spent in the wilderness, that th^ arrived in the preserve of 
their particular saint, and saw his whitewashed head with its 
sausage of braided hair, and his arms like dried branches r^ed 
up heavenwards, rising out of a swampy pool where he had been 
standing, God knows how long, up to his neck in water, his spirit 
gathered to a fine point. They refrained from calling to him out 
of reverence for so much burning zeal, and waited patiently for 
him to intermit his discipline. However be did not do so for a long 
tim^ either because he had not seen them or else just because he 
had. They had to wait for as much as an hour, keeping a modest 
distance from the pool, before he came out, quite naked, his beard 
and his body hair dripping with mud. His body was as good as 
fleshlcss, consisting merely of skin and bones; so there was, in a 
manner of speakmg, nothing at all to his nakedness. As he 
approached the waiting group he swept thp ground before his feet 
with a«broom which he had taken from the bank. This, they knew, 
was in order not to crush any living creature that might be there. 
But he was not nearly so gentle to his unbidden guests : for as he 
came on he threatened them with uplifted broom, heedless that 
something irretrievable might happen to the creeping and crawling 
things where he trod, and that theirs would be the blame. 

“Away," he shouted, “ye idlers and gapers ! What sedc ye in my 
unpeopled void?" 

"0 Kamadamana, vanquisher of desire," answered Nanda with 
due modesty, “forgive us that in our need we have so boldly 
approached you ! The fame of your self-conquest has tempted us 
hither, driven by the urges of this fleshly life. Deign then, 0 
most lion-hearted among wise men, to give us advice and useful 
counsel. Fray be so good as to rememner me 1 Once already have 
I confided in you, to partake of your wisdom on the subject of the 
solitary life.” 

“It is possible that I may recognize you,” said the reduse^ look- 
ing at Nanda out of the deep caverns of his eyes, from under their 
threatening thatch of brow. "At least I might recognize ywur face; 
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but your form seems in tbe meantime to have gone through a 
certain refining process which 1 suppose I may ascribe to your 
former visit.” 

"It did me a great deal of good,” Nanda answered evasivdy. 
"But the change you perceive has a different cause and belongs to 
a story full of strangeness and,stress, whic*h is precisely the story 
of us three who petition you. It has set us face to face with a ques- 
tion we cannot solve by ourselves, we must obtain your advice 
and judgment. We have hope that your self-conquest may be so 
^eat that you can bring yourself to hearken to us.” 

“It shall be,” answered Kamadamana. "No one shall say that 
it would not. Of course it was my first impulse to chase you out of 
my preserve; but that too was an impulse which I reject and a 
temptation I am minded to resist. For if it is seh-denial to avoid 
men, it is still greater seU-dtnial to put up ■wTE’tEem. Trust me, 
your nearness and the fumes of life you give out lie heavy on my 
chest and bring an unpleasant flush to my checks, as you could see 
were it not for their seemly (oating of ashes. But I am ready to 
bear with you and your vapours, particularly since I have observed 
from the first that among the three of you is a woman grown, 
whom the senses find glorious; slender as a vine, with softdughs 
and full breasts, oh yea, oh fie ! Her navel is beauteous, her face 
lovely with partridge-eyes, and her breasts, I repeat, are full and 
upstanding. Good-day, O w' man ! When men look upon you, do 
not the hairs of their bodies rise up for lusti^ And the trouUes of 
the three of you, are they not due to your snares and allurements? 
Hail ! I shoidd most likely have sent these young men to the devil, 
but since you arc with them, my dear, pray stay, stop as long as 
you like ! I rejoice to invite you to my hollow tree, when I will 
regale you with the jujube berries I have gathered there in leaves, 
not to eat but to renounce, and with them in my sight gnaw roots 
instead, since this earthly frame must from time to time be fed. 
And I will listen to your tq|p, though the fumes of life it exhales 
will come nigh to choke me. Word for word will I listen to it, for 
no one shall ever tax Kamadamana with lack of coinage. True, it 
is har^ to distinguish between coinage and cmiqsity. It might be 
that I listm to you because I have gotlnuigry hae in my retreat, 
and lustful to have the fumes of real life in my nostrils. But the 
idea must be rejected, and no less the further suggestiiHi that 
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curiosity here too acts to prompt the rejection and nip it in the 
bud, so that actually it is the curiosity that ought to be nipped. 
But if so, then what about my courage? It is the same as it is with 
the jujube berries. The thought probably tempts me that I keep 
them beside me not so much to renounce them as to enjoy the 
sight of them. To which I make l^pld to reply that the pleasure of 
looking at thm constitutes the temptation to eat them. Thus I 
shovdd make life too easy for myself if I did not keep them beside 
me. And so the. suspicion is done away with, that I have thought 
of this answer just for the sake of being able to share the alluring 
sight — since, even if I do not eat the berries myself but give them 
to you to eat, I can enjoy seeing you put them down. And that, 
in view of the illusory character of the divers manifestations on 
this earth, and of any distinction between the I and the you, is 
almost the same as though I ate them myself. In short, asceticism 
is a bottomless pit; unfathomable because the temptations of the 
' spirit are mingled therein with the temptations of the flesh, until 
the whole thing is like the snake that grows two heads as soon as 
you cut off one. But it is all quite right, and after all the main 
thing is to have courage. So come with me„you life-reeking mortals 
of bo4fe sexes, come with me to my hollow tree and tell me of all 
life’s m.inifoW luicleanliness; tell me as much as you like, and I will 
listen, for my correction and to get rid of the idea that I am doing 
it for my own entertainment — the more one gets rid of, the 
better!” 

With these words the holy man led the way for some distance 
through the jungle, always carefully sweeping before him with his 
broom. And they arrived at his own place, a huge, very old 
kadamba tree, still green though it was only a gaping hollow 
inside. Kamadamana had chosen this mossy, earthy home not for 
protection against the weather, for he constantly exposed his 
frame to the storm, wore wet clothing in cold weather, and sat 
between firebrands in the time of gr^test heat. No, it was only 
that he might know where he belonged, and have a place to store 
his supply of roots, tubers, and fruits to eat, and firewood, flowers, 
and grasses for offerings. 

Here he bade his guests sit down, which they hastened to do, 
in all modesty, wdl knowing that they wa‘e here only for his 
asceticism, so to speak, to sharpen its twth on. He gave them the 
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jujube berries as he had promised and they were no little re&eshed. 
He himself meanwhile assumed an ascetic attitude, whidi is called 
the Kajotsarga pwition: with motionless limbs, arms directed 
stiffly downwards, and rigid knee-joints. He contrived to keep 
separate, somehow or other, not only his fingm but his toes as 
well; and thus remained, his ^irit summoned to its height, in all 
his nakedness, which signified so very little because of the lack of 
flesh. To Shridaman, because of his headpiece, the office of narrator 
had fallen: so he stood in all the magnificence of*his present form 
beside the other, and spoke of the events which had brought them 
hither and the vexed question which could only be solved by a 
fourth party, as some saint or king. 

He told it truthfully, as we have told it, in part in the same 
words. To make clear the disputed point, it would have been 
enough to tell only the final stage. But he reported it from the 
beginning just as it happened in order to give the holy man some- 
thing to think about in his solitude. He began with an account of 
Nanda’s life and his own, the friendship between them, and the 
way they broke their journey at the river Goldfly. He described 
his lovesickness, his wooing and marriage, weaving in such earlier 
information as Nanda’s acquaintance with Sita, at the feast-of Ae 
swinging. Other points, such as the bitter experience of his married 
life, he touched on with delicacy or only by inference, not to spare 
himself, since his were now the strong arms that had SMrung Sita 
up to the sun, and his the living body of which she had dreamed 
in his former arms. No, it was out of regard for Sita herself, for 
whom none of this could be very pleasant and who throughout 
the narrative kept her little head shrouded in her embroidered 
scarf. 

The powerful Shridaman, thanks to his head-piece, proved a good 
and skilful narrator. Even Sita and Nanda, who knew the whole 
thing, of course, heard their own story, horrible as it was, with 
pleasure from his lips, and Kamadannua, although he maintained 
his Kajotsarga position uncnanged, presumably found it arresting 
too. Shridaman recounted his own and Nanda’s grisly deed, the 
relen^ng of the goddess to Sita, and Sita's pardonable error at the 
work of restoration. At last he got to the end, and put the 
question. 

"Thus and thus was it.” said he. "The husband’s head was 
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bestowed on the body of his friend, the frioid’s on the body of the 
husband. Be so gracious, then, as to pronounce in your wisdom 
upon OUT bewildered state, holy Kamadamana 1 As thou decrees!, 
so will we be bound and act according, for we oursdves cannot 
decide. To whom now, belongs this all-round fine-limbed woman, 
and who is truly her husband ? ” 

“Yes, tell us, tell us, 0 vanquisher of desire ! ” cried Nanda loudly 
and with confidence. Sita only hastily pulled her veil from her head 
to direct har lotus-eyes expectantly upon Kamadamana. 

The latter drew his fingers and toes together and sighed deeply. 
Then he took his broom, swept himself a spot on the ground free 
from vulnerable insects, and sat down with his guests. 

“Faugh !“ said he. “You three are certainly the right people for 
me ! I was prepared of course for a talc full of life’s headiest fumes. 
But this of yours, you could fairly cut it with a knife. It is easier 
for me to hold out between my four firebrands in the hottest 
summer heat than to breathe in the steam you are giving out. II 
I had not rouged my face with ashes you could see the*flush on my 
decently lank cheeks or rather on the ascetic bones of them. Ah 
children, children ! Like to the ox that with his eyes bound up 
tftrns^he oil^iill round and round, so you are turned upon the 
wheel of life, anguished with appetite, pricked and twitched in 
your flesh by’the six miller’s men of the passions. Could you not 
leave off? Must you still go on, with your ogling, licking, slaver- 
ing, your knees giving way with desire when the object of your 
ddusion heaves in sight? Yes, yes, I know, 1 know it all : the body 
of love, with bitter lust bedewed — ^limb-play ’neath satin skin, 
unguent-imbrued — the noble vault the should^' makes — the sniff- 
ing nose, loose mouth that seeks— sweet breasts adorned with 
tender stars — the armpits’ hollow with sweat-drenched hairs — 
oh, pasturage for hands to rove, fair hips, fine loins, back supple, 
be% breathing love — the bliss-embrace of arms, the bloomy 
thighs, cool twin delight of hillocks that behind them lies — tiU 
all agog with lust at pitch they work at coupling play in hot and 
reekMg dark, each urging other on more bliss to capture, they 
flute each other to a heaven of rapture — and this and that and here 
and there — ^I know it all, of all I am aware I ’’ 

"But so are we— we know all that ourselves and of ourselves, 
great Kaniadamaua," said Nanda with suppressed impatience in his 
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voi(%. “Will you oot be so good as to come to the point and instruct 
us, who is Sita's husband, that we many finally know and act 
according?” 

“The judgment,” replied the holy man, “is as good as given. 
It is clear that I am surprised you are not far enough along 
in knowledge of the right thines that you*need a judge in so dear 
and self-evident a matter. TheHittle tidbit there, of course, is the 
wife of him who has his friend’s head on his shoulders. For in the 
marriage one reaches the right hand to the bri^e; but the hand 
belongs to the body; and the body is the friend’s.” 

With an exultant cry Nanda leaped to his finely shaped feet. 
Sita and Shridaman sat still with bowed heads. 

“But that is only the premise,” Kamadamana went on in a 
louder voire. “The conclusion follows to .surraotmt and outsound 
it, and crown it with truth. Please wait a moment.” 

With that he stood up and went inside his hollow, fetched a 
Hide garment, a sort of apron made out of thin bark, and clothed 
his nakedness with it. I'hen he spoke : 

“Husband is, who wears the husband's head. 

Here lies no doubt at all, must it be said, 

As woman is the highest bhss and bourne of Songs, 

So among limbs to head the highest rank belongs.” 

It was Sita’s and Shridaman’s turn to lift th?ir heads and look joy- 
fully at each other. Nanda, who had but now been so glad, re- 
marked in a crestfallen voice : 

“But )ou said something quite different before !” 

“What I said last,” replied Kamadamana, “is decisive.” 

So now they had their verdict. Nanda, in his refined state, could 
least of all murmur against it, since he himself had proposed to lake 
the holy man for their judge. Nor could he object to the irreproach- 
able gallantry on which Kamadamana. had based his decree. 

They all TOwed low befdSre Kamadamana and departed hence. 
Together th^ went, not speaking, for some distance through the 
Dankaka forest, green with the rains. Then Nanda stopped in his 
trades and took leave of them. 

“All the best to you,” said he. “I will now go my ways. I will 
find me an unpeopled void and become a hermit, as I previously 
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intended. Anyway, in my present incorporation I fed myself a 
little too good for the world." 

Neither of them could blame him for his decision. They agreed 
with him, though it made them fed slightly depressed; and bade 
him farewdl with the friendliness one shows towards a man who 
has drawn the shorter* straw. Shridgman clapped him encourag- 
ingly on the shoulder that once was ms own, and advised him, wira 
a concern such as one seldom feds for anybody else, not to plague 
his body with ^travagant discipline, and not to eat too many 
tubers, for he knew that a monotonous diet did not suit him. 

"Let that be my affair,” said Nanda ungracioxisly. And when 
Sita tried to utter words of consolation he only shook his goat- 
nosed head, in bitter melancholy. 

“Don't take it too much to heart,” said she. “Don’t forget that 
you nearly triumphed, and that you might be now about to share 
with me the legal joys of wedlock. Be sure I shall always fed the 
sweetest tenderness from head to foot for all that once was yours, 
and with hand and lips show gratitude for my joy, in w*ys so choice 
that only the eternal Mother can teach them to me ! " 

“Of all that I shall have nothing," he jephed obstinately. She 
^eupn.jghispered to him: “Sometimes I will dream of thy head 
too;” but his mien did not change, he only said sadly and stub- 
bornly : “Of that I shall have nothing.” 

So they parted, the one and the two. But Sita turned back when 
Nanda was already a, little distant, and flung her arms about him. 

“Farewell,” said she. “After all, you were my first husband, you 
first awakened me and taught me love so far as I know it; and what- 
ever that dried-up holy man may think and sing about wives and 
heads, the fruit beneath my heart comes from you after all !” 

With that she ran back to Shridaman the strong. 


1 1 

Once back at Welfare of Cows, Sita and Shridaman spent thdr days 
and nights in full enjoyment of the pleasures of sense; nor di^ any 
shadow trouble at first the cloudless heaven of their Wiss. The little 
words 'at first’, a faint premonitory troubling of their unclouded 
sky, are an addition by one narrating the story from outside; 
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whereas they who lived in it, whose stoiy it is, knew of no 'at 6rst', 
but were only aware of their joy, which both sides considered no 
common thing. 

It was, indeed, a happiness such as belongs to paradise and sel- 
dom to this earth. The common earthly joys, the gratifications fall- 
ing to the lot of mortals in all the conditions of the moral order 
and social pressure under which we live, are circumscribed indeed. 
Makeshifts, renunciations, and resignation are the common lot. 
Our desires are boundless, their fulfilment sharj^i^ restricted; "If I 
only' could” is met on all sides by the stem "It won't do”. 
Life soberly bids us put up with what we can get. A few things 
are granted, but more denied; that they will one day be grantw 
is and remains a dream. A paradisial dream, of course for in para- 
dise, surely, that which is forbidden and that which is grants, so 
diverse here below, must there become one. The lovdy forbidden 
must be crowned with legality, while the legal attains to all the 
charms of (he forbidden. For in what other guise can paradise 
appear to the hankering man? 

Well, it was just this unearthly kind of happiness that a 
capricious fate had dealt out to the wedded lovers on their return to 
Welfare of Cows. They cirank it down in thirsty gulps — ^at fi rst. Fo r 
Sita, the awakened lover and friend had been two difittent people 
but now, oh joy, they were one, and — by inevitable destiny — the 
best of each. What nad been most individual in each had joined 
to form a new individuality surpa.ssing all dpsire. Nightly on her 
lawful couch she nestled in the strong arms of Shridaman's friend 
and experienced his raptures as once on her husband’s tender 
bosom she had closed her eyes and dreamed of them. Yet it was the 
head-piece of the descendant of Brahmans that she kissed in grati- 
tude- -the most highly favoured woman in all the world, for she 
possessed a husband who, so to speak, consisted of nothing hut 
principal features. 

And Shridaman, the transformed husband — ^how proud and 
^Sd was he not in his turn*! We need not be concerned lest the 
change in him made an unpleasant impression on Bhavabhuti his 
father or on his mother (whose name does not occur in the story 
becavSe she plays so modest a role) or on any other member of the 
Brahman merchant’s family or the other inhabitants of the temple 
village. The idea that there was anything wrong or imnatural 
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about Shridaman's physical improveoient (as though the natural 
things were the only right ones 1) might easily have arisen, if the 
metamorphosed Nanda had been there too. But he was for away, 
leading the hermit life, to which he had previously sometimes 
shown a leaning. The change in him, which might have been strik- 
ing when view^ together with his friend’s, was known to nobody; 
there was only Shridaman, whosi bronz^ and beauteous hmbs 
might be credited (so far as they were noticed at all) to the bene- 
hcial effect of m|rried life on his masculine development. Sita’s lord 
and husband, of course, did not go about in Nanda’s loincloth, 
arm-bands, and stone-pearl necklace. Conformably to his head- 
piece, he wore as before the draped trousers and cotton smock which 
had always been his garb. And m all this we must see undeniable 
proof of the contention that the head is the all-important factor 
in establishing the human being’s identity. Try to imagme your 
son or your brother or some acquaintance entering the room with 
his perfectly well-known head on his shoulders; whatever might 
be out of order with the rest of his appearance, would you entertain 
the smallest doubt that this was actually the brother, son, or ac- 
quaintance in question ? 

. Tlie description of Sita’s bliss has been given precedaice over 
iShridaman’s'in this narrative just as he himself, duectly after his 
transformation, placed it, as we saw, before his own. But his hap- 
piness >ps in fact equal to hers and wore the same paradisial face. 
Indeed/ I'Vannot su^aeiitly adjure the listener to put himself in 
Shridan^aTn’s place. Here was a lover who had shrunk m profound 
dejection from the beloved object, being dnven to realize that she 
longed for the embraces of another. And now he was in the in- 
comparable position of offering her everything she had so mortally 
craved. One feels tempted to rank his good fortune above that of the 
charming Sita, That love for Sumantra’s golden child that had 
seized upon Shridaman when he saw her at her ritual bath — a. 
love so deep and ardent that he had thought he must die of it, to 
the great amusement of Nanda’s ^ilgar mind; that violent, 
anguished attack of tenderness, kindled by a lovely image on which 
he at once hastened to confer a human dignity; that rapture, in 
short, bom, of course, of spirit and sense combined, and bf his 
whole personality — ^had been above all and in essentials a matter 
of his Brahman head, gifted by the goddess of speech with fervour 
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of thougt^t and power of anagmatioD. That head's mild appendage, 
Shridaman’s body, was no equal partner to it, and must in the mar- 
riage relation have betrayed the fact. Can we now realize the )oy, 
the satisfaction of such a being, when to such a gifted, ardent, 
subtle head was added a good, gay, ordinary body, a body simple 
and strong, accurately corresponding to the spiritual passions con- 
ceived in the head? It is idle lo imagine the blisses of paradise — 
in other words, life in the pleasure-grove called “Joy" — otherwise 
than in the image of this perfection. 

Even the depressing “at first" does not come into the above de- 
scription; and indeed is not pertinent there since it is not in the 
consciousness of those concerned, but belongs solely to the con- 
trolling sphere of the narrator’s mind and thus casts only an ob- 
jective, impersonal shadow. But now, indeed, it must be told that 
very soon, very early, it began to glide into the personal sphere; 
yes, probably from the beginning it played its earthly role to limit 
and condition in a way surely unknown in paradise. We must ad- 
mit that Sita of the lovely hips had made a mistake when she car- 
ried out in the way she did the goddess's gracious command: a 
mistake not only in so far as slie carried it out in blind haste, but( 
also in so far as she carried it out not quite and altogether in blind 
ha.ste. This sentence has been w^ considered and must be well 
understood. 

Nowhere does the magic Maya ^he preserver, life’s funda- 
mental law of illusion, decefflTdht imagination, which holds all 
acatures in thrall — nowhere does it more show its deluding power 
than in love, in that tender craving of one single creature for an- 
other. which is so precisely the pattern and prime content of all the 
attachment, all the involvement and entanglement, all the delu- 
sions on which hfc feeds and by which it is lured to perpetuate 
itself. Not for nothmg is lust called the love-god’s most cunning 
mate; not in vam is that goddess called “gift^ with Maya”; for 
she it is which makes any phenomenon charming and worthy of 
desire, or rather makes it leem so: the sense-element is already 
apparent in the word itself, linking it with ideas of brilliance 
and beauty. Lust it was, the goddess and deceiver, made Sita’s form 
so dazzling fair, so worship-ripe, to the youths at Durga’s bathing- 
place, eiqiecially to the suggestible Shridaman. But note how glad 
and grateful the fnends had been when the bather turned her head 
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and thw saw her face, that it too was lovdy, the little nose and 
Ups, and brows and eyes; so that the sweet form had not been de- 
prived of value and meaning by ugly features. We need only recall 
that to realize how much obsessed a man is, not opj^ with the de- 
sired one but with desire itself; how he is not seeking sanity but 
intoxication and yearnmg, and fears nothing more than to be un- 
deceived, that is to say relieved of delusion. 

And now see how this concern, that the little face the friends 
were spying on i\}ight be pretty too, proves dependence of the body, 
by its Maya-meaning and value, upon the head to which it be- 
longs 1 Rightly had Kamadamana, vanquisher of desire, declared 
the head to be the highest of the limbs and on that statement based 
his judgment. Indeed, the head decides the value of the body for 
love, and the impression it makes. It is not enough to say that if 
it wore another head it would not be the same. Let one single fea- 
ture, one expressive line be changed, and the whole is altered. 
Herein lay the error which Sita in error committed. She counted 
herself happy to have made it, because it seemed to her paradisial 
— and perhaps in the beginning had appeared so-^o possess the 
friend’s body in the sign of the husband’s head. But she had not 
fojesffn — ^nor in her happiness would at Urst admit it — that the 
Nanda-body, when combined with the narrow-nosed Shridaman- 
head, the thoughtful, mild eyes and cheeks covered with soft fan- 
shaped beard, was no longer Nanda’s lively body but another 
altogether. 

Another it was, at once and from the first minute after his Maya. 
But not only of this do I speak. For in time —the time that Sita and 
Shridaman spent “at first" in perfect relish of their sensual joys, 
in the incomparable delights of love — the body of the friend, so 
hotly coveted and won at last (if one may still so designate the 
body of Nanda in the sign of Shridaman's head, when in actual 
fact the far-away husband-body had become the friend-body); in 
time, th«i, and indeed in no long time, the Nanda-body, crowned 
with the honoured husband-head, became of itself, and aside from 
any Maya quite a different one. Under the influence of the head 
and the laws of the head, it gradually became like a husband-body. 

That is the common lot, the regular effect of married life. Sita's 
melancholy experience differed on this point not greatly from that 
of another woman who presently no longer recognizes in ho: easy- 
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going i^use the slender lusty youth who wooed her. Yet here the 
common lot had a special bearing and cause. 

The Shridaman-head had shown its influence when Sita’s 
wedded lord continued to dress his new body as he had the <dd 
and not as Nanda did. Again, he did not follow Nanda's practice 
of anointing his skin with mustard oil. His head could not tolerate 
this odour on his own person; *he stopped using the oil and that 
was rather disappointing to Sita. Another slight disappointment 
was the fact that when Shridaman sat on the groiq;id his posture — 
as need hardly be said — was conditioned not by his body but by his 
head. He had contranpt for the rustic position beloved of Nanda, 
and sat sidewise as he always had. But aU these were trifles and be- 
longed to early days. 

Shridaman, the Brahman’s grandson, continued, even with 
Nanda’s body, to be what he had been and to live as he had lived. 
He was no smith nor herd, but a vanija and son of a vanija, who 
helped his father carry on a respectable trade; as the father de- 
clined in strength the son took over the business. No heavy ham- 
mer did he wield, nor pastured the kine on the mountain Bright 
Peak; hut bought and sqld mull and camphor, silk and calico, like- 
wise rice-mallets and fire-lighters to supply the needs of the fo^Juit 
Welfare of Cows. Between times he read in the VediSs. It was no 
miracle then, however miraculous the tale may otherwise sound, 
that Nanda’s amts soon began to lose their strength and grow 
thinner; his chest to narrow and relax and some slight fat to gather 
on his little belly — ^in short that he fell more and more into the 
husband pattern. Even the lucky-calf lock failed him; not al- 
together, it merely grew thinner, so that it was scarcely recognizable 
as Krishna’s sign — Sita his wife observed with pain. It is undeniable 
that a certain refinement, in part Brahman, in part clerkly, an 
ennoblement, if you like, was — ^aside from any Maya — Abound up 
with the change, and extended even to his complexion, which 
turned some shades lighter; his hands and feet grew smaller arid 
finer, more delicate the bon?s and knee-joints. And in short the 
joyous friend-body, in its former life the chief of the whole, turned 
into a tame appendage to a head, into whose noble impulses it 
soon fleither could nor would enter with any paradisial complete- 
ness, and* even bore them company with a certain reluctance. 

Such was Sita's and Shridaman’s wedded experience, once the 
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truly incomparable joys of the honeymoon were past Things did 
not get so far that the Nanda-body dianged back completdy into 
the Shridaman-body — ^when indeed everything would have been as 
before. Our narrative will not exaggerate, rather it emphasizes the 
factors limiting the bodily change, and its restriction to unmis- 
takable signs, in order ^o gain understanding for the fact that the 
effect was reciprocal between head'and limbs; since the Shridaman- 
head, conditioning his 1- and my-feeling, underwent adaptation in 
its turn. This might be explained on natural grounds by secretions 
common to head and body; but on philosophical on^l,by loftier 
considerations. 

There is an intellectual beauty and one that speaks to the senses. 
Some people will have it that the beautiful belongs solely to the 
field of sense; they separate the intellectual entirely from it, so that 
our world presents a picture of cleavage between the two. This is 
the basis ol the Vedic teaching; “Bliss experienced in all the uni- 
verse is of two kinds only : the joys received through the body and 
those through the redeeming peace of the spirit.” Yet it follows 
directly from the doctrine that the spirit does not stand in the same 
relation to the beautiful that the ugly does and is not inevitably 
ouejind the same. The things of the spirit and mind are not 
synonymou? with the ugly, nor need they be; for they take on 
beauty through knowledge of the beautiful and love of it, and ex- 
press that love as spiritual beauty. So their love is by no means an 
irrelevant and hopdfss thing; for by the law of attraction of op- 
posites the beautiful yearns in its turn towards the spiritual, ad- 
mires it and welcomes its wooing. This world is not so made that 
spirit is fated to love only spirit, and beauty only beauty. Indeed 
the very contrast between the two points out, with a clarity at once 
intellectual and beautiful, that the world’s goal is union between 
spirit aud beauty, a bliss no longer divided but whole and consum- 
. mate. This tale of ours is but an illustration of the failures and false 
starts aTtending the effort to reach the goal. 

Shridaman, son of Bavabhuti, Rad by mistake been givai 
a beautiful, sturdy body to accompany his noble head, where love 
of the beautiful reigned. And bis mind straightway found some- 
thing sad in the fact that the strange had now become his add was 
no longer an object of admiration — ^in other words, that he was 
not himself that after which he had yearned. This “sadness” un- 
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fortunately persisted throughout the changes which his head 
suffered in combination with the new body; for these changes were 
such as go on in a head that through possession of the beautiful 
more or less loses the love of it and therewith its own spiritual 
beauty. 

The question remains open whether this process would not have 
taken place anyhow, without the bodily change, simply because 
Shridaman now possessed the lovely Sita. We have already said that 
the case in general was like the common run of rases, though exag- 
gerated by special circumstances. To the objective listener, it is 
merely an interesting fact, but to the lovely Sita it must have been 
a distressing and sobering sight, that her husband’s fine thin lips 
got fuller and thicker in his soft beard until they finally curled 
over in a roll of flesh; that his nose, once thin as a loiife blade, took 
on fleshiness too, and showed an undeniable inclination to droop 
and decline into the goat-like. His eyes in time wore an expression 
of rather heavy joviality. The final product was a Shridaman with 
a finer Nanda-body and a coarser Shridaman-head; there was no 
longer anything right about him at all. And here the narrator 
would particularly invoke the sympathy of his heareis for Sita’s 
feelings as she watched the changes and drew inevitably conclusiulls 
about corresponding changes which might have taken place in the 
distant friend. 

She thought about her husband's body, which she had embraced 
in not precisely blissful but sanctified and provocative bridal nights, 
and which she no longer possessed —or which, if you like, as it was 
now the friend-body, she still did not possess — and she doubted not 
where the lucky-calf lock was to be found. Moreover she definitdy 
suspected that a refining process must have taken place in the loyal 
friend-head which now sat atop the husband-body, in the same 
way that the friend-body was now crowned by the husband-head. 
It was this speculation, even more than the other, that moved h;^ 
Soon she had no more rest hy day or night, not even in her hus- 
band’s moderated arms. The londy and doubtless beautified 
husband-body hovered before her, wearing a patihetically refined 
Nandg-head, and suffering spiritually from the separation. Loi|g- 
ing and pity for him. 90 far away were bom and grew in her, so 
msi she dosed her eyes in.Shridajnan’s wedded embraoes and in 
lusrwafltea pafeTor Very woe, 
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When her time was come, Sita bore to Shridaman the fruit of h« 
womb, a little boy, to whom they gave the name of Sama^L which 
means "collection”. Tfiey waved 4 cow’s tail above the new-born 
to ward off evil, and put cow-duf^g on his head to the same end — 
as was right and proper. The joy of the parents (if that is the right 
word) was very great, for the boy was neither pale nor blind. True, 
he was vary hght-skinned; but that might come from his mother’s 
Kshatriya or warrior blood. He turned out later to be very near- 
sighted. Thus do prophecies and folklore get themsdves fulfilled, 
somewhat darkly and imperfectly. You may say they have "come 
true”, or that they have not, as you like. 

After a while Samadhi got the nickname of Andhaka (little 
blind one) on account of his near-sightedness, and the name gradu- 
ally ousted the first one. But the weakness lent his gazelle-like eyes 
a soft appealing gloss and made them even lovelier than Sita’s, 
which they resembled. All together, he took far*more after her 
than after either of his two fathers. She wis obviously the clearest 
and-most unequivocal element in his composition, and it was 
natural that his form should shape itself to hers. He was pretty 
as a picture; and once he had got past the stage of soiled and crip- 
pling swaddlings he proved to be a model of symmetry and 
str«igth. Shridaniandoved him as his own flesh and blood; and his 
soul began to register certain feelings of abdication, a desire to 
hand over the business of living to his son. 

But the years in which Samadhi-Andhaka developed into loveli- 
ness at his mother’s breast and in his hammock cradle were just 
the ones during which the changes slowly took place in Shridaman’s 
head and limbs, turning his whole person so decisively into the 
husband-form that Sita could endure it no longer. She mt an over- 
mastering sympathy with the far-off friend in whom she envisaged 
the begetter of her little son. The longing to see him again, to see 
what he in his turn might have become by operation of the law of 
stSSUOilafion; to show him his delightful offspring, thaflie too 
might have his joy in him, that longing filled her soul to ovaflow- 
ing, yet she darra not communicate it to her husband-head. So 
when Samadhi was four years old, and was called Andhaka more 
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oftoi than by his name; when he couJd run, but more oftoi fdO 
down, it happened that Shridaman went away on business, and 
Sita made up her mind, whatever the cost, to sedc out Nanda the 
hermit to console him. 

One morning in spring, by starlight and bdfore the dawn, she 
put on her pilgrim shoes, took staff to hdnd and with the othat 
clasped that of her little sou, Pressed in his shirt of cotton from 
Kalikat. With a sack of provisions on her back she stole away 
unseen, and by great good luck was soon off with Jiim out of house 
and village. 

Her courage in face of the hardships and perils of her pilgrimage 
is evidence of the great urgency of her desire. Her warrior blood, 
watered down though it* might be, may have come to her aid; cer- 
tainly her beauty did so, as well as that of her son; for everybody 
rejoiced to help the lovely pilgrim and her shining-eyed com- 
panion on their way with word and deed. She told people that 
she was joumeving in search of her husband, father of her child, 
who had felt irresistible craving to contemplate the nature of things 
and so had become a forest hermit. She wished, she said, to conduct 
her son hither, that his father might bless and instruct him; and this 
too made folk’s hearts soft, reverent, and gracious to her. In the 
villages and resting-places she got milk for her little one, almost 
always she procur^ a night's lodging for herself and him in hay- 
barns and on the earthen banks of furnaces. Often the jute and 
rice farmers took her long distances in their carts, and when there 
was no such conveyance, she paced onwards with her staff un- 
daunted, in the dust of the highroads. She held Andhaka’s hand 
and he took two steps to one of hm and with his shining eyes 
saw only a little space of the road before him. But she saw far ahead 
into the distance to be travelled, the goal of her pity and yearning 
fixed before her eyes. 

Thus in her wanderings she reached the Dankaka forest, having 
guessed that her friend had sought himself out a solitude in that 
place. But she learned from the holy men she asked that he was 
not there. Many could or would say nothing more; but some good- 
hearted hermit-wives who had fed and petted little Samadhi told 
her kuidly where Nanda was. For the world of the herimit is very 
like otho: worlds: when you'"B3bng to it you know yotur way 
about there, and all the gossip and jealousy and rivalry and back- 
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biting that go on. One hermit of course knows where another her- 
mit lives and what he is doing. So these good womm could betray 
to Sita that Nanda the hermit had set up his rest near tibe river 
jQpmjti (the Cow River), seven days' journey distant by south and 
w^t It was, they said, a spot to gladden the heart, with all kinds 
of trees, flowers, and clinging vines, full of bird-song and herds of 
animals; the river-bank had rootl^ tubers and fruits in plenty. All 
in all Nanda had chosen his retreat in almost too pleasant a spot, 
and the more austere among the saints did not take his asceticism 
very seriously, particularly as he observed no vows save bathing 
and silence, and ate the fruits of the forest as they came to hand, 
with wild rice in the rainy season and even now and then a roast 
bird. In short, he was merely contemplative after the fashion of 
any disappointed and dejected man. As for the way thither, it was 
without special difficulties or hardships, except for the robbers’ 
pass, the gorge of tigers, and the vale of serpents, where certainly 
one needed to have a care and to take one’s coinage in both hands. 

Thus instructed, Sita took leave of the friendly women of the 
Dankaka and with fresh hopes continued her journey as before. 
She surmounted the difficulties each day as they came, and haply 
Kama the god of love, in bond with Shri-Lakshme, mistress of good 
fortune, guided her steps aright. Uhassailed she put b^nd her 
the robbers’ pass; the gorge of tigers she went round, by instruction 
from some friendly shepherds, and in the vale of serpents, which 
lay directly on her route, she carried little Saniadhi-Andhaka the 
whole way in her arms. 

But when she came to •the Cow River she set him down and led 
him by the hand, with the other planting her staff. It was a morn- 
ing shimmering with dew. Awhile she paced onwards along the 
flowery banks; then as she had been instructed turned landwards 
across the plain to a strip of woods behind which the sun was just 
rising. 'The blossoms of the red ashoka and the kinshuka tree made 
the woodland glow like fire. Her eyes were dazed by the bright 
sun; but when she shaded them witli her hand she distinguished 
a hut at the edge of the clearing, thatched with straw and bark, 
and behind it a youth in bast garments girdled with grasses, work- 
ing at the structure with an axe. As she drew yet nearer »w 
that his arms were strong like those that had swung her up to the 
sun; but his nose came down towards the only moderatdy thi^ 
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lips in 3 way could not be called goat-like but (mly refined. 

“Nanda I” she cried, her heart on fire with Joy. He seemed l» 
her like Krishna, who is overflowing with the juices of great ten-, 
demess. “Nanda, look, it is Sita coming to you." 

He let fall his axe and ran towards her and on his breast he had 
the lucky<alf lock. With a hundred wdcoihes and by a hundred 
pet names he spoke to her, for hi had yearned sorely for her in her 
entirety, with body and soul. “Art thou come at last,” he cried, 
“thou mild moon, thou partridge-eyed, thou altogether lovely- 
limbed, fair-hued thou, Sita, my wife, with the glorious hips ! How 
many nights have I dreamed that you came so to the outcast and 
solitary across the wastes, and now it is really you, and you have 
conquered the robbers' pass, the tigers’ gorge, and the serpents' 
vale, that I wilfully put between us out of anger at the judgment 
of fate ! Ah, what a splendid woman ! And who is this you bring 
with you?” 

“It is the fruit,” she said, “that you gave me in the first holy 
wedded night, when you were not yet Nanda.” 

“That will not have been much,” said he. "What Is he called?" 

“He is named Samadhi,” she replied, “but more aud more he is 
called Andhaka,” 

“Why so ? ” he asked. 

“Do not think he is blind,” she responded. “He is no more blind 
than he is pale, despite his fair complexion. But he is truly very 
short-sight^, so that he can only see three paces before him.” 

“That has its good side,” Nanda said. They set the boy a little 
distance from the hut, in the fresh green grass, and gave him 
flowers and nuts to play with. Thus he was busy; and what they 
played — ^fanned about with the fragrance of the mango flow«s 
spring sends to heighten desire, and to the music of the kddls* 
trilling in the sunlit tree-tops — that lay outside the range of his 
vision. 


13 

The sinry goes on to tdl that the wedded bliss of these lovers lasted 
but a day and a night. The sun had not risen for the second time 
above the fiery blossoms of the wood beside Nanda’s hut whai 
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Shridaman came on the scene. He bad known as soon as he got 
back to his empty house whither it was his wife had gone. His 
family at Welfare of G)ws had tremblingly announced the dis- 
appearance of Sita, and had surely expected that his anger would 
blaze up like a fire into which butter is cast. But that did not hap- 
pen; he had only nodded slowly like a man who had known it all 
before. Nor had he set out aft^ his wife in wrath and lust for 
revenge; he went indeed without rest but also without haste, direct 
to Nanda’s retreat, having long known the precise spot and kept 
the knowledge from Sita in order not to hasten fate. 

Mildly, with drooping head, he came riding on a yak; dis- 
mounted under the morning star before the hut, and did not even 
disturb the embraces of the pair within, but sat and waited for day 
to break them off. For his jealousy was of no ordinary kind such 
as is commonly suffered with furious sighs by dissevered lovers. 
It was lightened by the knowlt‘dge that this was his former body 
with which Sita was now renewing her marriage vows — an act 
that might as well be called faithfulness as the reverse. Shridaman’s 
knowledge of the nature of things taught him thJt it was in prin- 
ciple unimportant with whom Sita slept, with him or with his 
friend, since even though one of them had nothing from it, she al- 
ways did i^with both of them. 

Hence his lack of haste on the journey and his patience and 
composure as he sat in front of the hut and awaited the dawning 
of day. But we shal] see that notwithstanding he was not minded 
to let matters take their course. The story says that at the first ray 
of dawn, while little Andhaka still slept, Sita and Nanda came out 
of the hut with towels round their necks, to bathe in the near-by 
stream; thus they perceived the friend and husband, who sat with 
his back to them and did not turn round a.s they appeared. They 
came before him, greeted him with humility, and in the end wholly 
united their wills to his. recognizing as inevitable what he had 
excogitated on the way about their problem and its solution. 

**Shridaman, my lord and honofired husband-head," said Sita 
as she bowed low before him, "greetings and hail — and believe 
not that your coming is unwelcome and awful to us. For where 
two of us are, the third will always be lacking; forgive mie then, 
that I could not hold out longer ^th you but overcome by pity 
sought out the lonely friend-head." 
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"And the hudband-body," answered Shridaman. "I forgive you. 
I forgive you too, Nanda, as on your side you may forgive me fat 
acting on the judgment of the holy man and taking Sita for myself, 
only considering my own I- and my-feeling and not troubling about 
yours. You would have done just the same if the holy man’s ju^* 
ment had been in your favour. For in the mlhdness and divisions of 
this life it is the lot of human beings to stand in one another's lighjt, 
and in vain do the better-constituted long for an existence in ‘yiwQch 
the laughter of one would not be the weeping of another. All too 
much have I insisted on my head, which rejoiced in your body. 
For with these somewhat diminished arms you swung Sita up to 
the sun and in our new distribution 1 flattered myself I had every- 
thing to offer tor which she yearned. But love has to do with the 
whole. So I had to suffer that our Sita abode by your head and 
went out of my house. If I could now believe she would find her 
lasting joy and satisfaction in you, my friend, I would go away 
and make my own retreat in the house of my fathers. But I do not 
believe it. Possessing the husband-head on the friend-body, she 
yearned for the friend-head on the husband-body. And just as cer- 
tainly would she feel pi^y and sympathy for the husband-head on 
the fritnd-body, nor would she find any peace and satisfaction, the 
distant husband would ever be the friend whom she Idves, to him 
would she bring our son Andhaka, because she sees the father in 
him. But with both of u.s she cannot live, since polyandry K not 
permitted among superior beings. Am I right, 5ita, in what I say?" 

"As thy word sayeth, so, alas, is it, my lord and friend," 
answered she. "My regret, however, which I sum up in the word 
‘alas’, refers only to part of your w 3 rd.s, and has no reference to 
the abomination of polyandry, for I cannot regret that it does not 
come into consideration for a woman like me. Rather I am proud. 
From my father Sumantra's side some warrior blood still flows in 
my veins, and against anything so base as polyandry everything 
in me rises up. In all the weakness ,ind bewilderment of the flea 
one has yet one’s pride and honour as a superior being*" 

"I had not expected otherwise," answered Shridaman. “You may 
be sure that I have from the beginning taken into consideration 
this attitude, as distinct from your female feeblaiess. Since you 
cannot live with both of us, I am certain that this youth here, 
PTinda, my friend, with whom I exchanged heads, or b^es as you 
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like, Nanda will agree with me that neitiher of us can live, and 
nothing remains but to put off the division we have exdianged 
and unite our essences once more with the All. For where the single 
essence has fallen into such conflict as in our case, it were best it 
mdt in the flame of life as an offering of butter in the saaifidal 
fire.” 

“Most rightly, Shridaman, my brotha*," said Nanda, “do you 
count on my agreement with your words. It is unconditionm. 1 
should not kno;;iy what we could still have to seek in the flesh, since 
both of us have gratified our desires and slept at Sita’s side. My 
body could rejoice in her in the consciousness of yoiu: head and 
yours in the consciousness of mme, as she rejoiced in me in the 
sign of your head and m you in the sign of mme. But our honour 
may count as saved, for I have only betrayed your head with your 
body, and that is quitted, in a way, by the fact that Sita the lovely- 
hipped betrayed my head with your body. Brahma has preserved 
us from the worst; that I who once sharal the betel-roll with you 
in sign of loyalty should have betrayed you witji her as Nanda 
in head and body both ! But even so we cannot honourably go 
on like this, since we are too enlighteneci for polyandry and pro- 
miscuity; certainly Sita is, and so are you, even when you have my 
body; and 1 mysdf too, now that I have yours. Therefore I un- 
reservedly agree with everything you say about mingling our 
essence. Here are these arms, they have been strengthened in the 
wilderness. I offer thrni to build the funeral pyre. You know I have 
already offered before. You know too that I was always resolved 
not to outlive you, and I followed you without hesitation into 
death when you sacrificed yourself to the goddess. I only betrayed 
you when my husband-body gave me a certain right and Sita 
brought me the little Samadhi, whose bodily father I must consider 
myself, though I wilhngly and respectfully toncede your parent- 
hood according to the head." 

“Where is Andhaka?" asked Shridaman. 

‘Tie is lying in the hut,” answered Sita, “collecting in sleep 
strengdi and beauty for his older days. It is time we spoke of him; 
for his future ought to be more important to us than the question 
of how we shall come with honour out of all these perplexities. But 
his case and ours are dosdy related, and we shall be acting for his 
honour in acting for ours. Were I to stay behind with him, as I 
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might* I suf^pose* when you withdraw into the All, then he would 
pass through life as a wretched orphan child forsaken of honour 
and joy. Only if I follow the example of those noble Satis 
who united themselves to the bodies of their dead husbands, and 
mounted with them into the fire, and monuments, a stone tablet, 
and obdisks were erected to their memory«on the place of their 
burning — only if I leave him ■v\^ll his life be honou^le and the 
favour of men fall upon him. Therefore I, the daughter of 
Sumantra, demand that Nanda build the funeral pyre for three. As 
I have shared the couch of life with you both, so shall also death’s 
fiery bed unite us three. For after all, on the other we were always 
three.” 

"Never,” said Shridaman, "would I expect anything dse from 
you; for from the first I have known your high spirit and your 
pride, and that they dwell in you along with the weakness of the 
flesh. In the name of our son I thank you for your resolve. But we 
must consider well how to rescue our honour and human pride out 
of the desolation into which the flesh has brought us. We must 
take great care for the form that rescue takes; and in this particular 
my thoughts and plans as I have developed them on the way hither 
differ somewhat from yours. The high-hearted widow turns her- 
self to ashes beside her dead husband. But you are not« widow as 
long as one of us is alive; and it is a question whether you would 
become a widow by sitting living with us in the fire and dying 
as we died. To make you a widow Nanda and { must kill ourselves, 
I mean we "must each kill the other; in our case either is right and 
both come to the same thing. We must fight like bucks for 5ie doe; 
I have provided two swords, they hang on the girth ol my yak. 
But it may not be that one shall win and survive and carry off 
the fine-hipped Sita for himself. That would do no good, for ever 
would the dead man be the friend after whom she would consume 
herself with longing, till she faded away m the arms of her hus- 
band. No, we must both fall, each struck to the heart by the other’s 
sword — for only the sword is Ae "other’s”, not the heart. That will 
be better than if each of us turned the sword against his own 
present division; for it seems to me our heads have no right to decree 
death to the body attached to each, any more than our bodies would 
have the right to wedded bliss wearing heads that do not belong 
to them. Indeed the battle will be sore; for the head and body of 
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eadi of us must take care not to fight for itself and the possession 
of Sita» but to remember the double duty of giving and receiving 
the mortal blow. Still, each of us brought himself to cut off his own 
head — ^and this mutual suicide cannot be harder than that." 

"Bring on the swords/’ cried Nanda. "I am ready for the fray, 
and find it is a just solution to our rivalry. It is just, because in the 
process of adaptation of our bodies to our heads, our arms have 
come to be of almost equal strength — ^yours stronger on my body, 
mine weaker on yours. Gladly will I offer my heart to your 
weapon. But yburs I will pierce through that Sita may not pale 
for love of me in your arms, but doubly widowed join us in the 
flames.” 

Sita professed herself satisfied with these arrangements, she said 
they appealed to her warrior blood. Wherefore she would not with- 
draw from the combat but look on unflinching. So then this mortal 
meeting took place forthwith in front of the hut where Andhaka 
lay asleep, and on the flowery mead between the Cow River and 
the red-blossoming woodland; and both young men sank down into 
the flowers, each pierced through the other’s heart. Their funeral, 
because of the religious ceremonial of suttee combined with it, 
became a great festival. Thousands gathered on the place of burn- 
ing to watch the little Samadhi, called Andhaka. As next of kin 
male he brought his near-sighted gaze to bear and laid the torch 
to the pyre built of mango and sweet-smelling knots of sandalwood, 
the interstices filled ^with dry straw soaked in melted butter that it 
might catch quickly. Within the pyre Sita of BisonbuU had found 
her place between her husband and her friend. The pile blazed 
heavenwards to a most unusual height; and if the lovely Sita 
shrieked awhile — ^because fire when one is not already dead 
is frightfully painful — her voice was drowned out by the yelling of 
conches and rolling of dnuus so that it was just as though she 
had not shrid;ed. But the story says, and we would believe it, that 
the heat was cool to her m the joy of being united with her twain 
beloved. * 

An obelisk was set up on the spot in memory of her sacrifice, 
and what was not entirdy burnt of the bones of the three was col- 
lected, drenched with milK and honey, and buried in an earthen pot 
which was throvra into the holy Ganges. 

But the little fruit of her womb, Samadhi, who was soon called 
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nothing but Andhaka, he prospered upon earth. He enjoyed fame 
and favour as the son of a monument-widow, and to that was 
added a love called forth by his increasing beauty. Even at twelve 
years old he was like an incarnation of a Gandharva for charm 
and supple strength; and on his breast the lucky-calf lock b^an to 
show. His poor eyesight, far from being a handicap, kept him from 
living too much in the body's cSncems and directed his head to- 
wards the things of the mind. A wise and learned Brahman took 
charge of the seven-year-old lad; and taught him right and cul- 
lured speech, grammar, astronomy, and the art of thought. At the 
youthful age of twenty he was already reader to the King of 
Benares. On a splendid palace terrace he sat, in fine garments, imder 
a white silk umbrella, and read aloud to that prince in a pleasing 
voice, from the sacred and profane writings, holding his book dose 
in front of his shining eyes. 



THE TABLES OF THE LAW 


1 

His birth was disorderly. Therefore he passionately loved order, 
the unmutable, the bidden, and the forbidden. 

Early he killed in frenzy; therefore he knew better than the 
inexperienced that, though killing is delectable, having killed is 
detestably he knew you should not kill. 

He was sensual, therefore he longed for the sp^itual, the pure, 
and the holy — ^in a word, the invisible — for this alone seemed to 
him spiritual, holy, and pure. 

Among the Midianites, a nimble tribe of shepherds and mer- 
chants strewn across the desert, to whom he had to flee from 
Egypt, the land of his birth, because he had killed, he made the 
acquaintance of a god whom one could not see but who saw you. 
This god was a monntain-dweller who at the same time sat invisible 
on a transportable chest in a tent and there dispensed oracles by the 
drawing of lots. To the children of Midian this numen, called 
Jahwe, was one god among many; they did not bother very much 
about serving him. What service they undertook they did to be on 
the safe side, just in case. For it had occuned to them that among 
the gods there could possibly be a bodiless one whom one did not 
see, and they sacrificed to him so as not to miss anything, not to 
offend anybody, to forestall any unpleasantness from any quarter. 

But Moses, because of his desire'tor the pure and the holy, was 
deeply impressed by the invisibility of Jahwe; he believed that no 
visible god could compete in holiness with an invisible one, and he 
marvelled that the childryi of Midian attached so little impbrtance 
to a dharacteristic which seemed to him full of immeasurable ini' 
plications. While he minded the sheep belonging to the brother of 
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hi$ Midianite wife, he plunged himsdf into long, deep, and 
cogitations. He was moved by inspirations and visions whidt in 
one case even Idt his inner consciousness and returned to soul 
as a flaming vision from without, as a precisely-worded pronounce- 
ment, and as an unshrinkable command. Thus he reached the con- 
viction that Jahwe was none other than El’eljon, the Only-Highest, 
El ro’i, the God who sees me, lie who had always been known as 
El Schaddai, “the God of the Mountain,” El ’olam, the God of (he 
World and the Eternities- -in short, the God of Abraham, Isaac, 
and Jacob, the God of the Father. And that mean? the God of the 
poor, dumb, in their worship completely confused, uprooted, and 
enslaved tribes at home in %ypt, whose blood, from his father's 
side, flowed in the veins of Moses. 

Full of this discovery, his soul heavy with command but trembl- 
ing also with the wish to fulfil the mission, Moses ended his stay 
of many years with the children of Midian. He placed his wire 
Zipporah (a sufiiciently noble woman because she was a daughter 
of Reuel, the priest-king of Midian, and the sister of his hard-own- 
ing, son, Jethro) on a mule. He took along also his two sons, Ger- 
shora and Eliezer, and returned, travelling westward in seven day- 
journeys through many deserts, to the land of Egypt. That is to 
the lower land, the fallow country where the Nile hfanches out 
into the district called Kos, and variously known as Goschem, 
Gosem, and Ciosheri. It was here that the tribes of his fathers lived 
and drudged. 

Here he immediately began to communicate his great experience 
to his kinsfolk; he talked to them whenever he went and stood, 
in their huts, their grazing grounds, and their workplaces. When 
he spoke he had a certain way of letting his arms hang limp at his 
sides, while his fists shook and trembled. He informed them that 
the God of their Fathers was found again, that He had made him- 
self known to him, Moscheh ben 'Amram, on the mountain Hor in 
the desert Sin from a bush which burned but never burned out 
This God was called Jahwe, Vhich name is to be understood as 
“I am that I am, from eternity to eternity,” but also as flowing ait 
and as mighty sound. This God was inclined towards their tribe 
aiid was ready under catain conditions to enter into a covenant 
with them, choosing them above all other peoples. The conditions 
were that they would devote themselves in full exclusiveness to 
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him, and that th^ would form a sworn brothahood to serve him 
alone in worship of the invisible, a worship without images. 

Moses stormed at them and the fists on his broad wrists 
trembled. Yet he was not completdy honest with them, and kept 
under cover much, indeed the essential thought, he had in mind. 
Fearing he might scare ^hem off, h&said nothing of the implications 
of invisibility, that is, its spiritu^ty, its purity, its holiness. He 
preferred not to point out that as sworn servants of the invisible 
they would have to be a separated people, a people of the spirit, 
of purity and of holiness. Afraid to frighten them he kept silent. 
They were so miserable, so oppressed, and in their worship so con- 
fused, this kin of his father. He mistrusted them though he loved 
them. Yes, when he announced to them that Jahwe the Invisible 
was inclined towards them, he really ascribed to the God and in- 
terpreted for the God what possibly was true of the God but what 
certainly was true of him: for he himself was inclined to his 
father’s kin, as the sculptor is inclined towards the shapeless lump 
from which he hopes to carve a high and fine figune, the work of 
his hands. Hence his trembling desire, hence too the great heaviness 
of soul which filled him directly after his, departure from Midian. 

He also kept back the second half of the secret; for it was 
a double sedret. It included not only the message to his tribe of the 
rediscovery of their father's God and the God’s inclination toward 
them; it included also his own behef that he was destined to guide 
them out of Egypt’s house of bondage, out into the open, 
and through many deserts into the land of promise, the land of 
their fathers. That destiny was part of the mission, inseparably 
linked with it. God — and liberation for the return home; the In- 
visible— and release from foreign yoke; to him these were one and 
the same thought, but to the people he as yet said nothing of this 
second part of the mission, because he knew that one would 
inevitably follow from the other; also because he hoped that he 
himself could negotiate the release with Pharaoh, King of Egypt, 
with whom he had not-too-remote connection. 

Was It, however, that his speech displeased the people — ^for he 
spoke badly and haltingly and often could not find the righ^ word 

or did they divine, while he shook his trembling fcts, the im- 
plications of invisibility as well as those of the covenant? Did th^ 
perceive that they were being lured towards strenuous and danger- 
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ous matters? Whatever the reason th^ remained mistrustful, 
stiff-nedced, and fearful of his storming. They ogled their Egyptian 
whip-masters and mumbled between their teeth : 

“Why do you spout words? And what kind of words are these 
you spout? Likely somebody set you up as chief or as judge over 
us? Wdl, we want to know who.” 

Tlial was nothing new to him* He had heard it from them once 
before he had fled to Midian. 


2 

His father was not his father, nor was his mother his mother. So 
disorderly was his birth. 

One day the second daughter of the Pharaoh, Ramessu, was amus- 
ing herself — ^under the watchful eye of the armed guard and in 
company of her serving maidens — in the royal garden on the Nile. 
There she espied a Hebrew labourer who was canying water. She 
became enamoured of him. He had sad eyes, he had a young beard 
encircling his chin, and Jie had strong arms, as one could clearly 
see when he drew the water. He worked by the sweat of his brow 
and had his troubles, but to Pharaoh’s daughter he waJ the image 
of beauty and desire. She commanded that he should be admitted 
to her pavilion. Theie she plunged her precious little hands through 
his sweat-drenched hair, she kissed the musdes of his arms and 
charmed his manhood to wakefulness, so that he took possession 
of her; he, the foreign slave, took possession of the child of a king. 
When she had had enough, she let hun go. But he did not go far; 
after thirty paces he was slain and quickly buried, so that nothing 
remained of the pleasure of the Sun-Daughter. 

“The poor man,” said she when she heard about it. “You are 
always such busybodies. He would have kept quiet. He loved me.” 
After that she became pregnant, and after nine months she gave 
birth in all .secrecy to a boy. serving woman placed the boy in a 

box fashioned of tarred reeds, and they hid the box in the bul- 
rushes on the edge of the water. There in due time th^ found it 
and exclaimed, “0 magic ! A foundling, a boy from the bulrushes, 
an abandoned child ! It is like the old tales, exactly as it happened 
with Sargon, whom Akki the Water Canler found in the rushes 
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and reared in the goodness of his heart Such things happen all 
the time. What shall we do now with our find? It would be wisest 
if we gave it to a nursing mother, a woman of simple station who 
has milk to spare, so that the boy may grow up as her son and the 
son of her lawful husband." And they handed the child to a 
Hebrew woman who carried it down into the region of Goshen 
and there gave it to Jochebed, thl^ wife of Amram, who belonged 
to the tribe of the Tolerated Ones, to the descendants of Levi. She 
was nursing her son Aaron and had mUk to spare. Therefore, and 
also because oiice in a while and quite secretly substantial gifts 
arrived at her hut from sources higher up, did she rear the un- 
classified child in the goodness of her heart. Before the world 
Amram and Jochebed became his parents and Aaron became his 
brother. Amram possessed cattle and fields, Jochebed was the 
daughter of a stonemason. She did not know how she should name 
the questionable child. Therefore she gave him a half-Egyptian 
name, that is to say, (he half of an Egyptian name. For the sons 
of the land were often called Ptach-Moses, AmemMoses, or Ra- 
Moses. They were named as sons with the names of the gods. 
Amram and Jochebed preferred to omit the name of the god, and 
called the child simply Moses. Thus he was called plain "Son”. 
The only question was, whose son ? 


3 

He grew up as one of the Tolerated Ones, and expressed himself in 
their dialect. The ancestors of this tribe had come into the land 
long ago at the time of the Drought. They whom Pharaoh’s his- 
torians described as the "hungry Bedouins from Edom” had come 
with the due permission of the frontier officials. They had received 
pasture privileges in the district of Goshen in the lower land. Any- 
body who believes that they received these privileges for nothing 
does not know their hosts, the children of Egypt. Not only did 
they have to pay taxes out of their cattle, and that so heavily that 
it hurt, but also all who had strength were forced to do manual 
services at the several building operations which in a country like 
Egypt are always imder way. Especially since Ramessu, the second 
of his name, had become Pharaoh in Thd)es, excessive building 
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was going on, for building was his pleasure and his royal delight. 
He built prodigal temples aU over the land. And down in the IWta 
r^ion he not only renewed and greatly improved the long-ncg> 
lected canal which connected the eastern arm of the Nile wim 
the Bitter Lakes and thus the great ocean with the comer of the 
Red Sea, but he also constructed ^two arsenal*cities on the banks of 
the canal, called Pithom and Rameses. It was for this work that the 
children of the Tolerated Ones were drafted. They baked bricks and 
carried them and drudged in the sweat of their bodies under 
Egypt's cudgel. 

TTiis cudgel was hardly more than a symbol of the authority 
vested in Pharaoh’s overseers. The workers were not uimecessanly 
beaten with it They also had good food with their drudgery: 
much fish from the Nile, bread, beer, and beef, quite as plenti^ as 
they needed. Nevertheless, they did not take to or care for this 
work, for they were nomads, full of the tradition of a free, roaming 
life. Labour by the hour, labour which made them sweat, was 
foreign and insulting to their nature. The tribes, however, were 
far too tenuously connected and insufficiently conscious of them- 
selves to be able to signal their dissatisfaction to each other, or to 
become of one firm mind about it. Because several of their genera- 
tions had lived in a transitional land, pitching their tmts between 
the home of their fathers and the real Egypt, they were now un- 
anchored souls, wavering ir spirit and without a secure doctrine. 
They had forgotten much; they had half assimilated some new 
thoughts; and because they lacked real orientation, they did not 
trust their own feelings. They did not crust even the bitterness that 
they felt towards their bondage, because fish and beer and beef 
made them uncertain. 

Moses, also, as the supposed son of Amram, was destined to form 
bricks for Pharaoh as soon as he had outgrown his boyhood. But 
this did not come to pass; the youth was taken away from 
his parents and was brought to Upper Egjqit into a school, a very 
elegant academy where the sons of the Syrian town kings and the 
scions of the native nobility were educated. There was he taken, 
becaus| his real mother. Pharaoh's child, who had delivered him 
into the bulrushes, was, though somewhat lascivious, not devoid 
of sentiment. She had remembered him for the sake of his buried 
father, the water carrier with the beard and the sad eyes. She didn’t 
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want Moses to remain with the savages, but wished him to be edu- 
cated as an Egyptian and to adiieve a court position. His half 
descoit from the gods was thus to be half recognized in silence. 
Clothed in white linm and with a wig on his head, Moses acquired 
the knowledge of stars and of countries, the art of writing and of 
law. Yet he was not happy amonft the snobs of the elegant academy, 
but lonely was he among them, nlled with aversion towards all of 
Egypt’s refined culture. The blood of the buried one who had been 
sacrificed to this culture was stronger in him than was his Egyptian 
portion. In his*‘soul he sided with the poor uncertain ones at home 
in Goshen, who did not even have the courage of their bitterness. 
He sided with them against the lecherous arrogance of his mother’s 
kin. 

“What was your name again?’’ his comrades at the school asked 
him. 

“I am called Moses,’’ he answered. 

“Ach-Moses or Ptach-Moses?’’ they asked. 

"No, simply Moses," he responded. 

“That’s inadequate and paltry,’’ said the snobs. And he became 
enraged, so that he almost wanted to kill and bury them. For he 
understood that with these questions th^ simply wished to pry 
into his uncertain history, which in nebulous outlines was known 
to everybody. He himself could hardly have known that he was the 
discreet result of Egyptian pleasure, if it had not been common 
though somewhat inexact knowledge. Pharaoh himself was as well 
aware of the trifling escapade of his child as was Moses of the fact 
that Ramessu, the master builder, was his illegitimate grandfather, 
and that his paternity was the result of iniquitious, lecherous, and 
murderous pleasure. Yes, Moses knew this, and he also knew that 
Pharaoh knew it. And when he thought about it he inclined his 
head menacingly, inclined it in the direction of Pharoah’s 
throne. 


4 

When he had lived two years among the whelps of the school in 
Thebes, he could stand it no longer, fled by night ova the wall, 
and wandered home to Goshen to his father’s tribe. With severe 
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counteDance he roamed among them, and one day he saw at the 
canal near the new buildings in Rameses how an Egyptian overseer 
beat v/ith his cudgel one of the workers, who probably had been 
lazy or obdurate. Moses paled. With flaming eyes he challwged the 
Egyptian, who in short response smashed his nose so that Moses 
all his life had a nose with a broken flattened bridge. Moses seized 
the cudgel from the overseer, .sfi^ung it mightily, and demolished 
the man’s skull so that he lay dead on the spot. Not even once did 
Moses glance about to find out if anybody had observed him. 
bortunately it was a lonely place and not a soul 'i^^as near. Alone 
he buned the murdered man; for he whom Moses had defended 
had instantly taken to his lieels. After it was over, he felt that kill- 
ing and burying were what he had always desired in his soul. 

His flaming deed remained hidden at least from the Eg)rptians. 
who never did find out what had become of their man. A year 
and a day passed over the deed. Moses continued to roam among his 
people and to probe into their frays with a peculiar air of authority. 
So it happened that once he saw two slaves quarrelling with each 
other. They were at the point of violence. “Wherrfore do you 
quarrel and seek to strike each other?” he said to them. “Are you 
not miserable enough and neglected? Would it not be better for 
kin to side with km, instead of baring yoiu teeth to each other? 
This one is in the wrong : I saw it. Let him give in and be content; 
nor let the other triumph.” 

But as usually happens, suddenly both of them were united 
against him, and they said, “What business is it of yours?" Especi- 
ally he who was in the wrong was extremely snappy and shouted 
quite loudly, “Well, this caps everything ! Who are you that you 
stick your ugly nose into things that don’t concern you? Ahah ! 
You are Moscheh, son of Amram, hut that means very little. No- 
body really knows who you are, not even you yourself. Curious are 
we to learn who has appointed you master and judge over us. 
Perhaps you want to choke me too, i.s you choked the Egyptian 
and buried him?” 

“Be quiet,” whispered Moses, alarmed. And he thought, “How 
did this get out?” But that very day he understood that it would 
be no fbnger possible for him to remain in the country, and he fled 
across the frontier where the frontier had a loofdiole. near the 
muddy shallows of the Bitter Lakes. Through many deserts of the 
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land of Sinai he wandered, and came to Midian, to the Midianites, 
and to their priest>king. Read. 


5 

When he returned to Egypt, frahght with his discovery and his 
mission, he was a man at the height of his powers, sturdy, with a 
sunk-in nose and prominent cheek-bones, with a divided beard, eyes 
set far apart, aifd wrists that were unusually broad. He had a habit 
when he meditated of covering his mouth and beard with his right 
hand, and it was then that those broad wrists were especially 
noticeable. He went from hut to hut and from workplace to work- 
place, he shook his fists at the sides of his body and discoursed on 
the Invisible One, the God of the Fathers, who was ready for the 
covenant. Actually Moses did not speak well. His natme was halt- 
ing and pent-up, and when he became excited he was apt to stam- 
mer. Nor was he master of any one language, buA floundered in 
three. The Aramaic-Syro-Chaldee, which was the language of his 
father’s kin and which he had learned from his parents, had been 
glossed over by the Egyptian which he had bad to learn at school. 
And to this was added the Midianitic-Arabic which he had spoken 
so long in the desert. All of these he jumbled together. 

Very helpful to him was his brother Aaron, a tall man with a 
black beard and will} black curls at the nape of his neck. Aaron was 
gentle and held his large and curved eyelids piously lowered. Moses 
had initiated Aaron into all his beliefs and had won him over com- 
pletely to the cause of the Invisible and all its implications. Because 
he knew how to speak from under his beard fluently and imctu- 
ously, he accompanied Moses on his preaching tours and did the 
talking for him. Admittedly, he spoke in a somewhat oily fashion, 
and not nearly transportingly enough to suit Moses, so that Moses, 
accompanying the speech with his shaking fists, sought to put 
more fire into his brother’s wordrf, and sometimes would blurt 
hdter-skelter into the oration with his own Aramaic-Egyptian- 
Arabic. 

Aaron’s wife was named Elisheba, daughter of Amminadkb. She 
too partook of the oath and the propaganda, and so did a younger 
sistor of Moses and Aaron called Miriam, an inspired woman who 

296 



THE TABLES OF THE LAW 


knew how to sing and play the timbrel. Moses was especially fond 
of yet another disciple, a youth who devoted himsdf Irady and soul 
to nis plans, and who never left his side. His real name was Hosea, 
son of Nun (that means “fish'*), of the kin of Ephraim. Moses, how- 
ever, had given him the Jahwe name. Jehoschua — Joshua for short. 
Joshua was erect and sinewy and curly-headed, had a prominmt 
Adam’s-apple and a clearly defined wrinkle between his brows. He 
carried his new name with pnde, though he had his own view of 
the whole affair, views which were uot so much religious as milit- 
ary. For him Jahwe, God of the Fathers, was first df all God of the 
fighting forces. The idea connected with the God, that is, the idea 
of flight from the house of bondage, was to him identical with the 
idea of the conquest of a new grazing ground which would belong 
solely to the Hebraic tribes. This was logical enough, for they had 
to live somewhere and nobody was going to hand them any land, 
promise or not, as a gift. 

joshua, young as he was, carried all the salient facts in his clear- 
eyed, curly head, and discussed them unceasingly with Moses, his 
older friend and master. Without having the means of carrying out 
an exact census, Joshua, was able to calculate that the str^gth of 
the tribes tenting in Goshen or living in the slave cities, Fithom and 
Raraeses, and including also the slaves who were farflilhg over the 
coimtry, was about twelve or thirteen thousand people. This meant 
that there were possibly three thousand men capable of bearing 
arms. Later on these figures were immeasurably ocaggerated, but 
Joshtia knew them fairly correctly, md was little satisfied with 
them. Three thousand men — that w.'>s no terror-inspiring fighting 
force, even if you count on the fact that once on the way sever^ 
kindred tribes roaming the desert would join them for the sake of 
winning new land. With such a force one could not dream of any 
major expeditions; with such a force it was impractical to hew 
one's way into the promised land. Joshua well understood that 
His plan, therefore, was to seek first 'i all a spot in the open, a 
marking time and resting place, where the tribes could settle and 
devote themselves to the business of natural multiplication under 
more, or less favourable circumstances. This natural growth 
amounted to — as Joshua knew his people — two and a half per cent 
per year. The youth was constantly on the lookout for such 
a hedged-in hatching place where they could grow further fighting 

*97 



STOBIES OF A IIFETIME 


forces. In his frequent consultations with Moses it appeared that 
Joshua saw with surprising clarity where one place in the world 
lay in relation to another place. He carried in his head a kind of 
map of all the interesting districts; he knew their dimensions mea- 
sured in daytime marches, their watering places, and especially the 
fighting strength of their inhabitants. 

Moses knew what a treasure he possessed in Joshua, knew also 
that he would have need of him. and loved his ardour, though he 
was little concerned with the immediate objectives of that ardour. 
Covering mouth and beard with his right hand, he listened to the 
strategic theories of the youth, thinking all the while of something 
else. For him also Jahwe meant an exodus, but not an exodus for a 
war of land seizure; an exodus rather for seclusion. Out in the open 
Moses would have his father’s km to himself, those swaying souls 
confused in their beliefs, the procreating men, the nursing women, 
the awakening youths, the duty-nosed children. There in the open 
he would be able to imbue them with the holy, invisible God, the 
pure and spiritual God; there he could give them this God as the 
centre which would unite and form them, form them to his image, 
form them into a people different from a^l other peoples; a people 
belonging to God, denoted by the holy and the spiritual, and dis- 
tinguished from all others through awe, restraint, and fear of God. 
That is to say that his people would hold in awe a restraining, pure, 
spiritual code, a code which, since the Invisible One was in truth 
the God of the entire world, would in the future bind and unite all 
peoples, but would at first be given to them alone and be their stern 
privilege among the heathen. 

Thus was Moses’s inclination towards his father’s blood; it was 
the sculptor’s inclination, and he identified it with the God’s choice 
and the God’s desire for the covenant. Because Moses believed that 
the education towards God must precede all other enterprises, such 
enterprises as the young Joshua carried in his head, and because he 
knew that such education would take time — ^free time out in the 
open— he did not mind that there was so far many a hitch 
to Joshua’s plans, that these plans were thwarted by an insufficient 
number of fighters. Joshua needed time so that nis people ^ould 
multiply in a natural way; he also needed time so that he himself 
could become older, old mough to set himself up as commander 
in chief. Moses needed time for the work of education, which for 
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the God’s sake he desired. So they both agreed^ if for different 
reasons. 


6 

In the meantime he, God’s delegate, and his immediate followers, 
the eloquent Aaron, Elishcba, Miriam, Joshua, and a certain Caleb, 
who was Joshua’s bosom friend, of the same age, and also a strong, 
simple, courageous vouth— in the meantime, thdy were not idle, 
not a single day. They were busy spreadmg Jahwe's message and 
his flattering offer of alliance among their people. They continued 
to stoke the people’s bitterness against slavery under the Egyptian 
cudgel, and they planted ever deeper the thought that the yoke 
must be thrown off through migration. Each of them did it m his 
own way : Moses himself through halting words and shaking fist^ 
Aaron in unctuously flowing speech, Elisheba with persu.isive 
chatter; Joshua and Caleb in the form of military command, in 
short and terse slogans; and Miriam, who was soon known as ’’the 
Prophetess,” in elevated, tone to the accompaniment of the timbrd. 
Their preaching did not fall on barren ground. The thought of ally- 
ing themsclvej with Moses’s agreeable god to becomd the chosen 
people of the Invisible One and under his and his prodaimer’s ban- 
nei to depart ior the open — this thought took root among the 
tribes and began to be their uniting centre. Tlhis espedally because 
Mos’es promised, or at least put it for’h as a hopeful possibility, that 
he would be able to obtain the permission for their departure from 
Egypt through negotiations in the highest place, so that this de- 
parture would not have to Like the form of a daring uprising, but 
of an amicable agreement. The tnbes knew, if inexactly, Moses's 
half-Egyptian birth in the bulrushes. They knew, (oo, of his elegant 
education and of his ambiguous connections with the court. What 
used to be a cause of distrust and aversion, namely the fact that 
he was half foreign, and stood with one foot in Egypt, now became 
a source of confidence and lent him authority. Surely, if anybody, 
he wjis the man to stand brfore Pharaoh and plead their cause. And 
so they commissioned him to attempt to obtain their rdease from 
Ramessu, the master builder and master. 'They commissioned both 
him and his foster brother, Aaron. Moses planned to take Aaron 
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along first because he himself could not speak fluently while Aaron 
could; but also because Aaron had at his disposal certain tricks 
with which he hoped to make an impression at court in Jahwe's 
honour. He could take a hooded snake and by pressing its neck 
make it rigid as a rod. Yet as soon as he cast this rod to the ground, 
it would curl up and '“it became, a serprait”. Neither Moses nor 
Aaron took into account the fact that these miracles were quite 
well known to Pharaoh's magicians, and that they therefore could 
hardly serve as frightening proof of Jahwe's power. 

Altogether, they did not have much luck — ^it may as wdl be 
mentioned beforehand — craftily as they had planned that cam- 
paign in counsel with the youths Joshua and Caleb. In this council 
it had been decided to ask the king for permission only that the 
Hebrew people might assemble and voyage three days across the 
frontier into the desert so that they coidd there hold a feast of 
offering to the god who had called them. Then they would return 
to work. They did not expect, of course, that Pharaoh would 
swallow such a subterfuge and really believe that they would re- 
turn. It was simply a mild and polite form in which to submit their 
petition for emancipation. Yet the king did not thank them for it. 

However, it must be counted to the credit of the brothers that 
at least thei^ succeeded in getting into the Great House and before 
Pharaoh's throne. And that not once but again and again 
for tenaciously prolonged conferences. In this Moses had not 
promised too much to his people, for he counted on the fact that 
Ramessu was his seaet and illegitimate grandfather, and that thty 
both knew that each knew it. Moses had a trump card in his hand 
whidi, if It was not sufficient to achieve from the king permission 
for the exodus, was at least potent enough to grant him audience 
again and again with the mighty one. For he feared Moses. To be 
sure, a king's fear is dangerous, and Moses was playing a dangerous 
game. He was courageous— how very courageous and what im- 
pression he was able to make througji this courage on his people, 
we shall soon see. It would have been easy for Ramessu to have 
had Moses quietly strangled and buried, so that at last really noth- 
ing would remain of his child's escapade. But the princess chertshed 
a sentimental memory of that hour, and very obviously did not 
want harm to befall her bulrush boy. He stood under her protection, 
ungrateful as he had been for her solicitude and for all her plans 
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of education and advancement. 

Thus Moses and Aaron were able to stand before Pharaoh, even 
if he refused categorically the festival-vacation out into the open to 
which their god had supposedly summoned them. It availed noth- 
ing that Aaron spoke with unctuous logic, while Moses shook his 
fists passionately. It availed nothing that Aaron changed his rod 
into a snake, for Pharaoh’s maguians without further ado did the 
same thing, proving thereby that the Invisible One in whose name 
both of them were talking could claim no superior powers, and 
that Pharaoh need not listen to the voice of sueVf a lord. 

"But pestilence or the sword shall visit onr people if we do not 
voyage three days and prepare a feast for our God,” said the 
brothers. 

The king responded. "That is not my affair. You are numerous 
enough, more than twelve thousand strong, and you will be able 
to stand some diminution, whether it be by pestilence or sword or 
hard work. What you, Moses and Aaron, really want is to permit 
slothfulness to your people, and to allow them to idle in their law- 
ful labours. But that I cannot suffer nor permit. I have several 
unpreredented temples ,in work; furthermore I want to build a 
third arsenal city in addition to Pithom and Rameses. For that 1 
need the arras of your people, I am obliged to you foi^your fluent 
recital, and you, Moses, I dismiss more or less with particular 
fas our. But not a word more of desert festivals.” 

The audience was terminated, and not only did it result in noth- 
ing good but it afterwards had deridedly bad consequences. For 
Pharaoh, his zeal for budding .affronted, and annoyed because he 
could not very well strangle Moses to death— for otherwise his 
daughter would have made a scene — issued the order that 
the people of Goshen were to be more pressed with labour than 
before, and that the cudgel was not to be spared should they be 
dilatory; on the contrary, they should be made to slave until they 
fell exhausted, so that all idle thoughts of a desert festival wotdd 
be driven out of them. Thus it happened. The drudgery became 
harder from one day to the next for the very reason that Moses 
and ^aron had talked to Pharaoh. For example, the straw which 
they needed for the glazing of bricks was no longer furnished to 
them. They themselves had to go into the fields to gather the stub- 
bles, nor was the number of bricks to be ddivered lutoinished. That 
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number had to be reached or the cudgel danced upon their poor 
backs. In vain did the H^rew formen protest to the authorities 
because of the exorbitant demands. The answer was, “You are lazy, 
lazy are you. Therefore you cry and say, ‘We want to migrate and 
make offerings.’ The order remains : Gather the straw yourselves — 
and make the same nunttier of bricky.’’ 


7 

For Moses and Aaron this was no small embarrassment. The fore- 
men said to them, “There you have it. And this is all the good the 
pact with your god has done us. Nothing have you accomplished 
except that you have made our savour worse before Pharaoh and 
his servants, and that you have given the sword into their hands 
for them to slaughter us.” 

It was difficult to answer, and Moses had heavy hours alone with 
the god of the thorn bush. He confronted the god with the fact 
that from the very beginning he was against thit mission, and 
from the beginning he had implored th^ whomsoever the god 
wanted to send, he should not in any case send him, for he could 
not sjieak jJroperly. But the god answ’ered him that Aaron was 
eloquent. True enough, Aaron had done the speaking, but in much 
too oily a fashion, and it appeared how absurd it was to undertake 
such a cause it one bad a heavy tongue and was forced to have 
others plead as deputy. But the god consoled Moses and meted 
punishment to him from his own soul. He answered Moses from 
his own soul that he should be ashamed of his h.ilf-heartedness. 
His excuses were pute affectation, for at bottom he himself had 
longed for the mission, because he himself was as much inclined to- 
wards his people and the forming of them as the god. Yes, it was 
impossible to distinguish his own inclination from the inclination 
of the god; it was one and the same. This inclination had driven 
him to the work, and he should be ashamed to be despondent at 
the first misadventure. 

Moses let himself be persuaded, the more so as in counsel ;ivith 
Joshua, Caldb, Aaron, and the inspired women they reached the 
conclusion that the greater oppression, though it (^d cause bad 
blood, was, rightly understood, not such a bad beginning. For the 

302 



THE TABLES OF THE LAW 


bad blood would form itself not oxily against Moses but also and 
especially against the Egyptians. It would make the people all the 
more receptive to the call of the saving God and to the idea of the 
exodus. Tnus did it happen. Among the workers the discontoit 
caused by straw and bricks was fomented, and the accusation that 
Moses had made their savour w'orsc before* Pharaoh and had only 
harmed them took second pla^e to the wish that Amram’s son 
should once again exploit his connections and once again go for 
them to Pharaoh. 

This he did, but not with Aaron. Alone he went?, not caring how 
haltingly he spoke. He shook his fists before the throne and de- 
manded in stammering and plunging words permission for the 
exodus for the sake of the festival in the desert. Not once did he 
do so but a dozen times, for Pharaoh simply could not deny him 
admission to his throne, so excellent were his connections. It came 
to a combat between Moses and the king, a tenacious and pro- 
tracted combat, the result of w'hich was not that the king agreed 
to the petition and permitted the departure, but rather that one 
day he drove and chased the people of Goshen from his land, very 
glad to get nd of them. There has been much talk about this combat 
and the various threatening measures which were employed against 
the stubbornly resistmg king. This talk is not entirely without 
basis, though it has been subjected to much ornamentation. Tradi- 
tion speaks of ten plagues, one after the other, with which Jahwe 
smote Fgypt. in order to wear down Pharaqh. while at the same 
time he purposely hardened Pharaoh’s heart against Moses’s de- 
mands, for the sake ol proving his might with ever-new plagues. 
Blood, frogs, vermin, wild beasts, boils, pestilence, hail, locusts, 
darkness, and death of the first-bom, these were the names of the 
ten plagues. And any or all of them could have happened. The 
question is only whether any of them, excepting the last, which has 
an opaque and never fully elucidated explanation, did contribute 
materially to the final result. Under certain circumstances the Nile 
takes on a blood-red colouring. Temporarily its waters becomes un- 
drinkable and the fish die. That is as likely to happen as that the 
frogs of the marshes multiply unnaturally or that the propagation 
of tHe constantly present lice grows to the proportion of a general 
affliction. There were plenty of lions left in Egypt prowling along 
the edge of the desert and lurking in the dri^-up stream beds of 
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the jungle. And if the number of their rapacious attacks on man 
and beast suddenly inaeased, one could very well designate that 
as a plague. How usual are sores and blains in the land of £gypt> 
and how easily uncleanliness causes cankers which fester among 
the people like a pestilence ! The heavens there are usually blue, 
and therefore the rare and heavy thunderstorm makes all the deeper 
an impression, when the descending bre of the clouds mixes with 
the sharp gravel of the hail, which flails the harvest and rends the 
trees asunder — ^all this without any definite purpose. The locust is 
an all-too-famili&r guest; against their mass advance man has in- 
vented many a repellent and barricade. Yet again and again these 
yield to greed, so that whole regions remain gaping in bare bald- 
ness. And he who has experienced the dismal darkling mood which 
a .shadowed sun produces on the earth can well understand that a 
people spoiled by the luxury of light would give to such an eclipse 
the name of a plague. 

With this all the reported evils are accounted for. For the tenth 
evil, the death of the first-born, does not properly belong among 
them. It represents a dubious by-product of the exodus itself, one 
into which it is uncomfortable to probe. Some of the others, or even 
all of them, if spread over a sufiicicnt period of time could have 
occurred. One need consider them as merely more or less decorative 
circumlooitions of the only actual pressure which Moses could use 
against Ramessu, namely and quite simply the fact that Pharaoh 
was his illegitimate grandfather and that Moses had the means to 
bruit this scandal abroad. The king was more than once at the 
point of yielding to this pressure; at least he made considerable 
concessions. He consented that the men depart for the feast of offer- 
ing if their wives, children, and cattle remained behind. Moses did 
not accept this; with young and old, with sons and daughters, with 
sheep and cows, would they have to depart, to do justice to the 
feast of the Lord. So Pharaoh conceded wives and brood and ex- 
cepted only the cattle, which were to remain as forfeit. But Moses 
asked where they were expected to fifid offerings to be biumed and 
slaughtered if they lack^ their cattle. Not one single hoof, he 
demanded, might remain behind, whereby, of course, it became 
apparent that it was not a question of a holiday but of a 
d^arture. 

This resulted in a last stormy scene between His Eg3rptian 
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Majesty and Jahwe's delegate. During all the negotiations Moses 
had shown great patience, though there was fist-shaking rage in 
his soul. It got to the point that Pharaoh staked all and lit^ally 
showed him the door. "Out," he screamed, "and beware lest you 
come again into my sight. If you do, so shall you die.” 

Then Moses, who had just been fiercely bgitated, became com- 
pletely calm, and answered only, "You have spoken. I shall go and 
never again come into your sight.” What he contemplated when 
he thus took leave m terrible calm was not according to his desire. 
But Joshua and Caleb, the youths, they liked it wefl. 


8 

This is a dark chapter, one to be voiced only in half-whispered and 
muflBed words. A day came, or more precisely a night, a wicked 
vesper, when Jahwe or his destroying angel went about and smote 
the children of Egypt with the tenth and last plague. That is, he 
smote a part of them, the Egyptian element among the inhabitants 
of Goshen and those of jhc towns of Pithom and Rameses. Those 
huts and houses whose posts were painted with the sign of blood 
he omitted, passed by, and spared. 

What did he do? He caused death to come, the death of 
the Egyptian first-bom. and in doing so he may well have met 
half-way many a secret wish and helped many a second-bom to 
the right which would otherwise have been denied him. One has 
to note the difference between Jahwe and his destroying angel. It 
was not Jahwe himself who went about, but his destroying angd, 
or more properly, a whole band of such, caiefully chosen. And 
if one wishes to search among the many for one single apparition, 
there is much to point to a certain straight, youthful figure with a 
airly head, a prominait Adam’s-apple, and a determine, wrinkled 
brow. He becomes the traditional type of the destroying angd, 
who at all times is glad when unprintable negotiations are ended 
and deeds begin. 

During Moses’s tenacious audiences with Pharaoh, the prepara-* 
tions tor decisive deeds had not been neglected. Moses’s part in 
them was limited ; he merely sent his wife and sons secretly to 
Midian to his brother-in-law, Jethro. Expecting serious trouble, he 
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did not wish to be burdened with their care. Joshua, however, 
whose rdiationship to Moses was recognizably similar to the re- 
lationship of the destroying angel to Jahwe, had acted according 
to his nature; though he did not possess the means or as yet the 
prestige to get three thousand arm-bearing comrades ready for war 
under his command, he at least had selected a group, had armed 
them, exercised them, and rearedf them in discipline. For a begin- 
ning, a good deal could be accomplished with them. 

^^at then occurred is shrouded in darkness — the very darkness 
of that certain ‘vesper night which was supposed to be a holiday 
night for the slave tribes. The Egyptians assumed that these tribes 
wanted to have some compensation for the festival in the desert 
which had been denied to them, and thus had planned to hold a 
celebration enhanced by feasting and illumination. For they had 
even borrowed gold and silver vessels from their Egyptian neigh- 
bours. Instead of this there occurred that appearance of the de- 
stroying angel, that death of the first-bom, in all those dwellings 
unmarked with blood by the bundle of hyssop. It was a visitation 
which caused so great a confusion, and so suddens revolution of 
legal claims and property rights, that iq the next hour the way 
out of the land not only stood open to the people of Moses, but 
they were*actually forced on the way. Their departure could not 
be quick enough for the people of Egypt. Indeed, it seems as if the 
second-bora were less zealous to avenge the death of those to whose 
place they succeeded than to hasten the disappearance of those 
who had caused their advancement. 

The word of history has it that the tenth plague at last broke 
Pharaoh’s pride so that he dismissed Moses’s people from bondage. 
Soon enough, however, he sent after the departed ones a pursuing 
armed division which miraculously came to grief. 

Be that as it may, it is certain that the exodus took the form of 
expulsion. The haste with which it happened is indicated by the 
fact that nobody had time to leaven his bread for the journey, 'The 
people were provided only with unleWened emergency cakes. Later 
Moses formed of this occurrence a memorial feast for all time. But 
in other respects everybody, great and small, was quite pr,epared 
for the departure. While the destroying angel went about, they sat 
with gird^ loins near their fully packed carts, thdr shoes already 
on their feet, their staffs in their hands. The gold and silver vessds 
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which they had borrowed from the children of the land th^ took 
with them. 

My friends, at the dqjarture from Bgypt there was killing and 
there was theft. It was Moses’s determined will that this should 
happen for the last time. How can people free themsdives from 
uncleanliness without offering to that uncleanliness a last tribute, 
without soiling themselves thoroughly for the last time? Now 
Moses had the unformed mass, his father’s kin, out in the open. 
He, with his sculptor’s desire, believed that out in the open, out in 
freedom, the work of cleansing could b^in. 


9 

The migrants, though their number was much smaller than the 
legend narrates, were yet numerous enough to be difficult to man- 
age, to guide, and to provision. They were a heavy enough burden 
foi him who had the responsibility for their fate and for their sur- 
vival out in the open. The tribes chose the route which chose itsdf, 
for with good reason they wanted to avoid the Egyptian frontier 
fortifications, which began north of the Bitter Lakes. The way they 
took led through the Salt Lake district, a district into Which pro- 
jects the larger, more westerly of the two arms of the Red Sea. These 
arms frame the Sinai peninsula. Moses knew this district because 
on his flight to Miciian and on his return fromj;here he had passed 
and repassed it. Its characteristics were better known to him than 
to young Joshua, who knew it only as a map he had learned by 
heart. Moses had seen these strange reedy shallows, which some* 
times formed an open connection between the Bitter Lakes and the 
sea, and which at other times and under certain peculiar condi- 
tions could be traversed as dry land. If there was a strong east wind 
and if the sea was at low tide, the shallows permitted free passage^ 
The fugitives found (hem in this condition, thanks to Jahwe's 
favourable disposition. 

Joshua and Caleb were the ones who spread the news among 
the multitude that Moses, calling to God, had held his rod over the 
waters, had caused the waters to divide and make way for 
the people. Very probably Moses actually did this, and thus 
assisted the east wind with solonn gesture and in Jahwe’s name. 
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In any case, the faith of the people in their leader could at this 
inoment well do with confirmation, because right here it was sub* 
jected to the first heavy trial. For it was here that Pharaoh's mighty 
battalion, the mounted men m those grim, scythe-studded chariots 
all too familiar to the people, caught up with the fugitives and 
were within a hair’s breadth of putting a bloody end to the whole 
pilgrimage to God. 

The news of their coming, announced by Joshua’s rear guard, 
caused extreme terror and wild despair among the people. Regret 
at havmg follcAvcd "that man Moses’’ immediately flared up, and 
the mass murmuring arose which was to ocoir, to his grief and 
bitterness, at every succeeding difiiculty. The women whined, the 
men cursed and shook their fists at the sides of their bodies as Moses 
himself was wont to do when he was excited. 

"Were there no graves in Eg3T>t,’’ thus was the speech, "which 
we could have entered peacefully at our appointed hour if we had 
stayed at home?’’ Suddenly Egypt was "home’’, that very Egypt 
which used to be the foreign land of slavery. "For it had been better 
for us to serve the Egyptians than that we should die in the 
wilderness.’’ 

This Moses had to hear from a thousand throats. The cries even 
galled Ins •joy in the deliverance, which when it came was over- 
whelming. He was "the man Moses who has led us out of Egypt" 
--which jihrasc was a paean of praise as long as everythmg went 
well. When things^went badly the phrase immediately changed 
colour and became a menacingly murmured reproach, a reproach 
never far removed from the thought of stoning. 

Well, then, after a short fright everything went miraculously 
and shamefully well. Through God’s miracle Moses stood before 
his people in all his greatness and was "the man who has led us out 
of Egypt," once agam with a diflerent connotation. The people 
pushed through the dry shallows, after them the might of me 
Egyptian chariots. Suddenly the wind dies down, the flood returns, 
and man and horse perish gurgling \n the engulfing waters. 

The triumph was unprecedented. Miriam the prophetess, 
Aaron’s sister, played the timbrel and led the round dance of the 
women. She sang : “Praise the Lord — a. wondrous deed — ^st^ and 
man — ^he has flimg them into the ocean." She had writtoi fliis 
herself. One has to imagine it to the accompaniment of the timbrel. 
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The peopk were deeply moved. The words “mighty, holy, ter- 
rifying, praiseworthy, and miracloKlispensing” fdl incessantly 
from their lips, and it was not clear whether these words were 
meant for the divinity or for Moses, delegate of the god. For they 
now believed that it was Moses's rod which had drawn the drown- 
ing flood over the might of Egypt. This sibbstitution was ever 
presmt. At those times when the people were not murmuring 
against him, he always had hLs troubles trying to prevent them 
from looking on him as God instead of as God’s grodaimer. 


10 

At the bottom this was not so ridiculous. For what Moses began to 
exact of those wretched people went far beyond the humanly cus- 
tomary, and could hardly have sprung from the brain of a mortal. 
They stood agape at hearing it. He immediately forbade Miriam's 
dance of triumph and all further jubilation over the destruction 
of the Egyptians. He proclaimed : jahwe’s heavenly hosts were at 
the point of joining in the song of victory, but the holy one had 
rebuked them. “How so 1 My creatures sink into the sea, and you 
want to sing?” This short and surprising pronouncement Moses 
spread among the people. And he added, “Thou shalt not rqoice 
over the fall of thine enemy, nor shall thy heart be glad over his 
misfortune.” This was the first time he addressed the entire mob, 
some twdve thousand people with three thousand capable of bear- 
ing arms, with “Thou.” It was a form of speech which mnbraced 
them in their entirety and at the same time designated each indi- 
vidual, man and woman, the aged and the child, pointing a finger 
against each one’s breast. 

“Thou shalt not utter a cry of joy over the fall of thine enemy.” 
That was to the highest degree unnatural ! But obviously this un- 
naturalness had some relation, to the invisibility of Moses’s god. 
who desired also to be their god. The more thinking ones among the 
dark-skinned mob began d^y to perceive that it meant to have 
allied themselves with an inv^le god, and what uncomfortable 
and exigent matters they could expect. 

The people were now in the land of Sinai, in the desert of Shur, 
an unlovely region which once left behind would only lead to 
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yet another lamentable district, the desert of Faran. Why these 
deserts had different names is inexplicable. Barrenly th^ joined 
one another, and were both quite the same, that is, stony, waterless, 
and fruitless — ^accursed plains, dotted with dead hOls, stretching for 
three days or four or five. It was lucky for Moses that he had forti- 
fied his rq>utation b^ impressing than with the supernatural oc- 
currences at the shallows. For ^oon enough was he again "that 
Man Moses who has led us out of Egypt,” which meant "into mis- 
fortune.” Loud murmurings rose to his ears. After three days the 
water which they had taken along gave out. Thousands thirsted, 
the inexorable sun above their heads, and under their feet bare dis- 
consolateness, whether it was the desert Shur or by this time the 
desert Faran. 

"What shaU we drink?” they called loudly, without considera- 
tion for the leader, who suffered because he was responsible. Gladly 
would he have wished that he alone had nothing to drink, that he 
alone would never drink again, if only he did not have to hear 
continually, "Why did you carry us forth out of E^pt ? ” To suffer 
alone is little torment compared to the trial of having to be respon- 
sible for such a multitude. Moses was a much tried man, and re- 
mained so all his life, tried more than all the other people on earth. 

Very soon there was nothing more to eat, for how long could 
the flat cakes which they had taken with them last? "What shall 
we eat?” Now this cry arose, tearful and abusing, and Moses had 
heavy hours alone- with God. He complained how unfau it was 
that God had placed all the burden of all the people on one servant 
alone, on Moses. 

"Did I conceive all these people and give them birth,” he asked, 
"so that you have the right to say to me, 'Carry them in 
yoiur arms’ ? Where can I find the nourishment to give to all ? They 
cry before me and speak, ‘Give us meat that we may eat I’ Alone 
I cannot bear the weight of so many people it is too heavy for 
me. And if you demand this of iqe, it would be better that you 
strangle me to death so that I need not see their misfortune and 
mine.” 

Jahwe did not entirely leave him in the lurch. On the fifth day 
they espied on a high plateau a spring surrounded by trees, which 
incidentally was marked as the "spring Marah” on the map which 
Joshua earned m his head. Unfortunately, the water tasted vile. 
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because of certain unsalutary additions. This caused bitter dis- 
appointment and far-rumbling murmxurs. However, Moses, made 
inventive by necessity, inserted a kind of filter apparatus which 
held back the foul additions, if not entirely, at least largely. Thus 
he performed the miracle of the spring, which changed the plaints 
into paeans and did much to cemoit his reputation. The phrase, 
“He who has led us out of Egy^t,” immediately took on again a 
rosy glow. 

A miracle occrurcd also with the nourishment, a miracle which 
at first caused exultant astonishment. It appeared that great 
stretches of the desert Paran were covered with a lichen which was 
edible. This “manna-lichen" was a sugary tomentum, round and 
smaU, looked like coriander seed and like bdellium, and was highly 
perishable. If one did not eat it at once, it began to smell evil. But 
otherwise it made quite tolerable emergency food, mashed 
and powderal and prepared like an ash cake. Some thought that it 
tasted almost like rolls with honey; others it reminded of oil cakes. 

This was the first favourable judgment, which did not last. Soon, 
after a few days, the people became wearied of this manna and 
tired of staying their hunger with it. Because it was their only 
nourishment, they sicken^ of it; it made them nauseated and they 
complained, “We remember the fish which we got in* Egypt for 
nothing, the squash, the cucumbers, the leeks, the onions, and the 
garlic. But now our soids are weary, for our eyes see nothing but 
manna.” This, in addition of course to the ques,tion, “Why did you 
carry us forth out of Egypt?” Moses had to hear in pain. What he 
asked God was, “What shall I do with the people? They no longer 
want their manna. You will see, soon they shall stone me.” 
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However, from such a fate he was tolerably well protected by 
Jehoschua, his youth, and by tde able guards whom he already had 
called on in Goshen and who surrounded the liberator as soon as 
the menacing murmurs rose among the crowd. For the time being 
this armed guard was small and consisted only of young men, with 
Caleb as lieutenant. Joshua was waiting for the right occasion to 
set himself up as commander in chief and leader of the battle, and 
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to bind into a regular military force under his command all those 
capable of bearing arms, all the three thousand. He knew that such 
an occasion was coming. 

Moses owed much to the youth whom he had baptized in the 
name of God. Without him he would have been lost many a time. 
He himself was a spiritual man and his virility, though it 
was strong and sturdy, though ix had wrists as broad as a stone- 
mason's, was a spiritual virility, a virility turned inward, nourished 
and fired by God, unconscious of outer happenings, concerned only 
with the holy. With a kind of foolhardiness, which stood 
in peculiar contrast to his reflective musings when he covered 
mouth and beard with his hand, all his thoughts and endeavours 
dealt only with his desire to have his father's kin alone for himself 
in seclusion, so that he might educate them, and sculpt into God's 
image the amorphous mass which he loved. He was little or not at 
all concerned with the dangers of freedom, the difficulties of the 
desert, and with the question how one could safely steer such a 
crowd out of the desert. He did not even know precisely to what 
sjmt he must guide the people. In short, he had hardly prepared 
himself for practical leadership. Therefore he could be doubly glad 
to have Joshua at his side, who in turn admired the spiritual virility 
in his master and placed his own direct, realistic, and useful virility 
unconditionally at his disposal. 

It was thanlu to him that they made planned progress through 
the wilderness and 4id not stray or perish. He determined the direc- 
tion of the marches according to the stars, calculated the distances 
of the marches, and arranged it so that they arrived at watering 
places at bearable if sometimes even just bearable intervals. He it 
was who had found out that the round lichen was edible. In short, 
he looked after the reputation of the leader and master. He saw to 
it that when the phrase, “He who has led us out of Egypt,” became 
a murmur, it would soon again take on a laudatory meaning. He 
kept the goal clearly in his head, and there he steered with the help 
of the stars and in accord with Moses, on the shortest route. Both 
of them were agreed that a first provisional goal was needed. Even 
if this was a temporary shelter, it would be an abode wh^e one 
could live and where one could gain time Much time had to be 
gained, partly (in Joshua’s view) that the people might multiply 
and furnish him as he grew older a stronger number of warriors; 
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partly (in Moses’s view) diat he might lead the mass towards God 
and hew them into a shape that would be holy, decent, and dean. 
For this his soul and his wrists longed. 

The goal was the oasis Kadesh. Just as the desert Shur touches 
the desert Paran, so does the desert Sin adjoin Paran in the south. 
But not on all sides and not dosdy. Somewhere in between lay 
the oasis of Kadesh. This oasis wds like a predous meadow, a green 
refreshment amid waterless waste, with three strong springs and 
quite a number of smaller springs, a day’s march long and half a 
day’s march broad, covered with fresh pasture and*arable ground, 
and entidng landscape rich in animals and in fruits and large 
enough to quarter and nourish a multitude like theirs. 

Joshua knew of this attractive spot : it was saupulously marked 
out on the map which he carried in his head. Moses too had heard 
something about it. But it was really Joshua who had contrived 
to select i^desh as their destination. His opportunity — ^it lay there. 
It goes without saying that such a pearl as Kadesh was not without 
its owner. The oasis was m firm possession. Well, perhaps not too 
firm, Joshua hoped. To acquue it, one had to fight tho.se who pos- 
sessed it, and that was Amalek. 

A part of the tribe of Amalek held Kadesh occupied and would 
most certainly defend it. Joshua made it clear to Mos«s that this 
meant war, that a battle between Jahwe and Amalek was inevit- 
able, even if it resulted in eternal aimity from gmeration to genera- 
tion. The oasis they would have to have; it was their predestined 
place for growth and conscCTation. 

Moses had his reservations. In his view one of the implications 
of the invisible god was that one should not covet the house of one’s 
neighboiur. He said as much to the youth, but Joshua responded : 
Kadesh Ls not, strictly speaking, Amalek’s house. He knew his way 
about not only in space but in historic pasts, and he knew that long 
ago— though he could not precisely say just when — ^Kadesh had 
been inhabited by Hebrew people, and that they had been dis- 
possessed by the people of Aiflalek. Kadesh was property through 
robbery — and one may rob a robber. 

Moses doubted that, but he had his own reasons for believing 
that Kadesh truly was the property of Jahwe and should bdong to 
those who were allied to him. The place bore the name of Kadesh, 
which means “sanctuary”, not only because of its natural charm 
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but also because it was m a certain sense a sanctuary of the Midi* 
amtic Jahwe, whom Moses had recognized as the God of the 
Fathers. Not tar from it, towards the east and towards Edom, lay 
the mountain Horeb, which Moses had visited from Midian and 
on whose slope the god had appeared to him in the bummg bush. 
Horeb the mountain .was the dwellmg-place of Jahwe — ^at least it 
was one of them. His original dWellmg was Mount Sinai m that 
range which lay towards midday. Thus between Sinai and Horeb 
there was a close connection — ^that is, that they both were Jahwe’s 
dwellmg placer. You could perhaps name one after the other, you 
could call Horeb Smai. And you could call Kadesh what it was 
actually called because, speaking somewhat loosely, it lay at the 
foot of the sanctified mountain. 

Therefore Moses consented to Joshua's scheme and permitted 
him to make his preparations for the combat with Amalek. 
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The battle took place— that is an histone fact. It was a bloody, 
fluctuating battle. But Israel emeiged the victor. Moses had given 
this name.Isiael, which means “God makes war”, to his people 
before the battle, to strengthen them. He had explained that it was 
a very old name which had slipped into oblivion. Jacob, the ongmal 
father, had first won it, and had thus called his km. Now mdeed it 
benefited Moses’s people. The tribe which previously had only 
loosely held to each other, now that they were all called Israel, 
fought united under this armoured name. They fought grouped m 
battle ranks and led by Joshua, the wai-worthy youth, and Caleb, 
his heutenant. 

The people of Amalek had no illusions as to the meaning of the 
approach of the wanderers At all tunes such approaches have only 
one meaning. Without waiting for the attack on the oasis, they 
burst in bulging bands into the dtsert, greater in number than 
Israel, and better armed. Amid swurlmg dust, amid tumult and 
martial cnes, the battle b^an. It was an uneven battle, uneven also 
because Joshua’s people were troubled by thirst and had eaten 
nothing but manna for many days. On the other hand, they had 
Joshua, the clear-seemg youth, who led their movements, and they 
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had Moses, the man of God. 

At the beginning of the engagement Moses, together with 
Aaron, his half-brother, and Miriam, the prophetess, retired to a 
hill from which he could view the field of combat. Virile though 
he was, his duty was not to do battle. His was a priest’s duty, and 
everyone agreed without hesitancy that that could be his only 
duty. With raised arms he called to the god, and voiced enflaming 
words, as “Arise, Jahwe, appear to the myriads, to the thousands 
of Israelites, so (hat your enemies shall scatter and those who hate 
you flee before your sight.” 

They did not flee nor did they scatter. Or if they did, they did 
so only in a few places and temporarily. For though Israel was made 
fierce by thirst and by satiety with manna, Amalek disposed of 
more “myriads”. And, after a brief discouragement, they again and 
again pressed forward, at times dangerously close to the command- 
ing hill. It clearly appeared that Israel conquered as long as Moses 
held up his arms in prayer to heaven. But if he let his arms sink, 
then Amalek was victorious. Because he could not continuously 
hold up his arms with his own strength, Aaron and Miriam sup- 
ported him under the armpits, and even held his arms so that they 
might remain raised. What that means one can measure by the 
fact that the battle lasted from morn to evening, aniin all this 
time Moses had to retain his painful position, fudge from that how 
difficult is the duty assigned to spiritual virility, up there on the 
hill of prayer — in truth mure difficult than the duty of those who 
hack away below in the turmoil. 

Noi was he able to perform this duty all day long. Intermittently, 
and for a moment only, his helpers had to let down the arn»s of the 
master. And immediately this caused much blood and aflliction 
among fahwe’s warriors. Then the arms were again hoisted, and 
those below took fresh courage. What also helped to veer the battle 
in their favour was the strategic gift of Joshua. He was a most in- 
genious apprentice of war, a youth with ideas and vision. He in- 
vented manoeuvres which wefe utterly novel and quite unprece- 
dented, at least in the desert. He was also a commander stoical 
enough to be able to view with calmness the temporary loss of 
territory. He assembled his prize warriors, the carefully chosoi 
destroying angels, on the right flank of the enemy, pushed against 
this flank determinedly, d^ected it, and harried it sufficiently to 
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be victorious in that one spot. It mattered not diat the main force 
of Amalek had the advantage against the ranks of the Hd>rews» 
and storming ahead gained considerable territory from them. Bo> 
cause of the break-through at the flank, Joshua penetrated to the 
rear of Amal^’s force so that now th^ had to turn around to- 
wards him, without being able to cease fighting against the main 
might of Israel. And they who^ moment ago had almost beai 
vanquished now took new courage. With this the Amalekites lost 
their head and despaired. 'Treason,” they cried, "all is lost. Do not 
hope any longer to be victorious ! Jahwe is above us, a god of tm- 
bounded malice.” And with this password of despair, the warriors 
of Amalek let their swords sink and were overcome. 

Only a few succeeded in fleeing north towards their people, where 
th^ found refuge with the main tribe. Israel occupied the oasis 
Kadesh, which proved to be traversed by a broad, rushing stream, 
rich with nut bushes and fruit trees and fiUed with bees, song birds, 
quails, and rabbits. The children of Amalek who had been left 
behind in the village tents augmented the number of their own 
progeny; the wives of Amalek became Israel’s wivSs and servants. 


ij 

Moses, though his arms hurt him long afterwards, was a happy 
man. That he remained a much tried man, tried more than all the 
people on earth, we shall soon see. For the time being he could well 
be pleased with the state of affairs. The exodus had been successful. 
Pharaoh’s avenging might had drowned in the sea of reeds, the 
desert voyage was mercffully completed, and the battle for Kadesh 
had been won with Jahwe’s help. Now he stood in all his greatness 
before his father’s km, in the esteem which springs from success, as 
"the man Moses who has led us out of Egypt.’’ He needed this 
esteem to be able to begin his work, the work of cleansing and shap- 
ing in the sign of the Invisible One, the work of hewing, chiselling, 
and forming of the flesh and blood, the work for which he longed. 
He was happy to have this flesh and blood at last all to himself out 
in the open, in the oasis which bore the name “sanctuary”. Here 
was his workplace. 

He showed his people a certain mountain which lay towards die 
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east of Kadesh bdhind ihe desert. Hiis was Hor^L whidh one could 
also call Sinai Two-thirds of it was overgrown wifli bushes, but at 
the summit it was bare, and there was the seat of Jahwe. Ibis was 
plausible, for it was a peculiar mountain, distinguished among its 
neighbours by a cloud which never vanished and which lay like 
a roof on its peak. During the day this cloud looked grey, but at 
night it glowed. Tha:e, he told tile people, on the bushy slope be- 
neath the rocky top, Jahwe had talked to him from the burning 
thorn bush, and had charged him to lead them out of Egypt. They 
listened to the tale with fear and trembling. They could not as yet 
feel reverence or devotion. All of them, even the bearded men, 
shook at their knees like cowards when he pointed to the mountain 
with the lasting cloud, and when he taught them that this was the 
dwelling of the god who was inclined towards them and was to be 
their sole god. Moses, shaking his fists, scolded them because of 
their uncouth behaviour, and endeavoured to make them fed more 
courageous towards Jahwe, and more intimate with him, by erect- 
ing right in their midst, in Kadesh itself, a shrine in his honour. 

For Jahwe had a mobile presence. This was another attribute of 
his invisibility. He dwelt on Sinai, he dwelt on Horeb. And hardly 
had the people begun to make thanselves at home in the camp of 
the Amalekites when Moses gave him a dwelling even there. It was 
a tent right next to one’s own tent. He called it the meeting or 
assembly tent, and also the tabernacle. There he housed holy ob- 
jects which would serve as aids in the service of the Invisible. Most 
of these objects traced back to the cult of the Midianitic Jahwe 
as he remembered it. First, a kind of chest carried on poles, 
on which, according to Moses’s explanation (and he was the man 
to know such things), the invisible divinity was enthroned. This 
chest they could take along into the field and carry before them 
in battle, should Amalek approach and endeavour to seek revenge. 
Next to this chest he kept a brass rod with a serpent’s head, also 
called the "Brass Serpent”. This rod commemorated Aaron’s well- 
meant trick before Pharaoh, but with the additional import that it 
be also the rod which Moses had held over the sea of reeds to part 
the waters. He also kept in the tent a satchel called an ephod, from 
which the oracle lots were drawn. These were the yes and no, the 
right and wrong, the good and bad, tlie “Urim and Thummim” 
judgments which were Jahwe’s direct decisions in those difficult 
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disputes which man alone could not solve. 

Eor the most part Moses himsdf did the judging in fahwe's stead, 
in all kinds of controversies and contentions which arose among 
the people. As a matter of fact, the first thing he did in Kadesh 
was to erect a tribunal where, on designated days, he passed judg- 
ment and settled dilfferences. Thare, where the strongest spring 
bubbled, the spring which was Already called Me-Merftah, mean- 
ing “water of the law”, there he pronounced his verdicts and let 
the holy judgment flow even as the water flowed from the earth. 
If one considens that there were twelve thousand five hundred souls 
who looked up to him alone for justice, then one can well imagine 
how sorely tried was he. 

For more and more of them sought their rights and pressed to- 
wards his .seat near the spring, as the idea of right was something 
utterly new to those forsaken and lost .souls. Up to now they had 
hardly known that there was such a thing. Now they learned first 
that right was directly connected with the invisibility and holiness 
of God and stood under his protection, and second that the con- 
ception of right also included the conception of ^rong. The mob 
could not understand this for a long time. They thought that there, 
where right was dispensed, everybody liad to be in the right. At 
first they could not and did not want to believe that a person might 
obtain his right through the very fact that he was judged in the 
wrong and had to slink away with a long face. Such a man re- 
grett^ that he had^not decided the matter with his adversary as he 
used to decide in former times, that is, with stone in fist, even if the 
affair might then have had a different outcome. With difficulty did 
this man learn from Moses that such an action was offensive to the 
invisibility of God, and that no one should slink away with a long 
face if right had declared him wrong. For right was equally beauti- 
ful and equally dignified in its holy invisibility whether it said 
yea or nay to a man. 

Thus Moses not only had to pass judgment but to teach judg- 
ment. And greatly was he tried. Heffiad studied law in the academy 
in Thebes, and knew the Egyptian law saolls and the Code 
of Hammurabi, king of the Euphrates. This knowledge helped him 
to a decision in many a case. For example: if an ox had gored a 
man or a woman to death, then the ox had to be stoned and his 
meat could not be eaten. But the owner of the ox was innocent 
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unless he knew that that ox previously was wont to push with his 
horns and had not kept him in. Then his life was forfeit, except 
that he could ransom it with thirty shekels of silver. Or if somebody 
dug a pit and did not cover it properly, so that an ox or an ass feu 
into it, then the owner of that pit should make restitution in money 
to the other man for his Joss, but the carcass should belong to the 
first man. Or whatever else occurred in matters of violence, mis- 
treatment of slaves, theft and burglary, destruction of crops, arson, 
or abuseof confidence — in all these and a hundred other cases Moses 
passed judgment, leaning on the Code of Hammurabi*, and decided 
what was right and what wrong. But there were too many cases 
for one judge, and his seat near the spring was overrun. If 
the master probed the various cases only half-way-conscientiously, 
he was never finished and had to postpone much. Ever-new prob- 
lems arose, and he was tried above all people. 
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Therefore, it was a stroke, of great good fortune that Ins biother- 
iii-law, Jethro, came from Miclian to visit him m Kadesh and give 
him good counsel, counsel in such as the ovcrconscientious Moses 
could never have found for himself. Soon after the arrival in the 
oasis. Moses had sent to Midian to his brother-in-law for the return 
of his wife Zipporah and his two sons, who Iwd been entrusted 
to the safety of Jethro’s tent during the Egyptian tribulations. 
Accommodatingly, Jethro came in person to deliver wife and sons, 
to embrace Moses, to look around, and to hear from him how 
everything had gone off. 

Jethro was a corpulent sheik with a pleasant mien, with even 
and deft gestures, a man of the world, a paladin of a civilized, mun- 
dane, and experienced people. Received with much splendour, he 
put up at Moses’s hut. 'There, not without astonishment, he learned 
how one of his own gods —peculiarly enough, the imageless one — 
had done so extraordinarily well for Moses and his people, and 
had, as he already knew, ddivered them from Egypt’s power. 

“Well, who would have thought it?” he said. “Obvioudy this 
god is greater than we suspected, and what you tell me now makes 
me fear that wc have cultivated him too negligently. I shall see to 
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it that we shall accord him more honour in future.” 

The next day public sacrifices were ordered. Moses arranged these 
seldom, as he had little use for a custom common to all the people 
in the world. Sacrifice was not essential, said he, to the Invisible 
One. "Not offerings do I want,” spoke jahwe, "but that ye shall 
listen to my voice, and that is the voice of my servant, Moses. Then 
shall I be your God and ye ray people.” Nevertheless, this once 
they did arrange slaughter and bmnt offerings in Jahwe’s honour 
as well as to celebrate Jethro’s arrival. And again the next day, 
early in the morning, Moses took his brother-in-law along to the 
Spring of the Law so that he could attend a court session and ob- 
serve how Moses sat and judged the people. And the people stood 
round him from morn to evening, and there was no end to it, no 
question of being finished. 

"Now, let me ask you one thing, my honoured brother-in-law,” 
said the guest when, after the session, he walked home with Moses. 
“Why do you plague yourself like that? There you sit all alone 
and all the people stand around you from mom until evening. Why 
do you do it?” 

"I have to,” answered Moses. “The pqople come to me that I may 
judge one and all and show them the right of God and his laws.” 

"But, my good friend, how can you be so inefficient?” said 
Jethro. "Is that the way to govern, and is it right that the ruler 
should have to work himself to the bone because he does everything 
himself? It is a .shame that you drive yourself so that you 
can hardly hold your head up. What is more, you lose your voice 
with all that judging. Nor are the people any less tired. That is no 
way to begin. As time passes you will not be able to transact all 
business yourself. Nor is this necessary — Glisten to my voice. If you 
act as the delegate of your people before God, and personally bring 
before him only the most important cases, those cases which con 
cern everybody, that is all you can possibly be expected to do. As 
for the other cases — well, look around you,” said he with easy ges- 
tures, "look arormd among the fcob and search for respectable 
men, men of some standing, and place them as judges above the 
people. Let one of these men rule a group of a thousand, aqother a 
hundred, still another fifty and even ten, and let them all rule ac- 
cording to the law and tenets which you have set up. Only if it is a 
great matter should you be called. The lesser questions they can 
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settle themselves; you do not evai need to know about it. That is 
how we do it, and so shall it be easier for yom I would not to^y 
have been able to get away to visit you, if I took it into my head 
that I had to know about everything that is going on and if I bur- 
dened myself as you do.” 

“But the judges will accept gifts,” answered Moses with a heavy 
heart, “and wdl declare the godle^ ones in the right, for gifts blind 
those who see and turn awry the cause of the just.” 

“I know that,” answered Jethro, “I know it quite well. But one 
has to close one's eyes to that, just a little. Wherever order reigns, 
wherever law is spoken, wherever judgments are made, they become 
a little involved through gifts. Does that matter so much i Look, 
those who accept presents, they are ordinary folk. But the people 
themselves are ordinary folk; therefore they understand the ordin- 
ary and the ordinary js conitortable to the community. Moreover, 
if a man has been wronged because the judge of the ten has accepted 
gifts from his godless adversary, then let that man pursue an ordin- 
ary process of law. Let him appeal to the judge who rules over the 
fifty, then to the one who rules over the hundred; and finally, to the 
one who rules over the thousand : that one gets the most gifts and 
has therefore the cle.arest vision. Our man will find his rights with 
this last judge, that is, if in the meantime the fellow has not wearied 
of the whole affair.” 

Thus did Jethro discourse with even gestures, gestures which 
made life easier if one bu( saw them. Thus did Jje show that he was 
indeed the priest-king of a civilized desert people. With a heavy 
heart did Moses listen and nod. His was the pliable soul of 
the lonely spiritual man, the man who nods his head thoughtfully 
at the cleverness of the world and understands that the world may 
well be in the right. He followed the counsel of his deft brother- 
in-law— it was absolutely necessary. He appointed lay judges who, 
according to his tenets, let judgment flow next to the great spring 
and next to the smaller one. Th^ judged the everyday cases (such 
as if an ass fell into the pit); ofily the capital cases came to Moses, 
the priest of God. And the greatest matters were decided by the 
holy oracles. 

Moses no longer had his hands tied with everyday afiPairs; his 
hands were free for the larger work, the work of sculpting for 
which Joshua, strategic youth, had won the work-place, Kadesh 
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the oasis. Undoubtedly^ the doctrine of right and wrong was one 
important example or the implications inherent in the invisible 
God. Yet it was only one example. Much work remained to be done. 
Mighty and long labour lay ahead, labour which would have to be 
achieved through anger and patience before the uncouth hordes 
could be formed into, a people who would be more than the usual 
community to whom the ordinaiy was comfortable, but would be 
an extraordinary, a separated people and a unique monument 
erected to the Invisible One and dedicated to him. 


»5 

The people soon learned what it meant to have fallen into the hands 
of an angrily patient workman who held himself accountable to an 
invisible god. They began to realize that that unnatural suggestion 
to omit the shout of triumph over the drowning of the enemy was 
but a beginning, though a portentous beginning, which already 
lay well within the domain of holiness and purity. It was a begin- 
ning which presupposed a certain understanding: the people would 
have to acquire that understanding before they could view Moses’s 
command jis anything less than unnatural. 

What the mob was really like, to what degree it was the rawest 
of raw material and flesh and blood, lacking the most elementary 
conception of purity and holiness, how Moses had to begin at the 
beginning and teach them beginnings, that is to be deduced from 
the simple precepts with which he started to work and chisel and 
blast. Not to their comfort, certainly, for the stone does not take 
sides with the master but against him; to the stone the first stroke 
struck to form it appears as a most unnatural action. 

Moses, with his wido-set eyes and his flattened nose, was always 
in their midst, here, there, in this and that encampment. Shaking 
his broad-wrisled fists, he jogged, censured, chided, and churned 
their existence; he reproved, dhastLed, and cleansed, using as his 
touchstone the invisibility of the God Jahwe who had led them out 
of Egypt in order to choose them as his people and make them into 
a holy people, even as holy as himself. For the time being they 
were nothing more than rabble, a fact which they proved by empty- 
ing their bodies simply wherever thty lay. That was a disgrace and 
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a pestilence. Ye must have a>place outside the camp where ye shall 
go when ye need to. Do ye understand me? And take along a little 
scoop and dig a pit before ye sit down, and after ye have sat then 
shall ye cover it. For the Lord your God walks in your camp, there- 
fore your camp must be holy. And that means dean, so that the 
Lord need not hold his nose and turn away Ijrom you. For holiness 
begins with deanlmess, which i? purity in the rough, the rough 
beginning of all purity. Dost thou comprehend this, Ahiman, and 
thou, wife Naemi? The next time I want to see everybody with 
that scoop, or ye shall have to reckon with the destroying angd. 

Thou must be dean and wash thyself often with live water for 
the sake of thy health. For without water there is no cleanliness or 
holiness, and disease is unclean. But if thou thinkest that vulgarity 
IS healthier than clean custom, then thou art an imbeale and thou 
shalt be visited by jaundice, fig warts, and the boils of Egypt. If ye 
do not practice cleanliness, then evil black blains Aall grow up in 
you and the seeds of pestilence shall travel from blood to blood. 
Learn to distinguish cleanliness from undcanliness, or else ye shall 
fail before the Invisible One and ye are nothing but rabble. There- 
fore if a man or a woman have a cankerous sore or an evil fistule, 
if he suffer with rash or ulcers, then he or she shall be declared un- 
clean and not permitted in the encampment, but shall be put out- 
side, separated m uncleanhness even as the Lord has separated you 
that ye may become clean. And whatever such a one has touched, 
on whatever he has lam, ^he saddle on which he has sat, that shall 
be burned. But if he has become clean again in separation, then he 
'^hall count seven days to make sure that he be truly dean, thai he 
shall bathe thoroughly in water and then may he return. 

Distinguish, I say unto you, and be holy before God. For how else 
can ye be holy as I want you to be? Ye eat everything together 
without choice or daintiness, and to me who have to watch you 
that IS an abomination. There are certam tbmgs that ye may eat 
and others that ye may not, for ye shall have your pride and your 
disgust. -Those animals which have cloven hoofs and chew their 
cud, those ) e may eat. But those which chew their cud and divide 
not the hoof, like the camd., those shall be unclean to you and 
ye shall not eat them. Notice wdl ; the good camel is uot undean 
as a liviiig creature of God; it is merely unfit for food, as little fit 
as the pig, which, though it has cloven hoofs, does not chew its 
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cud. Thorefoie distinguish ! What creatures in the water have fins 
and scales, those ye may eat, but those whidi sUther in the element 
without fins or scales, the entire breed of salamanders, they, though 
they also are from God, ye shall shun as nourishment. Among the 
birds disdain ye the eagle, the hawk, the ospr^, the vulture, and 
their ilk. Fiuthermorp, all ravens, the ostrich, the night owl, the 
cuckoo, the screech owl, the s^n, the homed owl, the bat, the 
bittern, the stork, the heron, arid the jay, as well as the swallow. 
Who would eat the weasel, the mouse, the toad, or the hedgehog ? 
Who shall be ro gross as to eat the lizard, the mole, and the blind- 
worm — ^in fact, anything which creeps on the earth and crawls on 
its bdly? But ye do it, and turn your souls into loathsomeness. 
The one whom I shall next see eating a blindworm I shall deal with 
so that he will never do it again. For though one does not die from 
eating it,- though it is not harmful, yet it is reprehensible, and much 
shall be reprehensible to you. Therefore ye also shall eat no carcass, 
for that is even harmful. 

Thus did he give them precepts of nourishment and circumscribe 
them in matters of food, though not alone in tHbse. He did like- 
wise in matters of lust and love, for there too were they disorderly 
in rabble fashion. Ye shall not commit adultery, he told them, for 
marriage is a holy barrier. But do ye really know what that means : 
ye shall not commit adultery? It means' a hundred curbs out of re- 
gard for the holiness of God. It does not mean only that thou shalt 
not covet the wife of your neighbour : that is the least. For though 
ye are living in the flesh, ye are allied in oath to Invisibility. And 
marriage is the essence of all purity of flesh before God’s visage. 
Therefore thou shalt not take unto thyself a wife and her mother, 
to name only one example; that is not seemly. And thou shalt never 
and under no conditions lie with thy sister so that thou shalt see 
her shame and she yours. For that is incest. Not even with thine 
aunt shalt thou lie. That is not worthy of her nor of thyself: 
thou shalt keep clear from it. If a woman have a sickness, then 
thou shalt shun her and not apprcfach the fountain of her blood. 
And if something shameful should happen to a man in his sleep, 
then shall he be unclean until the next evening, and he shall bathe 
carefully in wat«-. 

1 hear that thou causest thy daughter to be a whore and that 
thou takest whore money from her? Do this no longer, for if diou 
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perseverest, then shall I let thee be stoned. What art thou thinking 
of, to sleq> with a boy as well as with a woman? That is iniquity 
and rabble depravity. Both of you shall be put to death. But if somo* 
body consort with an animal, be it man or woman, thw shall be 
completely exterminated, and th^ and the animal choked to death. 

Imagine their bewildermait over all thesg curbs 1 At first they 
fdt life would hardly be worth living if they should observe them 
all. Moses struck at them with the sculptor’s chisel so that the 
chips flew. Deadly serious was he about meting out the chastise- 
ments which he had placed on the worse transgressions. And be- 
hind his ordinances stood the young Joshua and his destroying 
angels. 

"I am the Lord thy God,” said he, risking the danger that they 
might in truth take him for God, “who have led thee out of Egypt 
and separated thee from all the peoples. Therefore shall ye separate, 
the clean from the unclean, and not follow in whoredom the other 
tribes but be holy to me. For 1, thy Lord, am holy, and have 
separated you so that ye shall become mine. 01 all the luiclean ac- 
tions the one most unclean is to care for any other god. For I am a 
jealous god. The most unclean action is to make yourself an image, 
be it the likeness of a m.an or a woman, of an ox or a hawk, a fish 
or a worm. In doing that ye shall become faithless to^e, even if 
the image .shall be in ray likeness, and thou mightest as well sleep 
with thy sister cr with an animal. Such an action is not far re- 
moved and soon follows quite by itself. 7 ake care ! I am among you 
and I see everything. Whosoever shall whore after the animal-and- 
death gods ot Egypt, him shall I di own. I shall drive him mto the 
desert and banish him like an outcast. And the same shall 1 do with 
hmt who sacrifices to the Moloch, whom I know ye still carry in 
your memory. If ye consume your force in its honour, I shall deem 
it evil, and heavily shall I deal with you. Nor shall thou let thy 
sou nor thy daughter walk through fire according to the stupid 
old custom, nor shall thou pay attention to the flight of the birds 
and their cry, nor whisper with fortune-tellers, destmy predictors, 
or augurs, iior shall ye question the dead nor practise magic in my 
name. If one among you is a scoundrel and t^es my name in false 
testimony, he shall not profit by such tale-bearing, for I shall devour 
him. It IS even magic and abomination to print marks on one’s 
body, to shave one's eyebrows and make cuttings on one’s face as 
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a sign of sorrow for the dead — shall not suffer it” 

How great was thdr bewilderment! They were not even 
allowed to cut their faces in mourning, not even allowed to tattoo 
themselves a little bit They realized now what it meant by the 
invisibility of God. It meant great privation, this business of bdng 
in league with Jahwe^But because behind Moses’s prohibition stood 
the destroying angds, and bec^e nobody wanted to be driven 
into the desert, that which he prohibited soon appeared to them 
to be worthy of fear. At fiist it was fearworthy only in relation 
to the punishment, but by and by the action itself took on the 
stamp of evil, and if they committed it they became ill at ease with- 
out even thinking of the punishment. 

Bridle your hearts, he said to them, and do not cast your eyes 
on somebody else’s possessions. If ye desire them, it soon follows 
that ye take them, be it through stealthy purloining, which is 
cowardice, or by killing the other, which is brutality. Jahwe and 
I do not want you either cowardly or brutal, but ye shall be in the 
middle between these two; that means decent. Have ye understood 
that much? To steal is slinking wretchedness, buf to murder, be it 
from rage or from greed, or from greedy rage or from raging greed, 
that is flaming wrong, and against him 'who shall commit such a 
wrong shall I set my countenance so that he will not know where 
to hide himself. For he has shed blood abd blood is holy awe and a 
deep secret, offering for my altar and atonement. Ye shall not eat 
blood nor any meat in the blood, for blood is mine. And he who is 
smeared with the blood of human beings, his heart shall sicken 
in cold terror and I shall drive him that he run away from himself 
imto the ends of the world. Say ye Amen to that. 

And they said Amen, still hoping that with the ban on murder 
killing alone was meant. For few of them had the desire to kill, 
and those who did had it only occasionally. But it turned out that 
Jahwe gave that word as wide a meaning as he had given the word 
adultery and that he meant by it all sorts of things, so that “mur- 
der” and “killing” b^an with almost any transgression of the 
code. Almost every wound which one man inflicted upon another, 
whether through deceit or through fraud (and almost aU of the 
people hankered a little afto: deceit and fraud), Jahwe conndered 
bloodshed. They should not deal falsdy with one another nor bear 
false witness against their neighbours, and they should use just 
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weights, and just measures. It was to the highest degree unnatural, 
and for the time being it was only the natmal fear of punishment 
which gave an aspect of naturalness to all this bidding and for- 
bidding. 

That one should honoiu one’s father and mother as Moses de- 
manded, that also had a wider meaning, wider than one suspected 
at first blush. Whosoever raised* his hand against his progenitor 
and airsed him, well, yes, he should be done away with. But that 
respect should also be extended to those who merely could be your 
progenitors. Ye shall arise before a grey head. Ye s^all cross your 
arms and incline your stupid head. Do ye understand me ? Thus 
demands the decency of God. The only consolation was that since 
your neighbour was not permitted to kill you, you had a reason- 
able prospect of becoming yourself old and gr^, so that the others 
would have to arise before you. 

Finally, it appeared that old age was a symbol of what was old 
in general, everything which did not happen from to-day to to- 
morrow but which came from long ago : the piously tra^tional, 
the custom oi the fathers. To that one had to pay the tribute of 
honour and awe in God. Ye shall keep my sabbaths, the day on 
which I led you out of tgypt, the day of the unleavened bread, 
and the day when I rested from the labours of my creation. Ye shall 
not defile my day with the sweat of your brow : I forbid it. For 
I have led thee out of the Egyptian house of bondage with mighty 
hand and with outstretd.* d aim, where thou wert a slave and a 
work animal. And my day .shall be the day of* thy freedom, which 
thou shalt keep holy. Six days shah thou be a tiller or a plough- 
maker or a potter or a coppersmith or a joiner. But on my day shalt 
thou put on clean garments and thou shalt be nothing, nothing but 
a human being who raises his eyes to the Invisible. 

Thou wert an oppressed servant in the land of Egypt. Think 
of that in your behaviour towards those who are strangers amongst 
you : for example, the children of Amalek, whom God gave into 
your haads. Do not oppress hem. J ook on them as ye look on 
yourself and give them equal rights, or I shall crash down upon 
you. For they too stand under the protection of Jahwe. In short, 
do ndl make such a stupid, arrogant distinction between thyself 
and the others, so that thou thinkest that thou alone art real and 
thou alone coimtest while the others are only a semblance. Ye both 
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have life in common, and it is only an accident diat thou art not 
he. Ther^ore do not love thysdf mone but love him in the same 
yny, and do unto him as thou desirest that he do unto you. Be 
gracious with one another and kiss the tips of your fingers when 
ye pass each other and bow with civility and speak the greeting, 
“Be hale and healthy.” For it is quite as important that he 
be healthy as that thou be healthy. And even if it is only formal 
dvility that ye do thus and kis!i your finger-tips, the gesture does 
leave something in your heart of that which should be there of 
your neighbour. To that say ye Anicii ! 

And they all said Amen. 
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Actually, that Amen did not mean very much. They only said it 
because Moses was the man who had led them .successfully out of 
Egypt, who had drowned Pharaoh’.s chariots, and had won the 
battle of Kadesh. It took n lung time before what he had taught 
them, what he enjoined upon them -all those barriers, laws, and 
prohibitions — ^sank into their flesh and blood. It was a mighty 
piece of work which he had undertaken, the work of changing the 
rabble into a people dedicated to the Lord, and to a clean image 
which could pass muster before the Invisible. In the sweat of his 
brow he worked in his workplace, Kadesh. He kept his wide-set 
eyes on all. He chiselled, blasted, formed, and smoothed the un- 
willing stone with tenacious patience, with repeated forbearance 
and frequent forgiving, and also with flaming anger and chastising 
sternness. Yet otten did he almost despair when once again the 
flesh relapsed into stubbornness and forgetfulness, when once again 
the people failed to use the .scoop, when they ate blindworms, slept 
with their sisters or then animals, painted marks upon themselves, 
crouched with fortune-tellers, slunk towards theft, and killed eadi 
other. “O rabble,” said he to thenij “ye shall see. The I prd shall 
appear above you and devour you.” But to the Lord himself he 
said, “What shall I do with this flesh and why have you with- 
drawn your graces from me, that you burden me with a thing I 
cannot bear? I would rather clean a stable untouched for years 
by water or spade, I would ntlicr clear a thicket with my bare 
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hands, and turn it into a garden, than try to form for you a dean 
image out of them. Wherefore must I carry these people in my 
arms as if I had given them birth? I am but half rdated to them 
from my father’s side; therdore I pray you let me enjoy my life 
and free me from this task. Or else strangle me rather 1” 

But God answered Moses out of his inner consdousness with so 
clear a voice that he could hear itiwith his eais and he fell upon his 
face; 

“Just because you arc only half related to them from the side of 
the buried one are you the man to form them for me and to raise 
them to a holy people. For if you were wholly and only one of 
them, then you could not see them as th^ are nor work upon them. 
Anyway, tnat you complain to me and wish to excuse yourself 
from your work is pure affectation. For you know quite wdl that 
your work is beginning to take effect. You know that you have 
already given them a conscience so that they are ill at ease when 
they do ill. Therefore do not pretend to me that you do not desire 
your travail. It is my desire, God's desire, which you have, and 
lacking it you would sicken of life as our people sickened of manna 
after a few days. Of course, if I decided to strangle you, then yes, 
then would you be rid of that desire." 

The much-troubled Moses understood this, nodded his head at 
Jahwe’s words as he lay there, and stood up oncS again to 
his travail. But now he had problems, not only in his capacity as 
a sculptor of the people; tnuble and grief began to creep mto his 
family life. Anger, envy, and bickering arose a/otmd him and there 
was no peace in his hut. Perhaps it was his own fault, the fault 
of his senses. For his senses, stirred up by overwork, hung on a 
Negro girl, the well-known Nc*gro girl. 

One knows that at this time he lived with an Ethiopian girl as 
well as with his wife Zipporah, the mother of his sons. She was a 
wench from the land of Kush who as a child had arrived in Egypt, 
had lived among the Flebrew tribes in Goshen, and had join^ the 
exodus. Undoubtedly she hadkoiown many a man, yet Moses now 
chose her as the companion of his bed. She was a magnificent 
specimen of her type, with erect breasts, with rolling qres, thick 
deep Kps, to sink intx> which may well have been an adventure, 
and a skin redolent of spice. Moses doted on her mightily; she was 
his recreation, and he would not lei go of her, though he drew 
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upon himsdf the enmity of his whole house. Not only his Midianite 
wife and her sons lookm askance at the affair, but also and especi- 
ally his half-sister Miriam and his half-brother Aaron. Zipporah, 
who possessed much of the even worldliness of her brother Jethro, 
got along tolerably well with her rival, particularly since ffie 
Ethiopian girl knew how to hide her feminine triumph and con- 
ducted herself most subservientily towards her. Zipporah treated 
the Ethiopian girl more with' mockery than hate, and adopted 
towards Moses a light tone of irony which hid the jealousy she 
felt. His sons^ Gershom and Eliezer, members of Joshua's dashing 
troop, possessed too much sense of discipline to revolt openly 
against their father; yet they let it be known unmistakably that 
they were angry and that they were ashamed of him. 

Matters stood yet differently with Miriam the prophetess and 
Aaron the unctuous. Their hatred towards the Ethiopian mistress 
was more venomous than that of the others, because that hatred 
was the expression of a deeper and more general grudge which 
united them against Moses. For a long time now had they envied 
Moses his intimate relation with God and hi» spiritual master. 
That he felt himself to be God's elect worker they thought was 
largely conceit; they deemed themselves just as good as he, perhaps 
better. To each other they said, “Does the Lord talk only through 
Moses? Does he not also talk through us? Who is this man Moses? 
that he has exalted himself above us?'' That then was the real 
cause of the indignation which they manifested towards this affair 
with the Ethiopian". And every time they noisily reproached their 
unfortunate brother with the passion of his nights, they soon 
departed into more general complaints. Soon they would be harp- 
ing on the injustice which was their fate because of Moses's eleva- 
tion. 

Once as the day was drawing towards an end, they were in his 
hut, and harassed him in a way I said they were wont to harass 
him : the Ethiopian here and the Ethiopian there, and that he was 
thinking of nothing but her black breasts, and what a. 4 irandal it 
was, what a disgrace to his wife Zipporah, and what exposure for 
himself who claimed to be a prince of God and Jahwe's sole mouth- 
piece on earth .... 

“Claimed?” said he. “What God has commanded me to be 1 am. 
How ugly of you, how very ugly, that you envy my pleasure and 
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my reUxatton on the breasts of the Ethiopian. For it is no sin be* 
fore God, and there is no prohibition among all the prohibitions 
which he gave to me which says that one may not he with 
an Ethiopian. Not that I know of." 

But they answered that he chose his own prohibitions accordmg 
to his own tastes, and quite possibly he would soon preach that it 
was compulsory to he wath Ethiopians. For did he not consider 
himself Jahwe's sole mouthpiece'* 'Ae truth was that they, Miriam 
and Aaron, were the proper children of Amram and the grand- 
children of Levi, while he, when all was said and dqne, was only a 
foundling from the bulrushes, he might learn a little humihty and 
not insist quite so much on his Ethiopian nor ignore their displea- 
sure quite so offhandedly. Such behasiour was proof of his pride 
and his conceit. 

“Who can help it that he is called?" answered he. “Can any man 
help It if he comes upon the burning thorn bush ? Minam, I have 
always thought highly of your prophetic gifts and never denied 
your accomplishments on the timbiel. . . .” 

“Then why did you dis illow my hymn ‘Steed and Man’ and why 
did you prohibit me from leading the round dance of the women ? 
You pretended that God* forbade his flock to triumph over the 
downfall of the Egyptians That was abommable of you." 

“And you, Aaion,” contmaed the hard pressed Moses, “you I 
have employed as the high ptiest in the tabernacle, and I have en- 
trusted the Chest, the Ephod, and the Brass Serpent unto your care. 
Thus do I value you." 

“ That was the least that you coul ’ have done,” answered Aaron. 
“For without my eloquence could you never have persuaded the 
people to the cause of Jahwe, nor won them for the exodus. Con- 
sider how awkward is your mouth I But now you call yoursdf 
the man who has led us out of Egypt ! If you really valued us, 
if you really did not exalt yoiuself so arrogantly over your blood 
relatives, then why do you not pay heed to our words? Why do 
you reouan deaf to our admonition that you imperil our whole 
tnbe with )our black paiamour? To Zipporah, your Midianite 
wife, she is a draught as bitter as gall, and you offend all of Midian 
with your action, so that Jethro your brother-in-law might soon 
declare war on us — all for the sake of your coloured uprice." 

“Jethro,” said Moses wrth restraint, “is an even man of the world 
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who wdl undostands that Zipporaht— praised be her name I — ^no 
longer can offer the necessary recreation to a highly overworked 
and heavily burdened man. But the skin of my fthiopian is like 
cinnamon and perfumed of carnation in my nostrils; all my senses 
long for her, and therefore 1 beg of you, my good friends, grant 
her to me.” 

But that they did hot want todo. They screeched and demanded 
not only that he should part ftom the Ethiopian and forbid her 
his bed, but also that he diive her into the desert without water. 

Thereupon ,vems ot anger rose on his forehead and terribly did 
his fists begin to tremble. But before he could open his mouth to 
respond, a very different trembling began —Jahwe interposed and 
set his visage against the hard-hearted brother and sister, and came 
to his servant’s aid in a way they never forgot. Something frightful, 
something never before seen, now happened. 
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The foundations trembled. The earth shook, shivered, and swayed 
under their feet so that they could not Stand upright but tottered 
to and fro in the hut, whose posts seemed to be shaken by giant 
fists. What had been firm began to waver, not only in one direction 
but in crooked and diz/yiug gyrations. It was horrible. At the same 
time there occurred a subterranean growling and rumbling and a 
sound from above and from outside like the blare of a great trum- 
pet, followed by a droning, a thundering, and a rustling. It is very 
strange and peculiarly embarrassing if you are on the point of 
breaking out mto a rage and the Lord takes the words out of your 
mouth and himself breaks out much more mightily than you your- 
self could have done it, and shak« the world where you could 
only have shaken your fists. 

Moses was the least pale with fright, for at all times he was pre- 
pared for God. With Aaron and Minam, who were deathly pale, 
he rushed out of the house. Then th^ saw that the earth 
had opened its jaws and that a great gap yawned right next to 
their hut. Obviously this rmt had been destined for Miriam and 
Aaron, and had missed them only by a few yards. And th^ looked 
towards the mountain in the east behind the d&ert, Hord) and 
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Sinai — ^but what was happening on Hord), what was taking place 
on Sinai? It stood there envdoped from foot to summit in smoke 
and flames, and threw glowing crumbs towards heaven, with a 
far-off sound of fearful crackling. Streams of fire ran down its sides. 
Its vapour, crossed by lightning, obscured the stars above the desert, 
and slowly a rain of ashes began to descend ijpon the oasis Kadesh. 

Aaron and Miriam fell upon flieur foreheads; the cleft destined 
for than had fllled them with terror. This revelation of Jahwe 
showed them that they had gone too far and had spoken foolishly. 
Aaron acclaimed : 

"O my master, this woman my sister has jabbered ugly words. 
Accept my prayer and let not the sin remain upon her, the s..i with 
which she sinned against the man anointed by the Lord." 

Miriam also screamed to Moses and spoke. “Master, it is im- 
possible to speak more foolishly than spoke my brother Aaron. 
Forgive him and let not the sm remain upon him, so that God may 
not devour him just because he has twitted you a little about the 
Ethiopian.” 

Moses was not quite certain if Jahwe’s revelation was really 
meant for his brother and sister and their lack of love, or if it was 
the call meant for him, fhe call for which he had waited hourly, 
the call that smnmoned him to commune with Go4 about his 
people and the work of their education. But he let them suppose 
what they supposed and answered : 

“There, you see. But take courage, children of Amram. 1 shall 
put forth a good word for you up there with God on the moun- 
tain, whither he calls me. For now ) »u shall see, and all the people 
shall see, whether your brother has become unmanned by his black 
infatuation or if the courage of God still dwells in his heart stronger 
than in other hearts. To the fiery mountain shall I go, quite alone, 
upward to God, to hear his thoughts and to deal without fear with 
the fearful one, on familiar terms, far from tin people, but in their 
cause. For a long time have I known that he wishes to write down 
all thaF^have taught you fo#your sdvation into binding words, 
into an eternal condensation, that I might carry it back to you 
from his moimtain, and that the people may jmssess it in the taber- 
nacle together with the Chest, the Ephod, and the Brass Serpent. 
FarewelL I may perish in God’s tumult, in the fire of the moun- 
tain; I have to reckon with that. But should I return, then shall I 
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bring out of his thunder the eternal word, God's law.” 

§udi was his firm resolve; whether for life or death, that had he 
decided. R>r in order to root the obdurate, always backsliding 
rabble in God’s morality, in order to make them fear his laws, noth- 
ing was more effective than that he, bare and alone, should dare to 
dimb up to Jahwe’s terror, up the spewing mountain, and thence 
carry down the dictates. Then, thought he, would they observe the 
laws. 

When die people came running from all sides to his hut, trembl- 
ing at the knfes, frightened by the signs and by the terrible un- 
dulations of the earth, which occurred once and twice again, 
though weaker, Moses forbade them their commonplace quaking 
and admonished them to decent composure. God called him, said 
he, for their sake, and he was to climb up to Jahwe, up to the sum- 
mit of the mountain, and bring something back for them, with 
God’s will. They, however, should return to their homes and should 
prepare for a pilgrimage. They should hold themselves clean and 
wash their garments and abstain from their wives, and to-morrow 
they should wander out from Kadesh into the desert near the 
mountain. There should they encamp and wait for him until he 
returned from the fearful interview, pefhaps bringing something 
back for them. 

And thus it happened, or at least almost thus. Moses in his 
fashion had only remembered to tdl them to wash thdr garmaits 
and to abstain from their wives. Joshua, the strategic youth, had 
remembered what else was necessary for such an excursion; with 
his troop he provided the proper quantities of water and nourish- 
ment needful to the thousands in the desert. And he also established 
a line of communication between Kadesh and the encampment 
near the mountain. He left Caleb his lieutenant in Kadesh with a 
police detail to supervise those who could not or would not come 
along. When the third day had dawned and all preparations had 
been made, all the others set out with their carts and their slaughter 
animals. They journeyed towards the mountain, a joumoy sf a day 
and still a half. There, at a respectable distance from Jahwe’s fum- 
ing dwelling, Joshua erected an enclosure. He enjoin^ the people 
most strictly, and in Moses’s name, not to think of climbing that 
mountain nor even to set foot upon it. The master alone was 
privileged to approach so near to God. Moreover, it was highly 
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dangerous, and whoever touched the mountain should be stoned 
or pio’ced with the arrow. They took this command in thdr stride, 
for rabble has no desire whatever to come all too near to God. To 
the conmion man the mountain did not in the least look inviting, 
neither by day, when Jahwe stood upon it in a thick cloud cross»I 
by lightning, nor certainly by night, when the cloud and the entire 
summit glowed. 

Joshua was extremely proud of the courage of his master, who 
the very first day and before all the people set out on his way to the 
mountain, alone and on foot with hts pilgrim’s staff^ provided only 
with an earthen flask, a few crusts, and some tools, an axe, 3 chisel, 
a spade and a stylus. Very proud was the youth, and pleased 
at the impression which such holy intrepidity would surely 
make on the multitude. But anxious was he too about the man he 
worshipped, and he implored him not to approach too near to 
Jahwe and to be careful of the hot molten streams which ran down 
the sides of the mountam. Also, said he, he would visit Moses once 
or twice and look after him, so that the master would not in God's 
wilderness lack the simplest necessities. 


i8 

Moses, leaning on his staff, traversed the desert, his wide-set eyes 
fixed on God’s mountain, which was smoking like an oven and 
spewed forth many times. The mountain was bf peculiar shape: it 
had fissures and veins which seemct: to divide it into terraces and 
which looked like upward-leading paths, though they were not 
paths, but simply gradations of yellow walls. On the third day, after 
climbing several foothills, God’s delegate arrived at the bare foot 
of the mountain. I’hen he b^an to ascend, his fist grasping the 
pilgrim’s staflF which he set before hun. He climbed without path 
or track many an hour, step by step, higher, always higher, towards 
God’s saarness. He climbed a» far as a human being could, for by 
and by the sulphurous fumes which smelled of hot metals and 
which filled the air choked him, and he began to cough. He arrived 
at thb topmost fissure and terrace right underneath the summit, 
where he could have a wide view of the bald and wild mountain 
ranges on both sides, and out over the desert as far as Kadesh. 
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Goser by he could see the people in their enclosure, far bdow and 
sm^ll. 

Here the coughing Moses found a cave in the mountain wall, 
a cave with a projecting roof of rock which could protect him from 
the falling stones and the flowing broth. There he took up his 
abode and arranged himsdf to start, after a short breathing spell, 
the work which God had ordefdd from hun. Under the difficult 
circumstances — ^for the metal vapours lay heavily on his breast 
and made even the water taste of sulphur — this work hdd him fast 
up (here not l^s than forty days and forty nights. 

But why so long? Idle question ! The eternal had to be recorded, 
the binding word had to be briefed, God’s terse moral law had to be 
captured and graved into the stone of the mountain, so that Moses 
might bring it down to the vacillating mob, to the blood of his 
buried father, down into the encampment where they were wait- 
ing. There it was to stand from generation to generation, unbreak- 
able, graved also into their minds and into their flesh and blood, 
the quintessence of human decency. 

From his inner consaousness God diret ted hun to hew two tab- 
lets from the rock and to write upon them his dictate, 6ve words 
on the one and five words on the other, together ten words. It was 
no easy task to build (he two tablets, to smooth them and to shape 
them into lit receptacles of eternal brevity. For a lone man, even if 
he had drunk the milk of a mason’s daughter, even if he had broad 
wrists, it was a piece of work subject to many a mishap. Of the forty 
days it took a quarter. But the actual writing down was a problem 
the solution of which could well have prolonged the number of 
Moses’s mountain days far over forty. 

For in what manner should he write? In the acidemy of Thebes 
he had learned the decorative picture writing of Egypt with all its 
current amendments. He had also learned the stiffly formal arrow 
script of Euphrates, in which the kings of the world were wont to 
exchange their thoughts on fragments of clay. In Midian he had 
become acquainted with still a thipl magic method of tepturing 
meaning. 'This one consisted of eyes, crosses, insets, circles, and 
variously formed serpentine lines. It was a method used in Sinai 
which had been copied with desert awkwardness from' the 
Egyptians. Its marks, however, did not represent whole words or 
word pictures, but only their parts. 'They denoted syllables which 
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were to be read together. 

None of these three methoos ot fastening thought satisfied him, 
for the sunple reason that each of them was linked to a particular 
language and was indigenous to that language. Moses reahzed 
perfectly well that it would never under any conditions be possible 
for him to set upon the stone the dictate of ten words eitho' in 
Babylonian or m Egyptian languige, nor yef m the jargon of the 
Sinai Bedouins. The words on the stone could be only m the lan- 
guage of his father’s blood, the very dialect which they spoke and 
which he himself employed in his teachmgs. It did not matter 
whether they would be able to read it or not. In fact, how could 
they be expected to read a language which no one coulo as yet 
write? There was no magit symbol at hand to represent and hold 
fast then speech. 

With all his ^oul Moses wished that theie existed such a sym- 
bol, one winch they could learn to read quickly, very quickly; 
one which children such as they were, could learn m a few days. It 
followed, then, that somebody could think up and mvent such a 
symbol in a few days, with the help of God's nearness. Yes, because 
It did not exist, somebody had to think up and invent this new 
method of wnting. 

What a pressing and precious task ! He had not considared it m 
advance, had simply thought of ‘Vntmg” and had nof taken mto 
account that one could not write |ust like that I Fired by his fervent 
search for symbols his people could understand, his Wd glowed 
and smoked like an oven and like the sumiiflt of the mountain. 
It seemed to him as if rays emerg.d from his head, as if horns 
spiang from his forehead, so great was his wishing exertion. And 
then a simple, illuminating idea came to him. True, he could not 
invent signs for all the words used by his km, nor for the syllables 
from which they formed their words. Even if the vocabulary of 
those down in the enclosure was paltry, yet would it have required 
too many marks for him to build in the span of his mountam days 
and alaa for the others to learn »o read qmckly. Therefore 
he thought of something else, and horns stood upon his forehead 
out of pride over the flash of God's mspiration. He gathered the 
sounds of the language, those formed by the bps, by the tongue, 
by the palate, and by the throat, he put to one side the few open 
sounds which occurred every so often within the words, wmch 
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in fact were framed by the others into words. He found that there 
were not too many of these framing sonant sounds— hardly 
tWOTty. If one ascriW definite signs to them, signs which every- 
body could alike aspirate and respirate, mumble and rumble, 
gabble and babble, then one could combine these signs into words 
and word pictures, leaving out the open sounds which followed 
by themsdves. Thus one could fdrm any word one liked, any word 
which existed, not only in the language of his father’s kin, but in 
all languages — ^yes, with these signs one could even write Egyptian 
or Babylonian.^ 

A flash from God. An idea with horns. An idea such as could 
be expected from the Invisible and the spiritual one, him to whom 
the world belonged, him who, though he had chosen those down 
below as his people, was yet the Lord of all the earth. It was an 
idea also which was eminently fitting to the next and most pressing 
purpose for which and out of which it was created : the text of the 
tablets, the binding briefed text. This text was to be coined first and 
specifically for the tribe which Moses had led out of Egypt because 
God and he were inclined towards them. But just as with a handful 
of these signs all the words of all the languages of all the people 
could, if need be, be written, just as Jah^e was the God of all the 
world, so was what Moses meant to brief and write of such a nature 
that it could serve as fundamental precept, as the rock of human 
decency, to all the peoples of the earth. 

Moses with his fiery head now experimented with signs loosely 
related to the marki of the Sinai people as he remembered them. 
On the wall of the mountain he graved with his stylus the lisping, 
popping, and smacking, the hissmg, and swishing, the humming 
and murmuring sounds. And when he had all the signs together 
and could distmguish them with a certain amount of assurance, 
lo ! with them one could write the whole world, all that which 
occupied space and all that which occupied no space, all that was 
fashioned and all that was thought. In short, all. 

He wrote. That is to say, he jabb^, chiselled, and hacked, at the 
brittle stone of the tablets, those tablets which he had hewn labori- 
ously and whose aeation went hand in hand with the creation of 
the letters. No wonder that it took him forty days ! 

Joshua, his youth, came to see him several times. He brought him 
water and crusts, without precisely telling the people of his visits. 
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The people thought that Moses Lved up there in God's proximity 
and communed with him quite alone. And Joshua deemed it l^t 
to let them believe this. Therefore his visits were short and made 
by night. 

From the dawn of the light of day above Fdom to its extinction, 
Moses sat behind the desert and worked. One has to imagine him 
as he sat up there with bare shoulders, his breast covered with hair, 
with his powcrfid arms which he may have inherited from his ill- 
used father, with his eyes set far apart, with his flattened nose, 
with the divided now greying beard — chewing his crust, now and 
then coughing from the metal vapours of the mountain, hammer- 
ing, scraping, and polishing his tablets m the sweat of his brow. 
He crouched before the tablets propped against the rocky wall, 
and painstakingly carved the crow's-feet, then traced them with his 
stylus, and finally graved the omnipotent runes deep into the flat- 
ness of the stone. 

On one tablet he wrote : 

I, }ahwe, am thy God; thou shalt have 
no other gods before me. 

Thou shalfnot make unto thee any 
image. 

Thou shalt not take my name m vam. 

Remember ray day, to keep it holy. 

Honour thy father and thy mother. 

And on the other tablet he wrote : 

Thou shalt not murder. 

Thou shalt not commit aduheiy. 

Thou shalt not steal. 

Thou shalt not harm thy neighbour by 
false witness. 

Thou shalt not *ist a covetous eye on 
the possessions of thy neighbour. 

Tblit is what he wrote, omitting the open sounds which formed 
themsdves. And always it seemed to him as if rays like two horns 
stood out from the locks of his forehead. 
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When Joshua came for the last time to the mountain, he re- 
mained a little longer, two whole days. For Moses was not finished 
with his work ana they wanted to descend together. The youth 
admired whole-heartedly what his master had accomplishexL He 
comforted him because a few letters were cracked and unrecogniz- 
able in spite of all the love and care which Moses had expended. 
Joshua assured him fhat this did no harm to the total impression. 

The last thing that Moses did while Joshua looked on was to 
paint the sunken letters with his blood so that they would stand 
out better. No other pigment was at hand. Therefore he cut his 
strong arm with his stylus and smeared the trickling blood into 
the letters so that they glowed rosily in the stone. When the writ- 
ing had dried, Moses took one tablet under each arm, gave his pil- 
grim's staff, with which he had ascended, to the youth, and thus 
they wandered down from the seat of God towards the encampment 
of the people near the mountain in the desert. 


19 

When they had arrived at a certain dllstance from the encamp- 
ment, just within hearing distance, a noise penetrated to them, 
a hollow screeching. They could not account for it. It was Moses 
who heard it first and Joshua who mentioned it first. 

“Do you hear this peculiar clatter,” he asked, “this tumult, this 
uproar? There is s6mething doing, I think, a brawl, a bout, or I 
am much mistaken. And it must be violent and general, that we 
hear it as far as this. If it is what I think it is, then it is good that 
we come.” 

“That we come,” answered Moses, “is good in any case. But as 
far as I can make out, this is no scuffle and no tussle, but some- 
thing like a feasting or a dance of triumph. Do you not hear the 
high-pitched jubilation and clash of timbrels? JoShua, how is it 
that they celebrate without my peqpaission? Joshua, whatJias got 
into them ? Let us hurry.” 

He grasped his two tablets higher under his arms and strode 
faster with the puzzled Joshua. 

“A dance of triumph ... a dance of triumph,” he repeated un- 
easily and finally in open terror. For it appeared all too clearly 
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that this was not an ordinary brawl in which tme person lay on 
top and the other below; this was a general united carousal. And 
now it was only a question of what kind of unity it was in which 
they thus revelled. 

Even that question answered itself too soon, if indeed it need 
ever have been asked. The mess was horrible. As Moses and Joshua 
passed the high posts of the encampment they saw it in shameless 
unequivocalness. The people had broken loose. They had thrown 
off everything that Moses had laid upon them in holin^s, all the 
morality of God. They wallowed in relapse. 

Directly behind the portals was a free space ^hich was the 
assembly place. There things were happening, there they were 
carrying on, there they wallowed, there they celebrated thdr miser- 
able liberty. Before the dance they had all stuffed themselves full. 
One could see that at first glance. Everywhere the place showed 
the traces of slaughtering and gluttony. Aud in whose honour 
had they sacrificed, slaughtered, and stuffed themselves? There it 
stood. In the midst of barrenness, set on a stone, set on an altar 
pedestal, an image, a thing made by their hands, an idolatrous 
mischief, a golden calf. 

It was no calf, it was adiull, the real, ordinary stud bull of all the 
peoples of the world. A calf it is called only because it was no more 
than medium size, in fact rather less, and also misshapen and ludi- 
crously fashioned; an awkward abomination, yet all too recogniz- 
able as a bull. 

Around this thing a multitudinous roimd dance was in progress, 
a dozen circles of men and women, hand in hand, accompanied by 
timbrels and by cymbals. Heads were thrown far back, rolling eyes 
were upturned, raees jerked towards chins; they screeched and 
th^ roared and made crass obeisance. In different directions did 
the dance turn, one shameful circle tmning towards the right, an- 
other towards the left. In the very centre of the whirlpool, near the 
calf, Aaron could be seen hopping around in his long-sleeved gar- 
m^t which he used to wear ^ the guardian of the tabemade, and 
which he had gathered high so that he could jig with his long, hairy 
Ic^s. And Miriam led the women with her timbrel 

But this was only the round dance near the calf. Farther on 
what was to be expected was taking place. It is difficult to confess 
how far the people debased themselves. Some ate blindworms, others 
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lay with thdr sisters and that publidy, in the calf s honotur. Others 
simply squatted and emptied themsdves, forgetting the scoop. Men 
offered their force to the calf. Somewhere someone was cuffing his 
own mother. 

At these gruesome sights, the veins of anger swelled to bursting 
on Moses’s forehead. His face flaming red, he cut his way through 
the circles of the dailcers — straight to the calf, the seed, the foun- 
tain, the womb of the crime. Recogiiizing the master, they gaped 
with embarrassed grins. High up he lifted one of the tablets of the 
law with mighty arms, and smashed it down on the ridiculous beast, 
so that its legs crumbled. Once again did he strike, and with such 
rage that though the tablet broke into pieces, nothing but a form- 
less mass remained of the thing. Then he swung the second tablet 
and gave the abomination a final blow, grinding it completdy to 
dust. And because the second tablet remained still intact, he shat- 
tered it with a blow on the pedestal. Then he stood still with trembl- 
ing fists, and deeply from his breasts he groaned: “Ye rabble, ye 
Godforsaken ! There lies what I have carried down from God, what 
he has written for you with his finger as your talisman against the 
misery of ignorance. There it lies in nuns near the fragments of 
your idol. And what shall I now tell m^t Lord so that he will not 
devour you?" 

He saw ‘Aaron the jumper standmg near with downcast eyes, 
and with oily locks at the nape of his neck; he stood silent and 
stupid. Moses seized him by his garment, shook him, and spoke : 
“Where did the golden Belial come from, this exaescence, and what 
did the people do to you that you push them to then destruction 
while I am up on the mountain? Why do you yourself bray before 
them in their dance of debauchery ? ” 

And Aaron answered, “O my master, let not your anger 
be heaped on me and on my sister. We had to give in. You know 
that the people are evil. They forced us. You were away so long, 
you remained an eternity on the mountain, so that we all thought 
that you would never return. Then ^e people gathered ^gajnst Joe 
and SCTeamed, ‘Nobody knows what has become of that man 
Moses, who has led us out of Egypt. He shall not return. Probably 
the spewing mouth of the mountain has swallowed him. Arise, 
make us gods which shall go before us when Amalek comes. We are 
a people like other peoples, and want to carouse before gods which 
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are like the gods of other peoples !' Thus they spoke, master, for 
if you pardon me, they thought they were rid of you. But now tdl 
me what I could have done when they banded together against me. 
I asked them to break off the golden earrings from their ears. These 
I melted in the fire and made a form, and cast the calf as their god.” 

‘’It is not even a good likeness of a calf,” interposed Moses con- 
temptuously. 

“They were in such a hurry,” answered Aaron. “The very next 
day, (hat is, to-day, they wanted to hold their revels in honour of 
the sympathetic gods. Therefore I handed over to them the image 
as it was, a piece of work to which you ought not'deny a certain 
amount of verisimilitude. And they rejoiced and spoke, ‘These are 
your gods’ Israel, which have led you out of Egypt.’ And we built 
an altar and they offered burnt sacrifices and thank offerings and 
ate, and after that they played and danced a little.” 

Moses let him stand there and made his way back to the portal 
through the scattered circles of dancers, 'fhere with Joshua 
he placed himself beneath the birchen crossbeam and called with 
all his might : 

“Who IS on the Lord’s side, let him come unto me.” 

Many came, those who were of sound heart and had not will- 
ingly joined the revels. Joshua’s armed troop assembled around him. 

“Ye unfortunate people,” said Moses, “what have ye done, and 
how shall I now atone for you before Jahwe, that he shall not blot 
you out as an incorrigibly stiff-necked people and shall not devour 
you? As soon as I turn ray back, ye make yourselves a golden Belial. 
Shame on you and on me ! Do ye see these ruins — ^1 do not mean 
those of the calf, let the pest take (hem ! — I mean the others? 
That is the gift which I had promised ) ou and which I have brought 
down to you, the eternal condensation, the rock of decency, the 
ten words which I, m God’s neam&s, wrote down in your lan- 
guage and wrote with my blood, with the blood of my father; with 
your blood did I write them. Now lies the gift in fragments.” 

Thra many who heard this wept and there was a great crying 
in the encampment. 

“Perhaps it will be possible to replace them,” said Moses. “For 
the Lord is patient and of infinite mercy, and forgives misstqis and 
trespasses. But”— he thundered of a sudden, while his blood rose 
to his head and his veins swelled to burstmg — “he lets no one go 
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unpunished. For, says the Lord, I visit the iniquity of the fathers 
upon die children unto the third and fourth generation as the 
jealous God that I am. We shall hold court here," exclaimed Moses, 
"and shall order a bloody cleansing. It shall be determined who 
were the ringleaders who first screamed for golden gods and in- 
solently asserted that the calf has led you out of Egypt, where I 
alone have done it, says the Lor^. They shall all have to deal with 
the destroying angels, regardless of Itheir rank or person. To death 
shall they be stoned and shot by the arrow, even if there are three 
hundred of them. And the others shall strip off their ornaments 
and mourn until I return — ^for I shall again ascend the mountain of 
God, and shall see what in any case 1 can do for you, ye stiff-necked 
people.” 


20 

Moses did not attend the executions which the golden calf had 
made necessary. That was the business of the dashing Joshua. 
Moses himself was once again up on the mountain in his cave 
underneath the rumbling summit. While the people mourned he 
again remained forty days and forty nights alone among the 
vapours. But why so long? The answer is thus; not only because 
Jahwe directed him to form the tablets anew and to write down 
the dictate afresh — that task went more quickly because he had 
acquired practice and knew how to write — but also because he had 
to fight a long fight with the Lord before he would permit the re- 
newal. It was a wrestling in which anger and mercy, fatigue over 
the work and love for the undertaking, were in turn victorious. 
Moses had to use much power of persuasion and many clever ap 
peals to prevent God from declaring the covenant broken. For al- 
most did God cast himself loose from the stiff-necked rabble, almost 
did he smash them as Moses m flaming anger had smashed the first 
tablets of the law. 

'T shall not go before them," sai^ God, “to lead them mto tue 
land of their fathers. Do not ask this of me — ^1 cannot depend upon 
my patience. I am a jealous God and I flame up, and you shjdl see 
one day I shall forget myself and I shall devour them altogether." 

And he proposed to Moses that he would annihilate these people. 
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who were as miscast as the golden calf and as inconigdile. It would 
be impossible, said he, to raise them into a holy people, and there 
was nothing left but to consume Israel and rot it out. But of him, 
Moses, he would make a great nation and live with him in coven- 
ant. But this Mases did not want, and he said to him, “No, Lord,” 
said he, “forgive them their sins; if not, then blot me out of the 
book also, for I do not wish to su|vive them.'For my part, 1 wish 
for no other holy people but them.” 

And he appealed to the Lord’s sense of honour and spoke: 
‘imagine, holy one, what is going to happen. If you kill these 
people as one man, then the heathen who shall hear* their screams 
will say, 'Bah ! The Lord was not able to bring the people into the 
land which he had promised them. He >\as not powerful enough. 
Therefore did he slaughter them in the wilderness.’ Do you want 
that said of you by all the peoples of the world? Therefore let the 
power of the Lord appear great, and be lenient with the missteps 
of your children according to your merry.” 

It was this last argument which won God and decided him to- 
wards forgiveness. With the restriction, however, that of this 
generation none except Joshua and Caleb should ever see the 
promised land. “Your children,” decided the Lord, “I shall lead 
there. But all those who are above twenty in their age, they shall 
never see the land. Their bodies shall fall in the desert. 

“It is well. Lord, all shall be well,” answered Moses. “We shall 
leave it at that.” For because this decision agreed with his and 
Joshua’s purposes, he argued against it no longer. “Now let me 
renew the tablets,” said he, “that I may take your brevity down 
to the human beings. After all, perhaps it was just as well that I 
smashed the first in my anger. There were a few misshaped letters 
in them. I shall now confess to you that I fleetingly thought of this 
when I dashed the tablets to pieces.” 

And again he sat, secretly nourished and succoured by Joshua, 
and he jabbed and he chiselled, he scraped and he smoothed. Wip- 
ing his_brow from time to time ynth the back of his hand, he wrote, 
llacBng and graving the letters into the tablets. They came out a 
good deal better than the first time. Then again he painted the 
letter»with his blood and descended, the law under his arms. 

It was announced to Israel that the mourning had come to an 
end, and that th^ again might put on their ornaments, except (d 
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course the earrings : these had been used up to bad purpose And 
all the people came before Moses that he might hand them what 
he had brought down, the message of Jahwe from the mountain, 
the tablets with the ten words. 

"Take them, blood of our fathers,” said he, “and hold them 
sacred in the tent of God. But what they tell ye, that hold saaed 
in your actions. For*here is briefed what shall bind you; here is the 
divine condensation; here is the alpha and omega of human be- 
haviour; here is the rock of decency, which God has inscribed in 
lapidary writing, usmg my stylus. In your language did he write, 
but in symbdls in which if need be all the languages of aU peoples 
could be written. For he is the Lord of all, and therefore is the Lord 
of ABC, and his speech, addressed to you, Israel, is at the same 
time a speech for all. 

“Into the stone of the mountain did I grave the ABC of human 
behaviour, but it must be graved also into your flesh and blood, 
Israel. So that he who breaks but one word of the ten command- 
ments shall tremble before his own self and before God and an icy 
finger shall be laid on his heart, because he has stepped out of God’s 
confines. I know well and God knows in advance that his com- 
mandments will not be obeyed, and they will be transgressed at all 
times and everywhere. But at least the heart of everyone who breaks 
them shall turn icy, for the words are written in every man’s flesh 
and blood and deep withm himself he knows that the words are 
all-valid. 

“But woe to the man who shall arise and speak : ‘They are no 
longCT v.'ilid.’ Woe to him who teaches you : ‘Arise and get rid of 
them ! Lie, murder, rob, whore, rape, and dehver your father and 
mother to the knife. For this is the natural behaviour of human 
beings and you shall praise^ my name because I proclaim natural 
licence.’ Woe to him who erects a calf and speaks : ‘This is your 
god. In his honour do all of this, and whirl around the image I 
have fashioned in a round dance of debauchery.’ He shall be mighty 
and powerful, he shall sit upon a golden throne, and he shall be 
look^ up to as the wisest of all. For he knows that the inclmatidh 
of the human heart is evil, even in youth. But that is about all that 
he will know, and he who knows only that is as stupid as the night 
and it would be better for him never to have been bom. For he 
knows nothing of the covenant between God and man, a covenant 
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that none may break, neither .man nor God, for it is unbreakable. 
Blood shall flow in torrents because of his black stupidity, so much 
blood that the redness shall vanish from the cheeks of mankind. 
But then the people shall hew down the monster — ^inevitably; for 
th^ can do naught else. And the Lord says, I shall raise my foot 
and shall trample him mto the mire, to the bottom of the earth 
shall I cast the blasphemer, one hundred and fwelve fathoms deep. 
And man and beast shall describe an arc around the .spot into which 
I have cast hun; and the birds of the heavens, high in their flight, 
shall shun the place so that they need not fly over it. And he who 
shall speak his name, he shall spit towards the four 2:omers of the 
earth and shall wipe his mouth and say, ‘Forfend ! ’ That the earth 
may again be the earth, a vale of want, yes, but not a st) of 
depravity. To that say ye Amen ! ” 

And all the people said Amen. 
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In the twenties of our century a certain Frau Rosalie von 
Tiimmler, a widow for over a decade, was living in Dussddorf on 
the Rhine, with her daughter Anna and her son Eduard, in com- 
fortable if not luxurious circumstances. Her husband, Lieutenant- 
Colonel von Tiimmler, had lost his life at the very beginning of 
the war, not in battle, but in a perfectly saiseless automobile acci- 
dent, yet still, one could say, “on the field of honour’ —a hard blow, 
borne with patriotic resignation by his wife, who, then just turned 
forty, was deprived not only of a father for her children, but, for 
herself, of a cheerful husband, whose rather frequent strayings from 
the strict code of conjugal fidelity had been only the symptom of 
a superabundant vitality. 

A Rhinelander by ancestry and in dialect, Rosalie had spent the 
twenty years of her marriage in the busy industrial dty of Duis- 
burg, where von Tiimmler was stationed; but after the loss of her 
husband she had moved, with her eightecn-year-old daughter and 
her little son, who was some twelve years younger than his sisto", 
to Diisseldorf, partly for the sake of the beautiful parks that are 
such a feature of the city (for Frau von Tiimmler was a great lover 
of Nature), partly because Anna, a serious girl, had a bent for 
painting and wanted to attend the celebrated Academy of Art. For 
the past ten years, then, the little famUy had lived in a quiet lindri- 
bordered street of villas, named after Peter von Cornelius, where 
they occupied the modest house which, surrounded by a garden 
and equipped with rather outmoded but comfortable furniture dat- 
ing from the time of Rosalie's marriage, was often hospitably 
opened to a small circle or relatives and ttends— among them pro- 
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fessors from the Academies of Art and Medicine, tc^ether with a 
married couple or two from the world of industry — for evening 
gatherings which, though alwa)rs decorous in their merriment, 
tended, as the Rhindand custom is, to be a little bibulous. 

Frau von Tiimmler was sociable by nature. She loved to go out 
and, within the limits possible to her, to keep open house. Her sim- 
plicity and cheerfulness, her warm heart, of “which her love for 
Nature was an expression, madehergoierally liked. Small in stature, 
but with a well-preserved figure, with hair which, though now de- 
cidedly grey, was abundant and wavy, with delicate if somewhat 
ageing hands, the backs of which the passage of yfears had dis- 
coloured with freckle-like spots that were far too many and far too 
large (a symptom to counteract which no medication has yet been 
discovered), she produced an impression of youth by virtue of a 
pair of fine, animated brown eyes, precisely the colour of husked 
chestnuts, which shone out of a womanly and wimiing face com- 
posed of the most pleasant features. Her nose had a slight tendency 
to redden, especially in company, when she grew animated; but 
this she tried to correct by a touch of powder — unnecessarily, for 
the general opinion held that it became her charmingly. 

Boro in the spring, a child of May, Rosalie had celebrated her 
fiftieth birthday, with her children and ten or twelve friends of 
the house, both ladies and gentlemen, at a flower-streWh table in 
an inn garden, under the parti-coloured light of Chinese lanterns 
and to the chime of glasses raised in fervent or playful toasts, and 
had been gay with the general gaiety — ^not quRe without effort: 
tor some time now, and notably on that evening, her health had 
been affected by certain critical organic phenomena of her time 
of life, the extinction of her physical womanhood, to whose spas- 
modic progress she responded with repeated psychological resist- 
ance. It induced states of anxiety, emotional unrest, headaches, 
days of depression, and an irritability which, even on that festive 
evening, had made some of the humorous discourses that the gentle- 
men ddivered in her honoiy: seem insufferably stupid. She had 
exchanged glances tinged with desperation widi her daughter, 
who, as she knew, required no predisposition beyond her habitual 
intolerance to find this sort of punch-inspired humour imbedlic. 

She was on extremely affectionate and confidential terms with 
this daughter, who, so much older than her son, had become a 
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friend with whom she maintam«l no taciturn reserve even in re- 
gard to the symptoms of her state of transition. Anna, now twenty- 
nine and soon to be thirty, had remained unmarried, a situation 
which was not imwelcome to Rosalie, for, on purely selfish 
grounds, she preferred keeping her daughter as her household com- 
panion and the partner of her life to resigning her to a husband. 
Taller than her mother, Frauleii vnn Tummler had the same chest- 
nut-coloured eyes — and yet not the same, for they ladted the 
naive animation of her mother’s, their expression being more 
thoughtful and cool. Aima had been bom with a club-foot, which, 
after an operation in her childhood that produced no permanent 
improvement, had always excluded her from dancing and sports 
and indeed from all partidpation in the activities and life of the 
young. An unusual intelligence, a native endowment fortified by 
her deformity, had to compensate for what she was obliged to 
forgo. With only two or three hours of private tutoring a day, she 
had easily got through school and passed her final examinations, 
but had then ceased to pursue any branch of academic learning, 
turning instead to the fine arts, first to sculpture, thdh to painting, 
in which, even as a student, she had struck out on a course of the 
most extreme intellectualism, which, 'disdaining mere imitation 
of nature, transfigured sensory content into the strictly cerebral, 
the abstractly symbolical, often into the cubistically mathematical. 
It was with dismayed respect that Frau von Tummler looked at her 
daughter’s paintings, in which the highly civilized joined with the 
primitive, the dec6rative with profound intellection, an extremely 
subtle feeling for colour combinations with a sparse asceticism of 
style. 

“Significant, undoubtedly significant, my dear child,’’ she said. 
“Professor Zumsteg will thiflk highly of it. He has confirmed you 
in this style of painting and he has the eye and the understanding 
for it. One has to have the eye and the understanding for it. What 
do you call it?’’ 

“Trees in Evening Wind.’’ 

“Ah, that gives a hint of what you were intending. Are those 
cones and circles against the greyish-yellow background meant to 
represent trees — and that peculiar spiralling line the wirfd? In- 
teresting, Anna, interesting. But, heavens above, child, adorable 
Nature — what you do to her ! If only you would let your art offer 
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something to the emotions jvst once— paint something for the 
heart, a beautiful floral still life, a fresh spray of lilac, so true to 
life that one would think one smelt its ravishing perfiune, and a 
pair of delicate Meissen porcdain figures beside the vase, a gentle- 
man blowing kisses to a lady, and with everything reflected in the 
gleaming, polished table-top . . 

“Stop, stop, Mama ! You ceatainly hafe an extravagant 
imagination. But no one can paint like that any more !” 

"Anna, you don’t medn to tell me that, with your talent, you 
can’t paint something like that, something to refresh the heart 

“You mistmderstand me, Mama ! It’s not a question of whetlier 
I can. Nobody can. The state of the times and of art no longer 
permits it.’’ 

“So much the more regrettable for the times and art ! No, forgive 
me, child, I did not mean to say quite that. If it is life and progress 
that make it impossible, there is no room for regret. On the con- 
trary, it would be regrettable to fall behind. I understand that per- 
fectly. And I understand too that it takes genius to conceive such 
an expressive line as this one of yours. It doesn’t express anything 
to me, but I can see beyond doubt that it is extremely expressive.” 

Anna kissed her mother,* holdmg her palette and wet brush well 
away from her. And Rosalie kissed her too, glad in her heart that 
her daughter found in her work —which, if abstract ^nd, as it 
seemed to her, dcaden'ng, was still an active handicraft — found in 
her artist’s smock comfort and compensation for much that she 
was forced to renounce. 

How greatly a limping gait curtails any sensual appreciation, 
on the part of the opposite sex, for a girl as such, Fraulein von 
Tiimmler had learned early, and ha4 armed herself against the 
fact with a pride which (in turn, as these things go), in cases where 
a young man was prepared despite her deforraitv to harbour an 
inclination toward her, discouraged it through coldly aloof disbelief 
and vpped^it in the bud. Once, just after their change of residence, 
^e had loved— and had been grievously ashamed of her passion, 
for its object had been the physical beauty of the young man, a 
chemist by training, who, considering it wise to turn science into 
money as rapidly as possible, had, soon after attaining his doc- 
torate, manoeuvred himself into an important and lucrative position 
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in a Diissddoif chemical factory. His swarthy, masculine hand> 
someness, together with an openness of nature which appealed to 
moi too, and the proficiency and application which he had demon- 
strated, aroused me enthusiasm of all the girls and matrons in 
Diissddorf society, the young and the old being equally in rap- 
tures over him; and it had been Anna’s contemptible fate to 
languish where all languished# to -find herself condemned by her 
senses to a universal feeling, confronted with whose depth she 
struggled in vain to keep her self-respect. 

Dr. Briinner (such was the paragon’s name), precisely because 
he knew himself to be practical and ambitious, entertained a cer- 
tain corrective inclination toward higher and more recondite 
things, and for a time openly sought out Fraulein von Tiimmler, 
talk^ with her, when they met in society, of literatmre and art, 
tuned his insinuating voice to a whisper to make mockingly 
derogatory remarks to her concerning one or another of his adorers, 
and seemed to want (o conclude an alliance with her against the 
mediocrities, who, refined by no deformity, importuned him with 
improper advances. What her own state was, and wRal an agoniz- 
ing happiness he aroused in her by his mockery of other women— 
of that he seemed to have no inkling, but only to be seeking and 
finding protection, in her intelligent companionship, from the 
hardships'of the amorous persecution whose victim he was, and to 
be courting her esteem just because he valued it. The temptation 
to accord it to him had been strong and profound for Anna, though 
she knew that, if*she did, it would only be in an attempt to ex- 
tenuate her weakness for his masruline attraction. To her sweet 
terror, his assiduity had begun to resemble a real wooing, a choice, 
and a proposal; and even now Anna could not but admit that she 
would helplessly have marripd him if he had ever come to the point 
of speaking out. But the decisive word was never uttered. His am- 
bition for higher things had not sufficed to make him disr^ard 
her physical defect nor yet her modest dowry. He had soon de- 
tached himself from her and married the wealthy da)tght'^o{ a 
manufacturer, to whose native dty of Bochum, and to a position 
in her father’s chmical enterprise there, he had then betaken him- 
self, to the sorrow of the female society of Diisseldorf and to Anna’s 
rdief. 

Rosalie knew of her daughter’s painful experience, and would 
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have known of it even if the latter, at the time, m a moment of 
uncontrollable efFusion, had not wept bitter tears on her mother's 
bosom over what she called her shame. Frau von Tiimmler, though 
not particularly clever in other respects, had an unusually acute 
perception, not malicious but purdy a matter of sympathy, in 
respect to everything that makes up the existence of a woman, 
psychologically and physiological!^, to all that Nature has inflicted 
upon woman; so that in,her circle hardly an event or circumstance 
in this category escaped her. From a supposedly unnoticed and 
piivate smile, a blush, or a brightening of the eyes, sjie knew what 
girl was captivated by what young man, and she conhded her dis- 
coveries to her daughter, who was quite unaware of such things 
and had very little wish to be made aware of them. Instinctively, 
now to her pleasure, now to her regret, Rosalie knew whether a 
woman found satisfaction m her marriage or failed to find it. She 
infalhbly diagnosed a prcgn.iii(v in its very eailicst stage, and on 
these occasions, doubtless because she was concerned with some- 
thing so joyously natural, 'he would drop into dialect— "Da ts 
wflt am kommeii,” she would say, meaning “something’s on the 
way.” It pleased her to see that Anna ungrudgingly helped her 
younger brother, who was well along in secondary school, with 
his homework; for, by virtue of a psychological shrewdness as 
naive as it was keen, she divined the satisfaction that the superi- 
ority implied by this service to the male sex brought to the jilted 
girl. 

It cannot be said that Rosalie took any particular interest in 
her son, a tall, lanky redheaded boy, who looked like his dead 
father and who, furthermore, seemed to have little talent for 
humanistic studies, but instead dreamed of building bridges and 
highways and wanted to be an engineer. A cool friendliness, ex- 
pressed only perfunctorily, and prmcipally for form’s sake, was all 
that she offered him. But she clung to her daughter, her only real 
friend. In view of Anna’s reserve, the relation of confidence be- 
i^-’veflrthem might have been* described as one-sided, were it not 
that the mother simply knew everything about her repressed child’s 
motional hfe, had known the proud and bitter resignation her 
soul fiarboured, and from that knowledge had derivra the right 
and the duty to communicate herself with equal openness. 

In so doing, she accepted, with imperturbable good humour, 
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many a fondly mdulgent or sadly ironical or even somewhat pained 
smile from her daughter and confidante, and, herself kindly, was 
glad when she was kindly treated, ready to laugh at her own simple- 
heartedness, convinced that it was happy and right — so that, if 
she laughed at herself, she laughed too at Anna's wry expression. 
It happened quite often — especially when she gave fml rem to her 
fervour for Nature, to which sKe v5«s for ever trying to win over 
the intellectual girl. Words cannot express how she loved the 
spring, her season, in which she had been bom, and which, she in- 
sisted, had al\Yays brought her, in a quite personal way, mysterious 
currents of health, of joy in hfe. When birds called in the new mild 
air, her face became radiant. In the garden, the first crocus and 
daffodil, the hyacinths and tulips sprouting and flaunting in the 
beds around the house, rejoiced the good soul to tears. The darling 
violets along country roads, the gold of flowering broom and 
forsythia, the red and the white may trees — above all, the lilac, 
and the way the chestnuts lighted their candles, white and red — 
her daughter had to admire it all with her and shar^ her ecstasy. 
RosaUe fetched her from the north room that had been made into 
a studio for her, dragged her from her abstract handicraft; and 
with a willing smile Anna took off her smock and accompanied her 
mother for_ hours together; for she was a surprisingly good walker 
and if m company she concealed her limp by the utmost possible 
economy of movement, when she was free and could stump along 
as she pleased, her endurance was remarkable. 

The season of flowering trees, when the roads became poetic, 
when the dear familiar landscape of their walks clothed itself in 
charming, white and rosy promise of fruit— what a bewitching 
time ! From the flower catkins of the tall white poplars bordering 
the watercourse along which ^hey often strolled, pollen sifted down 
on them like snow, drove with the breeze, covered the ground; 
and Rosalie, in raptures again, knew enough botany to tell her 
daughter that poplars are ’‘dioecious", each plant bearing only 
flowers of one sex, some male, others female, ^e disconrseuHiap 
pily on wind pollination — or, rather, on Zephyrus’ loving service 
to the children of Flora, his obliging conveyance of pollen jjp the 
chastely awaiting female stigma — a method of fotilization which 
she considered particularly charming. 

The rose season was utter bliss to her. She raised the Queen of 
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Flowers on standards in her garden, solicitously protected it, by 
the indicated means, from devouring insects; and always, as long 
as the glory endured, bunches of duly refreshed roses stood on the 
whatnots and httle tables in her boudoir — ^budding, half-blown, 
full-blown — especially red roses (she did not favour the white), of 
her own raising or attentive gifts from visitor^ of her own sex who 
were aware of her passion. She cotfld bury her face, eyes dosed, in 
such a bunch of roses and, when after a long time she raised it 
again, she would swear that it was the perfume of the gods; when 
Psyche bent, lamp in hand, over sleeping Cupid, sur^y his breath, 
his aurls and cheeks, had filled her sweet little nose with this scent; 
It was the aroma of heaven, and she had no doubt that, as blessed 
spirits there above, we should breathe the odour of roses for all 
eternity. Then we shall very soon, was Anna’s sceptical comment, 
grow so used to it that we simply shan’t smell it any more. But 
Frau von Tiimmler reprimanded her for assuming a wisdom 
beyond her years ; if one was bent on scoffing, such an argument 
could apply to the whole state of beatitude, but joy was none the 
less joy for being unconscious. This was one of the occasions on 
which Anna gave her njother a kiss of tender indulgence and 
reconciliation, and then they laughed together. 

Rosalie never used manufactured scents or perfume^, with the 
single exception of a touch of Eau de Cologne from C. M. Farina 
in the Jiilichsplatz. But whatever Nature offers to gratify our 
sense of smell — ^sweetness, aromatic bitterness, even heady and 
oppressive scents — ^she loved beyond measure, and absorbed it 
deeply, thankfully, with the most sensual fervour. On one of their 
walks there was a declivity, a long depression in the ground, a 
shallow gorge, the bottom of which was thickly ovCTgrown with 
jasmine and alder bushes, from whioh, on warm, humid days in 
June with a threat of thunder showers, fuming clouds of heated 
odour welled up almost stupefyingly. Anna, though it was likely 
to give her a headache, had to accompany her mother there time 
•'ad *again? Rosalie breathed i«i the heavy, surging vapour with 
delighted relish, stopped, walked on, lingered again, bent over the 
slope, and sighed: "Child, child, how wonderful ! It is the breath 
of nature — ^it is! — ^her sweet, living breath, stm-warmed and 
drenched with moisture, deliciously wafted to us from her breast 
Let us enjoy it with reverence, for we too are her childrOT.” 
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"'At least you are. Mama/’ said Anna, takiug the enthusiast’s 
arm and drawing her along at her limping pace. “She’s not so fond 
of me, and she gives me this pressure in my temples with her con- 
coction of odours.” 

“Yes, because you are against her,” answered Rosalie, “and pay 
no homage to her wjth your talent, but want to set yourself above 
her through it, turn her into a fnertt theme for the intellect, as you 
pride yourself on doing, and transpose yopr sense perceptions into 
heaven knows what —into frigidity. I respect it, Anna; but if I 
were in Motl^er Nature’s place. I should be as offended with all of 
you young painters for it as she is.” And she seriously proposed 
to her that if she was set upon transposition and absolutely must 
be abstract, she should try, at least once, to express odours in 
colour. 

This idea came to her late in June, when the Imdens were in 
flower — ^again for her the one lovely time of year, when for a week 
or two the avenues of trees outside filled the whole house, through 
the open windows, with the indescribably pure and lyild, enchant- 
ing odour of their late bloom, and the smile of rapture never faded 
from Rosalie's lips. It was then that she said : “That is what you 
painters should paint, try your artistry on that ! You don’t want 
to banish .Natvue from art entirely; actually, you always start 
from her in your abstractions, and you need something sensory in 
order to intellcctualize it. Now, odoiu, if I may say so, is sensory 
and abstract at the same time, we don’t see it, it speaks to us 
ethereally. And it ought to fascinate you to convey an invisible 
felicity to the sense of sight, on which, after all, the art of painting 
rests. Try it ! What do you painters have palettes for? Mix bliss 
on them and put it on canvas as chromatic joy, and then label it 
‘Odour of Lindens’, so that people who look at it will know what 
you were trying to do.” 

“Dearest Mama, you are astonishing!” Fraulein von Tummler 
answered. “You think up problems that no painting teacher would 
ever dream of I But don’t you realfce that you are an kicorflgibl/* 
romanticist with your synaesthetic mixture of the senses and your 
mystical transformation of odours into colours?” 

“I know — deserve your erudite mockery.” 

“No, you don’t — ^not any kind of mockery,” said Anna 
fervently. 
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Yet on a walk they took one afternoon in mid-August, on a 
very hot day, something strange befell than, something that had a 
suggestion of mockery. Strolling along between fields and the edge 
of a wood, they suddenly noticed an odour of musk, at first almost 
imperceptibly faint, thoi stronger. It was Rosalie who first sniffed 
it and expressed her awareness by*an “Oh ! Where does that come 
from?” but her daughter soon had to concur; Yes, there was 
some sort of odour, and, yes, it did seem to be definable as musky — 
there was not doubt about it. Two steps sufficed fo bring them 
within sight of its source, which was repellent. It was there by the 
roadside, seething in the sun, with blowflies covering it and Hying 
all around it — a little mound of excrement, which they preferred 
not to investigate more closely. The small area represented a 
meeting-ground of animal, or perhaps human, faeces with some 
sort of putrid vegetation, and the greatly decomposed body of 
some small woodland creature seoned to be present too. In short, 
nothing could be nastier than the teeming little mound; but its 
evil effluvium, which drew the blowflies by hundreds, was, in its 
ambivalence, no longer t(\be called a stench but must undoubtedly 
be pronounced the odour of musk. 

“Let us go," the ladies said simultaneously, and Amja, dragging 
her foot along all the more vigorously as they started off, clung to 
her mother's arm. For a time they were silent, as if each had to 
digest the strange impression for herself. Then Rosalie said; 

“That explains it— I never did like musk, and I don’t under- 
stand how anyone can use it as a perfume. Civet, I think, is in the 
same category. Flowers never smell like that, but in natural-history 
tlass we were taught that many animals secrete it from certain 
glands — rats, cats, the civet-cat, the musk-deer. In Schiller's Kahale 
und Liebe — ^I'm sure you must remember it — there’s a little fellow, 
some sort of a toady, an absolute fool, and the stage direction says 
that he comes on screeching and spreads an odour of musk through 
the Whol^ parterre. How that*passage always made me laugh 1 ” 

And they brightened up. Rosalie was still capable of the old 
warm laughter that came bubbling from her heart — even at this 
period when the difficult organic adjustments of her time of hfe, 
the spasmodic withering and disintegration of her womanhood, 
were troubling her physically and psychologically. Nature had 
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given her a friend in those days, quite dose to home, in a comer 
of the Palace Garden (“Paintbox” Street was the way diere). It was 
an old, solitary oak tree, gnarled and stunted, with its roots partly 
exposed, and a squat trunk, divided at a moderate hdght into thick 
knotty branches, which themselves ramified into knotty offshoots. 
The trunk was hollow here and there and had been filled with 
cement — the Park Department *did’something for the gallant cen- 
tenarian; but many of the branches had died and, no longer pro- 
ducing leaves, clawed, crooked and bare, into the sky; others, only 
a scattered fe;w but on up to the crown, still broke into verdure 
each spring with the jaggedly lobed leaves, which have always 
been considered sacred and from which the victor’s crown is 
twined, Rosalie was only too pleased to see it — ^about the time of her 
birthday she followed the budding, sprouting, and unfolding of the 
oak’s foliage on those of its branches and twigs to which life still 
forced its way, her sympathetic interest continuing from day to 
day. Quite close to the tree, on the edge of the lawn in which it 
stood, there was a bench; Rosalie sat down on it wifh Anna, and 
said : 

“Good old fellow ! Can you look at him without being touched, 
Anna — the way he stands there and keeps it up? Look at those 
roots, woody, and thick as your arm, how broadly they clasp the 
earth and anchor themselves in the nourishing soil. He has 
weathered many a storm and will survive many more. No danger 
of his faUing down ! Hollow, cemented, no longer able to produce 
a full crown of leaves — but when his time comes, the sap still rises 
in him — not everywhere, but he manages to display a little green, 
and people respect it and indulge him for his courage. Do you see 
that thin little shoot up there with its leaf-buds nodding in the 
wind? All around it things haven’t gone as they should, but the 
little twig saves the day.” 

“Inde^, Mama, it gives cause for respect, as you say,” answered 
Anna. “But if you don’t mind. I’d rather go home now. I am 
having pains.” 

‘Tains? Is it your — ^but of course, dear child, how could I 
have forgotten ! I reproach myself for having brought you with 
me. Here I am staring at the old tree and not worrying about your 
sitting there bent over. Forgive me. Take my arm and we will go.” 

From the first, Fraulein von Tiimnder had suffered severe 
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abdominal pains in advance, of her periods — ^it was nothing in 
itself, it was merely, as even the doctors had put it, a constitutional 
infliction that had to be accepted. Hence, on the short walk home, 
her mother could talk about it to the suffering girl soothingly and 
comfortingly, with well-intentioned dieerfulness, and indeed — and 
particularly — ^with envy. 

“Do you remember,” she said,* “it was lilce this the very first 
time, when you were stUl just a young thmg and it happwied to 
you and you were so frightened, but I explained to you that it was 
only natural and necessary and something to be glad over and that 
it was really a sort of day of glory because it showed that you had 
finally ripened into a woman? You have pains beforehand — ^it’s a 
trial, I know, and not strictly necessary, I never had any; but it 
happens; aside from you, I know of two or three cases where 
there are pains, and I think to myself: Pains, a la bonne heurel 
—for us women, pains are something different from what they 
are elsewhere in Nature and for men; they don’t have any, except 
when they’re sick, and then they carry on terribly; even Tummler 
did that, your father, as soon as he had a pain anywhere, even 
though he was an officer and died the death of a hero. Our sex 
behaves differently about* it; it takes pain more patiently, we are 
the long-suffering, bom for pain, so to speak. Because, above all, 
we know the natural and healthy pain, the God-or^ained and 
sacred pain of childbirth, which is something absolutely peculiar 
to woman, something men are spared, or denied. Men — the fools ! 
— are horrified, to be sure, by our half-unconscious saeaming, and 
reproach themselves and clasp their heads in their hands; and, for 
all that we scream, we arc really laughiiig at them. When I biought 
you into the world, Anna, it was very bad. From the first pain 
it lasted thirty-six hours, and Tummler ran around the apartment 
the whole time ^ith his head in his hands, but despite everything 
it was a great festival of life, and I wasn’t screaming myself, it was 
screaming, it was a sacred ecstasy of pain. With Eduard, later, it 
wasB*t half so bad, but it would sdll have been more than mough 
for a man — our lords and masters would certainly want no part in 
it. Pains, you see, are usually the danger-signals by which Nature, 
alwa^ bmignant, warns that a disease is developing in the body 
— ^look sharp there, it means, something’s wrong, do something 
about it quick, not so iquch against the pain as against what the 

359 



STORIES OF A LIFETIME 


pain indicates. With us it can be like that too, and have that mean- 
ing, of course. But, as you know yoursdf, your abdominal pain 
before your periods doesn't have that meaning, it doesn't warn 
you of anything. It's a sport among the species of women's pains 
and as such it is honourable, that is how you must take it, as a 
vital function in the life of a woman. Always, so long as we are 
that — a woman, no longer a chiI4 and not yet an incapacitated 
old crone — ^always, over and over, there is an intensified welling 
up of the blood of life in our organ of motherhood, by which 
precious Nature prepares it to receive the fertilised egg, and if one 
is present, as,' after all, even in my long life, was the case only 
twice and with a long interval between, then our monthly doesn't 
come, and we are pregnant. Heavens, what a joyous surprise when 
it stopped the first time for me, thirty years ago ! It was you, my 
dear child, with whom I was blessed, and I still remember how I 
confided it to Tiinimler and, blushing, laid my face against his 
and said, very softly: ‘Robert, it's happened, all the signs point 
that way, and it’s my turn now, da is wat am kommen '" 

“Dearest Mama, please just do me the favour of not using 
dialect, it irritates me at the moment." 

“Oh, forgive me, darling— to irritate you now is the last thing 
I meant to do. It's only that, in iny blissful confusion, I really did 
say that to Tiimmler. And then -we arc talking about natural 
things, aren't we? — and, to my mind, Nature and dialect go 
together somehow, as Nature and the people go together — ^if I’m 
talking nonsense, correct me, you are so much cleverer than I am. 
Yes, you are clever, and, as an artist, you are not on the best of 
terms with Nature but insist on transposing her into concepts, 
into cubes and spirals, and, since we’re speaking of things going 
together, I rather wonder if they don’t go together too, your 
proud, intellectual attitude toward Nature, and the way she singles 
you out and sends you pains at your periods." 

“But, Mama,” said Anna, and could not help laughing, “you 
scold me for being intellectual, .and then propound absolutely 
unwarrantable intellectual theories yourself ! ” 

“If I can divert you a little with it, child, the most naive theory 
is good enough for me. But what 1 was saying about women’s 
natural pains I mean perfectly seriously, it should comfort you. 
Simply be happy and proud that, at thirty, you are in the full 
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power of your blood. Believe me, I would gladly put up with any 
kind of aMoniinal pains if it were still with me as it is with you. 
But unfortunately that is over for me, it has been growing more 
and more scanty and irr^lar, and for the last two months it 
hasn’t happened at all. Ah, it has ceased to be with me after the 
manner of women, as the Bible says, in reference to Sarah, I think 
— ^yes, it was Sarah, and then a miracle of fruitfulness was worked 
in her, but that’s only one of those edifying stories, I suppose — 
that sort of thing doesn^t happen any more today. When it has 
ceased to be with u§ after the manner of women, we are no longer 
women at all, but only the dried-up husk of a womln, worn out, 
useless, cast out of nature. My dear child, it is very bitter. With 
men, I believe, it usually doesn’t stop as long as they are alive. I 
know some who at eighty still can't let a woman alone, and 
Tiimmler, your father, was like that too — ^how I had to pretend not 
to see things even when he was a lieutenant<oloneI ! What is 
htty for a man? Provided he has a little temperament, fifty comes 
nowhere near stopping him from playing the lover, and many a 
man with grej'ing temples still makes conquests even among young 
girls. But we, take it all in aU, are given just thirty-five years to be 
women in our life and oul* blood, to be complete hiunan beings, 
and when we are fifty, we are superannuated, our capacity to 
breed expires, and, in Nature’s eyes, we .ire notbin|; but old 
rubbish !” 

To these bitter words of acquiescence in the ways of Nature, 
Anna did not answer as many women would dhubtless, and justi- 
fiably, have answered. She said : 

“How you talk, Mama, and how you revile and seem to want 
to reject the dignity that falls to the elderly woman when she has 
fulfilled her life, and Nature, which you love after all, translates 
her to a new, mellow condition, an honourable and more lovable 
condition, in which she still can give and be so much, both to her 
family and to those less close to her. You say you envy men 
becaiuw their sex life is less strjptly limited than a woman’s. But I 
doubt if that is really anything to be respected, if it is a r^on for 
envying them; and in any case all civilized peoples have always 
rendo^M the most exquisite honours to the matron, have even 
regarded her as sacred — ^and we mean to regard you as sacred in 
the dignity of your dear and charming old age.” 
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"Darling” — and Rosalie drew her daughter dose as th^ walked 
along — "you speak so beautifully and intdligraitly and well, 
despite your pains, for which I was trying to comfort you, and 
now you are comforting your foolish mother in her unworthy 
tribulations. But the dignity, and the resignation, are very hard, 
my dear child, it is very hard even for the body to find itsm in its 
new situation, that alone is ta'nSipnt enough. And when there are 
heart and mind besides, which would still rather not hear too 
much of dignity and the honourable estate of a matron, and rebd 
against the drying up of the body — that is when it really begins 
to be hard. The soul’s adjustment to the new constitution of the 
body is the hardest thing of all.” 

"Of course, Mama, I understand that very wdl. But consider ; 
body and soul are one; the psychological is no less a part of Nature 
than the physical; Nature takes in the psychological too, and you 
needn’t be afraid that your psyche can long remain* out of har- 
mony with the natural change in your body. You must regard 
the psychological as only an emanation of the physical; and if 
the poor soul thinks that she is saddled with the* all too difficult 
task of adjusting herself to the body’s changed life, she will soon 
see that she really has nothing to do but let the body have its 
way and do its work on herself too. For it is the body that moulds 
the soul, m accordance with its own condition.” 

Fraulein von Ttimmler had her reasons for saying this, because, 
about the time that her mother made the above confidence to her, 
a new face, an additional face, was very often to be seen at home, 
and the potentially embarrassing developments which were under 
way had not escaped Anna’s silent, apprehensive observation. 

The new face — ^which Anna found distressingly commonplace, 
anything but distinguished by intelligence — ^belonged to a young 
man named Ken Keaton, an American of about twenty-four whom 
the war had brought over and who had been staying in the city 
for some time, giving English lessons in one household oroaother 
or simply commandeered for English conversation (in exchange 
for a suitable fee) by the wives of rich industrialists. Eduard had 
heard of these activities toward Easter of his last year in school 
and had earnestly begged his mother to have Mr. Keaton teach 
him the rudiments of English a few afternoons a week. For though 
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his school ofFaed him a quantity of Gredc and Latin, and fortu- 
nately a sufficiency of mathematics as wdl, it offered no English, 
which, after all, seemed highly important for his future god. As 
soon as, one way or another, he had got through all those boring 
humanities, he wanted to attend the Polytechnic Institute and after 
that, so he planned, go to England for further study or perhaps 
straight to the El Dorado of technology, the United States. So he 
was happy and grateful when, respecting his clarity and firmness 
of purpose, his mother readily acceded to his wish; and his work 
with Keaton, Mondays, Wednesdays and Saturdays, gave him great 
satisfaction — ^because it served his purpose, of rourse,*but then too 
because it was fun to learn a new language right from the rudi- 
ments, like an abecedarian, beginning with a little primer : words, 
their often outlandish orthography, their most extraordinary pro- 
nunciation, which Ken, forming his I’s even deeper down in his 
throat than the Rhinelanders and letting his r’s sound from his 
gums unrolled, would illustrate with such drawn-out exaggeration 
that he seemed to be trying to make fun of his own mother tongue. 
“Serr-ew the top on ! ” he said. “I sllept like a top.” “Alfred is a 
tennis play-err. His shoulders are thirty inches brr-oaoadd.” 
Eduard could laugh, through the whole hour and a half of the 
lesson, at Alfred, the broad-shouldered tennis player, in whose 
praise so much was said with the greatest possible use or“though” 
and “thought” and “t.-ught” and “tough”, but he made very good 
progress, just because Ken, not being a learned pedagogue, used a 
free and easy method -in other words, improvisM on whatever the 
moment brought and, hammering away »egardless, through patter, 
slang, and nonsense, initiated hLs willing pupil into his own easy- 
going, humorous, efficient vernacular. 

Frau von Tiimmlcr attracted b)i the jollity that pervaded 
Eduard’s room, sometimes looked in on the young people and took 
some part in their profitable fun, laughed heartdy with them over 
“Alfred, the tennis play-err”, and found a certain resemblance 
betwcun him and her son’s yousg tutor, particularly in the matter 
of his shoulders, for Ken’s too were splendidly broad. He had, more- 
over, thick blond hair, a not particularly handsome though not 
unpleasant, guilelessly friendly boyish face, to which in these 
surroundings, however, a slight Anglo-Saxon cast of features lent 
a touch of the unusual; that he was remarkably well built was 
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apparent despite his loose, rather full clodies; widli his long l^s 
and narrow hips, he produced an impression of youthful strength. 
He had very nice hands, too, with a not too daborate ring on the 
Irft. His simple, perfectly unconstrained yet not rude manner, his 
comical German, which became as undeniably English-sounding in 
his mouth as the scraps of French and Italian that he knew (for he 
had visited several European cduRtries) — ^all this Rosalie found very 
pleasant; his great naturalness in partioilar prepossessed her in 
his favour, and now and again, and finally almost regularly, she 
invited him to stay for dinner after Eduard's, lesson, whether she 
had been prwent at it or not. In part her interest in him was due 
to her having heard that he was very successful with women. With 
this in mind, she studied him and found the rumour not incompre- 
hensible, though It was not quite to her taste when, having to 
eructate a little at table, he would put his hand over his mouth 
and say “Pardon me ! ’’ — which was meant for good manners, but 
which, after all, drew attention to the occurrence quite unneces- 
sarily. 

Ken, as he told them over dinner, had been*bom in a small 
town in one of the Eastern states, where his father had followed 
various occupations— broker, manager of a gas station — ^from time 
to time too he had made some money in the real-estate business. 
Ken had attendal high school, where, if he was to be believed, one 
learned nothing at aU — “by European standards", as he respect- 
fully added — after which, without giving the matter much 
thought, but merely with the idea of learning something more, he 
had entered a college in Detroit, Michigan, where he had earned 
his tuition by the work of his hands, as dishwasher, cook, waiter, 
campus gardener. Frau von Tiimmler asked him how, through all 
(hat, he had managed to keep such white, one might say 
aristocratic, hands, and he answored that, when doing rough work, 
he had always worn gloves — only a short-sleeved polo shirt, or 
nothing at all from the waist up, but always gloves. Most work- 
men, or at least many of them — construction workers, *for example 
— did that back home, to avoid getting homy proletarian hands, 
and they had hands like a lawyer's clerk, with a ring. 

Rosalie praised the custom, but Keaton differed. Custom? Hie 
word was too good for it, you couldn’t call it a “custom”, in the 
sense of the old European folk customs (he habitually said “Con- 
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tinental" for "European”). Such an old German folk custom, for 
example, as the "rod of hfe" — ^village lads gathering fresh birch 
and willow rods at Christmas or Easter and striking ("peppering” 
or "slashing”, they called it) the girls, and sometimes cattle and 
trees, with them to bring health and fertility — that was a 
"custom”, an ageold one, and it delighted him. When the pepper- 
ing or slashing took place in spring, it was called "Smack Easter”, 

The Tummlers had never heard of Smack Easter and were sur- 
prised at Ken’s knowledge of folklore. Eduard laughed at the “rod 
of hfe”, Anna mad|^ a face, and only Rosalie, in perfect agreement 
with their guest, showed herself delighted. Anyhow .lie said, it was 
something very different from wearing gloves at work, and you 
could look a long time before you found anything of the ..ort in 
America, if only because there were no villages there and the 
farmers were not farmers at all but entrepreneurs like everyone 
eke and had no "customs”. In general, despite being so unmistak- 
ably American in his entire manner and aitititde, he displayed 
very little attachment to his great country. He "didn’t care for 
America”; indeed, with its pursuit of the dollar and insensate 
church-going. Us worship of success and its colossal mediocrity, 
but, above aU, its lack of liistorical atmosphere, he found it really 
appalling. Of course, it had a history, but that wasn't "history”, 
it was simply a short, boring "success story”. Certainly* aside from 
Its enormous desc'ts, it had beautiful and magnificent landscapes, 
but there was "nothing behmd them”, while in Europe there was so 
much behind everything, particularly behind the cities, with their 
deep historical perspectives. American cities — ^he "didn’t care for 
them”. They were put up yesterday and might just as well be 
taken away tomorrow. The small ones were stupid holes, one look- 
ing exactly like another, and the big ones were horrible, inflated 
monstrosities, with museums full of bought-up European cultural 
treasures. Bought, of course, was better than stolen, but not much 
better, for, in certain places things dating from A.D. 1400 and 1200 
were as good as stolen. 

Ken’s ineverent chatter aroused laughter; they took him to 
task for it too, but he answered that what made him speak as he 
did precisely reverence, specifically a respect for perspective 
and atmosphere. Very early dates, a.d. 1100, 700, were his passion 
and his hobby, and at collie he had always been best at history— 
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at history and at athletics. He had long been drawn to Europe, 
where early dates were at home, and certainly, evai without the 
war, he would have worked his way across, as a sailor or dish- 
washer, simply to breathe historical air. But the war had come at 
jast the right moment for him; in 1917 he had immediately 
enlisted in the army, and all through his training he had been 
afraid that the war might end ibefore it brought him across to 
Europe. But he had made it — ^almost at the last minute he had 
sailed to France, jammed into a troop transport, and had even got 
into some real fighting, near Compiegne, from which he had 
carried away a wound, and not a light one, so that he had had to 
lie in hospital for weeks. It had been a kidney wound, and only 
one of his kidneys really worked now, but that was quite enough. 
However, he said, smiling, he was, in a manner of speaking, dis- 
abled, and he drew a small disability pension, which was worth 
more to him than the lost kidney. 

There was certamly nothing of the disabled veteran about him, 
Frau von Tiimmler observed, and he answered: “No, thank 
heaven, only a little cash ! ” 

On his release from the hospital, he had left the service, had been 
“honourably discharged” with a medal for bravery, and had stayed 
on for an indefinite time in Europe, which he found “wonderful” 
and where he revelled in early dates. The French cathedrals, the 
Italian campaniles, palazzi, and galleries, the Swiss villages, a place 
like Stein am Rhein — all that was “most delightful indeed”. And 
the wine everywhere, the bistros in France, the trattorie in Italy, 
the cosy Wirtshduser in Switzerland and Germany, “at the sign of 
the Ox”, “of the Moor”, “of the Star” — where was there anything 
like that in America? There was no wine there — ^just “drinks”, 
whisky and rum, and no cool pints of Elsasser or Tiroler or 
fohannisberger at an oak table in a historical taproom or a honey- 
suckle arbour. Good heavens! People in America simply didn’t 
know how to live. 

Germany ! That was the countryhe loved, though ho really had 
explored it very little and in fact knew only the places on the 
Bodensee, and of course — but that he knew really wdl — the Rhine- 
land, The Rhindand, with its charming, gay people, so amiable, 
especially when they were a bit “high”; with its venerable cities, 
full of atmosphere. Trier, Aachen, Coblenz, “Holy” Colognfr— 
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jtist try callias an Ammcan .city “holy” — ^“Holy Kansas City”, 
ha-ha ! The golden treasure, guarded by the nixies of the Missouri 
River — ^ha-ha-ha — “Pardon me!” Of Diisseidorf and its long hist- 
ory from Merovingian days, he knew more than Rosalie and hor 
children put together, and he spoke of Pepin the Short, of Barba- 
rossa, who budt the Imperial Palace at Rindhusen, and of the 
Salian Church at Kaiserswerth, whwre Henry IV was crowned I^g 
as a child, of Albert of Berg and John William of the Palatinate, 
and of many other things and people, like a professor. 

Rosalie said tha^ he could teach history too, just as well as 
English. There was too little demand, he replied. Oh,^ot at all, she 
protested. She herself, for instance, whom he had made keenly 
aware of how little she knew, would begin taking lessons from 
him at once. He would be “a little shy” about it, he confessed; in 
answer she expressed something that she had feelingly observed ; 
It was strange and to a certain degree painful that in life shyness 
was the rule between youth and age. Youth was reserved in the 
presence of age because it expected no imderstanding of its green 
time of life from age’s dignity, and age feared youth because, 
though admiring it whole-heartedly, simply as youth, age con- 
sidered it due to its dignit/to conceal its admiration under mockery 
and assumed condescension. 

Ken laughed, pleased and approving. Eduard rerairked that 
Mama really talked like a book, and Anna looked searchingly at 
her mother. She was decidedly vivacious in Mr. Keaton’s presence, 
unfortunately even a little affected at time^, she invited him 
frequently, and looked at him, evrai when he said “Pardon me” 
behind his hand, with an expression of motherly compassion which 
to Anna — ^who, despite the young man’s enthusiasm for Europe, 
his passion for dates like 700, and hj^ knowledge of all the time- 
honoured pothouses in Diisseidorf, found him totally uninteresting 
— appeared somewhat questionable in point of motherliness and 
made her not a little uncomfortable. Too often, when Mr. Keaton 
was to be present, her mother asked, with nervous apprehen.sion, 
if her nose was flushed. It was, though Anna soothingly denied ir. 
And if it wasn’t before he arrived, it flushed with unwonted 
violeifbe when she was in the young man’s company. But then her 
mother seemed to have forgotten all about it. 
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Anna saw rightly : Rosalie had begun to lose her heart to her 
son*s young tutor, without offering any resistance to the rapid 
budding of her feding, perhaps without being really aware of it, 
and in any case without making any particular effort to keep it a 
secret. Symptoms that in another woman could not have escaped 
her feminine observation (a cooing and exaggeratedly delighted 
laughter at Ken’s chatter, a so^lilul look followed by a curtaining 
ot the brightened eyes), she seemed to consider imperceptible in 
herself — if she was not boasting of her feeling, was not too proud 
of it to conceal it. 

The situation became perfectly clear to the suffering Anna one 
very summery, warm September evening, when Kai had stayed 
for dinner and Eduard, after the soup, had asked permission, on 
account of the heat, to take off his jacket. The young men, was 
the answer, must feel no constraint; and so Ken followed his pupil’s 
example. He was not in the least concerned that, whereas Eduard 
was wearing a coloured shirt with long sleeves, he had merely 
put on his jacket over his sleeveless white jersey and hence now 
displayed his bare arms — very handsome, rouncf, strong, white 
young arms, which made it perfectly comprehensible that he had 
been as good at athletics in college as at history. The agitation which 
the sight of them caused in the lady of the house, he was certainly 
far from nbticing, nor did Eduard have any eyes for it. But Anna 
observed it with pain and pity. Rosalie, talking and laughing 
feverishly, looked alternately as if she had been drenched with 
blood and frighteningly pale, and after every escape her fleeing 
eyes returned, under an irresistible attraction, to the young man’s 
arms and then, for rapt seconds, hngered on (hem with an expres- 
sion of deep and sensual sadness. 

Anna, bitterly resentful ok Ken’s primitive guilelessness, which, 
however, she did not entirely trust, drew attention, as soon as she 
found even a shred of an excuse, to the evening coolness, which 
was just beginning to penetrate through the open French window, 
and suggested, with a warning against catching cold, that the 
jackets be put on again. But Frau von Tiimmler terminated her 
evening almost immediately after dinner. Pretending a headache, 
she took a hurried leave or her guest and retired to her bedroom. 
'There she lay stretched on her couch, with her face hidden in her 
hands and btuied in the pillow, and, overwhelmed with shame, 
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terror, and bliss, confessed hep passion to herself. 

“Good God, I love him, yes, love him, as I have never loved, is 
it possible? Here I am, retired from active service, translated by 
Nature to the calm, dignified estate of matronhood. Is it not grotes- 
que that I should still give myself up to lust, as I do in my 
frightened, blissful thoughts at the sight of him, at the sight of 
his godlike arms, by which I insanely long to’ be embraced, at the 
sight of his magnificent chest, which, in wretchedness and rapture, 
I saw outlined under his jersey? Am I a shameless old woman? 
No, not shameless, Jlor I am ashamed in his presence, in the presence 
of his youth, and I do not know how I ought to hieet him and 
look him in the eyes, the ingenuous, friendly boy's eyes, which 
expect no burning emotion from me. But it is I who have been 
struck by the rod of life, he himself, all unknowing, has slashed 
me and peppered me with it, he has given me my Smack Easter ! 
Why did he have to tell us of it, in his youthful enthusiasm for 
old folk customs? Now the thought of the awakening stroke of 
his rod leaves my inmost being drenched, inundated with shame- 
ful sweetness. I desire him — have I ever desired before? Tiimmler 
desired me, when I was young, and I consented, acquiesced in his 
wooing, took him in mafriage in his commanding manhood, and 
we gave ourselves up to lust when he desired. This time it is I who 
desire, of my own will and motion, and I have cast my fiyes on him 
as a man casts his eyes on the young woman of his choice — this 
is what the years do, it is my age that does it and his youth. Youth 
is feminine, and age’s relationship to it is maschline, but age is not 
happy and confident in its desire, it is full of shame and fear before 
youth and before all Nature, because of its unfitness. Oh, there is 
much sorrow in prospect for me, for how can I hope that he will 
be pleased by my desire, and, if pleased, that he will consent to my 
wooing, as I did to Tiimmler’s. He is no girl, with his firm arms, not 
he — ^far from it, he is a young man, who wants to desire for him- 
self and who, they say, is very successful in that way with women. 
He has asjnany women as he. wants, right here in town. My soul 
writhes and screams with jealousy at the thought. He gives lessons 
in English conversation to Louise Pfingsten in Pempelforter Strasse 
and td Amalie Liitzenkirchen, whose husband, the pottery-manufac- 
turer, is fet, short-winded, and lazy. Louise is too tall and has a 
bad hairline, but she is only just thirty-eight ^d knows how to 
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give melting looks. Am^e is only a Jlittle older, and pretty, unfor- 
tunately she is pretty, and that fat husband of hers gives her every 
liberty. Is it possible that they lie in his arms, or at least one of 
them does, probably Amelie, but it might be that stick of a Louise 
at the same time — in those arms for whose embrace I long with a 
fervour that their stupid souls could never muster? That they enjoy 
his hot breath, his lips, his ha«l|s that caress their bodies? My 
teeth, still so good, and which have needed so little attention — 
my teeth gnash, I gnash them, when I think of it. My figure too is 
better than theirs, worthier than theirs to be caressed by his 
hands, and what tenderness 1 should offer him, what inexpressible 
devotion 1 But they are flowing springs, and I am dried up, not 
worth being jealous of any more. Jealousy, torturing, tearing, 
crashing jealousy! That garden party at the Rollwagens’ — the 
machine-factory Rollwagen and his wife — where he was invited 
too — ^wasn't it there that with my own eyes, which see everything, 
I saw him and Amelie exchange a look and a smile that almost 
certainly pointed to some secret between them ? Even then my heart 
contracted with choking pain, but I did not understand it, I did 
not think it was jealousy because I no longer supposed myself 
capable of jealousy. But I am, I unders'tand that now, and I do 
not try to deny it, no, I rejoice in my torments — there they are, 
in marvell6us disaccord with the physical change in me. The 
psychological only an emanation of the physical, says Anna, and 
the body moulds the soul after its own condition? Anna knows 
a lot, Anna know^ nothing. No, I will not say that she knows 
nothing. She has suffered, loved senselessly and suffered shame- 
fully, and so she knows a great deal. But that soul and body are 
translated together to the mild, honourable estate of matronnood 
— there she is all wrong, for {ihe does not believe in miracles, does 
not know that Nature can make the soul flower miraculously, 
when it is late, even too late — ^flower in love, desire, and jealousy, 
as I am experiencing in blissful torment. Sarah, the old grey crone, 
heard from behind the tent door wljat was still appoint^^i for her, 
and she laughed. And God was angry with her and said : Where- 
fore did Sarah laugh? I — I will not have laughed. I will believe 
in the miracle of my soul and my senses, I will reverb the 
miracle Natvue has wrought in me, this agonizing shy spring in 
my soul, and I will be shamefoced only before the blessing 
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of this late visitation. . . 

Thus Rosalie, coinmiuiing with herself, on that evening. After 
a night of violent restlessn&s and a few hours of deep morning 
sleep, her first thought on waking was of the passion that had 
smitten her, blessed her, and to deny which, to reject it on moral 
grounds, simply did not enter her head. The poor woman was 
enraptured with the survival in her soul of the ability to bloom 
in sweet pain. She was not particularly pious, and she left the 
Lord God our of the picture. Her piety was for Nature, and it 
made her admire atjd prize what Nature, as it were against herself, 
had worked in her. Yes, it was contrary to natural ^mliness, this 
flowering of her soul and senses; though it made her happy, it did 
not encourage her, it was something to be concealed, kept secret 
from all the world, even from her trusted daughter, but especially 
from him, her beloved, who suspected nothing and must sus- 
pect nothing — ^for how dared she boldly raise her eyes to his 
youth ? 

Thus into her relationship to Keaton there entered a certain 
submissiveness and humility which were completely absurd 
socially, yet which Rosalie, despite her pride in her feeling, was 
unable to banish from it, find which, on any clear-sighted observer 
— ^and so on Anna — ^produced a more painful effect than all the 
vivacity and excessive gaiety of her behaviour in the’beginning. 
Finally even Edua^’d noticed it, and there were moments when 
brother and sister, bowed over their plates, bit their Ups, while 
Ken, uncomprehendingly aware of the embarrassed silence, looked 
questioningly from one to another. Seeking counsel and enlighten- 
ment, Eduard took an opportunity to question his sister. 

“What's happening to Mama?” he asked. “Doesn’t she like 
Keaton any more?” And as Anna sgid nothing, the young man, 
making a wry face, added : “Or does she like him too much?” 

“What are you thinking of ?” was the reproving answer. “Such 
things are no concern of yours, at your age. Mind your mannars, 
and do n^ permit yourself j;o make unsuitable observations!” 
But she went on: he might reverently remind himself that his 
mother, as all women eventually must, was having to go through 
a perfod of difficulties prejudicial to her health and well-being. 

“Very new and instructive for me!” said the senior in school 
ironically; but the explanation was too general to suit him. Their 
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mother was sulfermg from something more specific, and even she, 
his- highly respected sister, was visibly suffering — ^to say nothing 
of his young and stupid sdf. But perhaps, young and stupid as he 
was, he could make himself useful by proposing the dismissal of 
his too attractive tutor. He had, he could tdl his mother, got 
enough out of Keaton; it was time for him to be ''honourably 
discharged” again. ‘ 

''Do so, dear Eduard,” said Anna, and he did. 

"Mama,” he said, "I think we might kop my English lessons, 
and the constant expense I have put you to for them. Thanks to 
your generosity, I have laid a good foundation, with Mr. Keaton’s 
help; and by doing some reading by myself I can see to it that it 
will not be lost. Anyway, no one ever really learns a foreign 
language at home, outside of the country where everybody speaks 
it and where one is entirely dependent on it. Once I am in England 
or America, .after the start you have generously given me, the rest 
will come easily. As you know, my final examinations are 
approaching, and there is none in English. Instead I must see to it 
that I don’t flunk the classical languages, and tliat requires con- 
centration. So the time has come — don’t you think? — to thank 
Keaton cordially for his trouble and in the most friendly way 
possible to dispense with his services.” 

''But Eduard,” Frau von Tiimmler answered at once, and indeed 
at first with a certain haste, ‘‘what you say surprises me, and I 
cannot say that I approve of it. Certainly, it shows great delicacy 
of feeling in you to wish to spare me further expendittue for this 
piupose. But (he purpose is a good one, it is important for your 
future, as you now see it, and our situation is not such that we 
cannot meet the expenses of language lessons for you, quite as 
well as we were able to meet those of Anna’s studies at the 
Academy. I do not understand why you want to stop halfway in 
your project to gain a mastery of the English language. It could 
be said, dear boy — ^please don’t take it in bad part — that you would 
be making me an ill return for the willingness with VHhith I met 
your proposal. Your final examinations — to be sure, they are a 
serious matter, and I understand that you will have to buckle 
down to your dassical languages, which come hard to you. But 
yotur English lessons, a few times a week — ^you don’t mean to teU 
me that th^ wouldn’t be more of a reaeation, a healthy distrac- 
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tion for you, than an additiomal strain. Besides — and now let me 
pass to the personal and human side of the matter — the rdation- 
ship between Ken, as he is called, or rather Mr. KeatOn, and our 
family has long since ceased to be such that we could say to him ; 
‘You’re no longer needed,’ and simply give him his marching 
orders. Simply announce: ‘Sirrah, you may withdraw.’ He has 
become a friend, almost a mmber of the family, and he would 
quite rightly be offend^ at such a dismissal. We should all fed 
his absence — ^Anna especially, I think, would be upset if he no 
longer came and qplivened our table with his intimate knowledge 
of the history of Dusseldorf, stopped telling us all abbut the quarrd 
over right of succession between the duchies of Jiilich and Cleves, 
and about Elector John William on his pedestal in the market 
place. You would miss him too, and so, in fact, should I. In short, 
Eduard, your proposal is well meant, but it is neither necessary 
nor, indeed, really possible. We had better leave things as they 
are* 

“Whatever you think best. Mama,” said Eduard, and reported 
his ill success to his sister, who answered : 

“I expected as much, my boy. After all, Mama has described the 
situation quite correctly,* and I saw much the same objections to 
your plan when you announced it to me. In any case, she is per- 
fectly right in saying that Keaton is pleasant compafly and uiat 
we should all regr-’t his absence. So just go on with him ” 

As she spoke, Eduard looked her in the face, which remained 
impassive; he shrugged his shoulders and left. Ken was waiting 
for him in his room, read a few pages of Emerson or Macaulay 
with him, then an American mysterj'' story, which gave than some- 
thing to talk about for the last half hour, and stay^ for dinner, to 
which he had long since ceased to bq expressly invited. His staying 
on afta lessons had become a standing arrangement; and Rosalie, 
on the recurring days of her untoward and timorous, shame- 
clouded joy, consulted with Babette, the houseke^a, over the 
menu, ordered a choice repij^t, provided a full-bodied Pfalzer or 
Riidesheimer, over which they would linger in the living-room ftar 
an hour after dinner, and to which she applied herself beyond her 
wont, so that she could look with betta courage at the object of 
her unreasonable love. But often loo the wine made her tired and 
desperate; and then whether she should stay and suffa in his sight 
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or retire and weqi over him in sdlit^de became a battle whidi she 
fought with varying results. 

October having brought the beginning of the social season, she 
also saw Keaton dsewhere than at her own house — ^at the Pfing- 
stens’ in Pempdforter Strasse, at t^e Liitzraikirchens’, at big recep- 
tions at Chief Enginfier RoUwagfn’s. On these occasions she sought 
and shunned him, fled the group he had joined, waited in another, 
talking mechanically, for him to come an9 bestow some notice on 
her, Imew at any moment where he was, lis{;pned for his voice 
amid the buzz of voices, and suffered horribly when she thought 
she saw signs of a secret understanding between him and Louise 
Pfingsten or Amdie Liitzenkirchen. Although the young man had 
nothing in particular to offer except his fine physique, his complete 
naturalness and friendly simplicity, he was liked and sought out 
in this circle, contentedly profited by the German weakness for 
everything foreign, and knew very well that his pronunciation of 
German, the childish turns of phrase he used in spiking it, made 
a great hit. Then, too, people were glad to speak English with him. 
He could dress as he pleased. He had no evening clothes; social 
usages, however, had for many years Been less strict, a diimer 
jacket was no longer absolutely obligatory in a box at the theatre 
or at an evening party, and even on occasions where the majority 
of the gentlemen present wore evening dress, Keaton was welcome 
in ordinary street clothes, his loose, comfortable apparel, the 
belted brown trousers, broivn shoes, and grey woollen jadket. 

Thus unceremoniously he moved through drawing-rooms, made 
himself agreeable to the ladies to whom he gave English lessons, 
as well as to those by whom he would gladly have been prevailed 
upon to do the same — at tabje first cut a piece of his meat, then 
laid his knife diagonally across the rim of his plate, let his left arm 
hang, and, managing his fork with the right, ate what he had 
made ready. He adhered to this custom because he saw that the 
ladies on either side of him and the gentleman opposite observed 
it with such great intorest. 

He was always glad to chat with Rosalie, whether in company 
or tete-a-tetc — ^not only because she was one of his sources of in- 
come but from a genuine attraction. For whereas her daughter’s 
cool intelligence and intellectual pretensions inspired fear in him. 
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the mother’s true-hearted womailiness impressed him sympa&eti* 
tally, and? without correctly reading her fedings (it did not opcur 
to him to do that), he allowed himself to bask in the \\prmth that 
radiated from her to him, took pleasure in it, and fdt little concern 
over certain concomitant signs of tension, oppression, and con- 
fusion, which he interpreted as expressions of European nervous- 
ness and therefore held in high jregard. In ^addition, for all her 
suffering, her appearance at this time acquired a conspicuous new 
bloom, a rejuvenescence, upon which she received many compli- 
ments. Her figme had always preserved its youthfulness, but what 
was so striking now was the light in her beautiful hrown eyes — a 
light which, if there was something feverish about it, neverthdess 
added to her charm — was her heightened colouring, quick to 
return after occasional moments of pallor, the mobility of featmre 
that characterized her face (it had become a litde fuller) in con- 
versations that inclined to gaiety and hence always enabled her to 
correct any involuntary expression by a laugh. A good deal of 
loud laughter was the rule at these convivial gatherings, for all 
partook liberally of the wine and punch, and what might have 
seemed eccentric in Rosalie’s manner was submerged in the general 
atmosphere of rdaxation? in which nothing caased much surprise. 
But how happy she was when it happened that one of the womm 
said to her, in Ken’s presence : “Darling, you are astonishing ! 
How ravishing you look this evening ! You eclipse the girls of 
twenty. Do teU me, what fountain of youth have you discovered?” 
And even more when her beloved corroborated ; “Right you are 1 
Frau von Tiimmler is perfectly delightful tonight.” She laughed, 
and her deep blush could be attributed to her pleasure in the flat- 
tery. She looked away from him, but she thought of his arms, and 
again she felt the same prodigious sweetness drenching, inundating 
her inmost being — it had been a frequent sensation these days, and 
other women, she thought, when they found her young, when they 
found her charming, must surely be aware of it. 

It was on one of these evenings, after the gathering had broken 
up, that she failed in her resolve to keep the secret of her heart, 
the illicit and painful but fascinating psychological miracle that 
had Ijefallen her, wholly to herself and not to reveal it even to 
Anna's friendship. An irresistible need for communication forced 
her to break the promise she had made to herself and to confide 
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in her brilliant daughter, not only because she yearned for under- 
standing S3mpathy but also from a wish that what Nature was 
bringing t^ pass in her should be understood and honoured as the 
remarkable human phenomenon that it was. 

A wet snow was falling; the two ladies had driven home through 
it in a taxicab about midnight. Rosalie was shivering. "Allow me, 
dear child,” she said; "to sit up another half-hour with you in your 
cosy bedroom. I am freezing, but my head is on fire, and sleep, I 
fear, is out of the question for some tun^. If you would make tea 
for us, to end the evening, it wouldn’t be a bad idea. That punch 
of the Rollwagens’ is hard on one. Rollwagen mixes it himsdf, but 
he hasn’t the happiest knack of it, pours a questionable orange 
cordial into the Moselle and then adds domestic champagne. 
Tomorrow we shall have terrible headaches again, a bad hang- 
over’. Not you, that is. You are sensible and don’t drink much. 
But I forget myself, chattering away, and don't notice that they 
keep filling my glass and think it is still the first. Yes, make tea for 
us, it's just the thing. Tea stimulates, but it soothes at the same 
time, and a cup of hot tea, taken at the right moment, wards off 
a cold. The rooms were fai too hot at the Rollwagens’ — ^at least, I 
thought so — ^and then the ioul weathet outdoors. Does it mean 
spring already? At noon today m the park I thought I really 
sniffed spring. But your silly mother always does that as soon as 
the shortest day has passed and the light mtreases agam. A good 
idea, tummg on the electric heater; there’s not much heat left here 
at this hour. My dear child, you know how to make us comfort- 
able and create just the right mtimate atmosphere for a little tete- 
d-t^te before we go to bed. You see, Anna, I have long wanted to 
have a talk with you, and — ^you are quite right — ^you have never 
denied me the opportunity. But there are things, child, to express 
which, to discuss which, requires a particularly intimate atmos- 
phere, a favourable hour, which loosens one’s tongue . . .” 

"What sort of things. Mama? I haven’t any cream to offer you. 
Will vou take a little lemon ? ” 

"Things of the heart, child, things of Nature, wonderful, mys- 
terious, omnipotoit Nature, who sometunes does such strange, 
contradictory, indeed incompreh^ible things to us. You knrow it 
too. Recently, my dear Anna, I have found myself thinkmg a great 
deal about your old— forgive me for referring to it — ^your affaire 
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de caur with Brunner, about .wdbt you went through th^, the 
suffering ujP* which you complained to me in an hour not unlike 
this, and which. In bitter self-reproach, you even calledfa shame', 
because, that is, of the shameful conflict in which your reason, 
your judgment, was engaged with your heart, or, if you prefer, 
with your senses.” 

“You are quite right to change the word. Mama. ‘Heart* is 
sentimental nonsense. It is inadmissible to say ‘heart* for some- 
thing that is entirely different. Our heart speaks truly only with 
the consent of our judgment and reason.” 

“You may well say so. For you have always been dn the side of 
unity and insisted that Nature, simply of hersdf, creates harmony 
between soul and body. But that you were in a state of dis- 
harmony then — that is, between your wishes and your judgment — 
you cannot deny. You were very young at the time, and your 
desire had no reason to be ashamed in Nature*s eyes, only in the 
eyes of your judgment, which called it debasing. It did not pass 
the test of your judgment, and that was your shame and your 
suffering. For you are proud, Anna, very proud; and that there 
might be a pride in feeling alone, a pride of feeling which denies 
that it has to pass the test* of anything and be responsible to any- 
thing— judgment and reason and even Nature herself — that you 
will not admit, and in that we differ. For to me the heart S supreme, 
and if Nature inspires feelings in it which no longer become it, 
and seems to create a contradiction between the heart and herself-— 
certainly it is painful and shameful, but the shaihe is only for one’s 
unworthiness and, at bottom, is sweet amazement, is reverence, 
before Nature and before the life that it pleases her to create in 
one whose life is done.” 

“My dear Mama,** replied Anna, “jpt me first of all decline the 
honour that you accord to my pride and my reason. At the time, 
they would have miserably succumbed to what you poetically call 
my heart if a merciful fate had not intervened; and when I think 
where my heart would have le^ me, I cannot but thank God that 
‘ I did not follow its desires. I am the last who would dare to cast a 
stone. However, we are not talking of me, but of you, and I will 
not decline the honour you accord me in wishing to confide in me. 
For that is what you wish to do, is it not? What you say indicates 
if, only you have spoken in such generalities that everything 
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remains dark, show me, please, hoiy I am to refer them to you and 
how I am to understand them ! *’ 

“What^^ should you say, Anna, if your mother, in her old age, 
were seized by an ardent feeling such as rightfully belongs only to 
potent youth, to maturity, and not to a withers womanhood?” 

“Why the conditional. Mama? It is quite obvious that you are 
in the state you describe. Y ou’r/? ifj love ? ” 

“The way you say that, my swdet child ! How freely and bravely 
and openly you speak the words which' would not easily come to 
my lips, and which I have locked up in me sq long, together with 
all the shanfcful joy and grief that they imply — ^have kept seaet 
from everyone, even from you, so closely that you really used to 
be startled out of your dream, the dream of your belief in your 
mother’s matronly dignity ! Yes, I’m in love, I love with ardour 
and desire and bliss and torment, as you once loved in yom youth. 
My feeling can as little stand the test of reason as yours could, and 
if I am even proud of the spring with which Nature has made my 
soul flower, which she has miraculously bestowed upon me, I yet 
suffer, as you once suffered, and I have been irresistibly driven to 
tell you all.” 

“My dear, darling Mama ! Then do tell me ! When it is so hard 
to speak, questions help. Who is it?” 

“It cannot but be a shattering surprise to you, my child. The 
young friend of the house. Your brother’s tutor.” 

“Ken Keaton?” 

“Yes.” 

“Ken Keaton. So that is it. You needn’t fear. Mother, that I shall 
begin exclaiming ‘Incomprehensible!’ — though most people 
would. It is so easy and so stupid to call a feeling incomprehensible 
if one cannot imagine onesqlf having it. And yet — ^much as I want 
to avoid hurting you — forgive my anxious sympathy for asking a 
question. You speak of an emotion inappropriate to your years, 
complain of entertaining feelings of which you are no longer 
worthy. Have you ever asked yoqrself if he, this young man, is 
worthy of your feelings ? ” 

“He — ^worthy? I hardly understand what you mean. I love, 
Anna. Of all the young men I have ever seen, Ken is thfe most 
magnificent.” 

“And that is why you love him. Shall we try revorsing the 
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positions of cause and effect and perhaps get them in their proper 
places by mhng so? May it not be that he only seems so magni- 
ficent to you because you are . . . because you love him ? 

“Oh, my child, you separate what is inseparable. Here in my 
heart my love and his magnificence are one.” 

“But you are suffering, dearest, best Mama, and I shordd be so 
infinitely glad if I could help you, Ceuld you not try, for a moment 
— just a moment of trying it might do you good — not to see him 
in the transfiguring light of your love, but by plain daylight, in 
his reality, as the nice, attractive — that I will grant you ! — ^attrac- 
tive lad he is, but who, such as he is, in and for himself, has so little 
to inspire passion and suffering on his account ? ” 

“You mean well, Anna, I know. You would like to help me, 
1 am sure of it. But it cannot be accomplished at his expense, by 
your doing him an injustice. And you do him injustice with your 
‘daylight,’ which is such a false, misleading light. You say that he 
is nice, even attractive, and you mean by it that he is an average 
human being with nothing unusual about him. But I tell you he is 
an absolutely exceptional human being, with a life that touches 
one's heart. Think of his simple background — how, with iron 
strength of w'ill, he worked his way through college, and excelled 
all his fellow students in history and athletics, and how he then 
hastened to his country’s call and behaved so well as a sfildier that 
he was finally ‘honourably discharged’ . . 

“Excuse me. Mama, but that is the routine procedure for every- 
one who doesn’t actually do something dishonourable.” 

“Everyone. You keep harping on his averageness, and, in doing 
so, by calling him, if not directly, then by implication, a simple- 
minded ingenuous youngster, you mean to talk me out of him. 
But you forget that ingenuousness cjn be something noble and 
victorious, and that the background of his ingenuousness is the 
great democratic spirit of his immense country. . . .” 

“He doesn't like his country in the least.” 

“And for.4hat very reason hg is a true son of it; and if he loves 
’ Europe for its historical perspectives and its old folk customs, that 
does him honour too, and sets him apart from the majority. And 
he gave his blood for his cotmtry. Every soldier, you say, is 
TionouraWy discharged’. But is every soldier given a medal for 
bravery, a Purple Heart, to show that the heroism with which he 
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flung himsdif on the enemy c(£t him a wound, perhaj)s a serious 
one?'* 

“My d^ar Mama, in war, I think, one man catches it and another 
doesn’t, one falls and another escapes, without its having much to 
do with whether he is brave or not. If somebody has a leg blown 
off or a kidney shoj: to pieces, a medal is a sop, a small compensation 
for his misfortune, but in general it is no indication of any 
particular bravery.” , 

"In any case, he sacrificed one of his kidn^s on the altar of his 
fatherland !” 

"Yes, he fiad that misfortune. And, thank heaven, one can at a 
pinch make do with only one kidney. But only at a pinch, and it 
is a lack, a defect, tiie thought of it does rather detract from the 
magnificence of his youth, and in the common light of day, by 
which he ought to be seen, does show him up, despite his good — 
or let us say normal — ^appearance, as not really complete, as dis- 
abled, as a man no longer perfectly whole.” 

"Good God — Ken no longer complete, Ken not a whole man ! 
My poor child, he is complete to the point of magflificence and can 
laugh at the lack of a kidney — ^not only in his own opinion, but in 
everyone’s — that is, in the opinion of all the women who are 
after him, and in whose company he seons to find his pleasure ! 
My dear, "good, clever Anna, don’t you know why, above all other 
reasons, I have confided in you, why I began this conversation? 
Because I wished to ask you — and I want your honest opinion — if, 
from your observation, you believe that he is having an affair with 
Louise Pfingsten, or with Amelie Liitzenkirchen, or perhaps with 
both of them — ^for which, I assure you, he is quite complete 
enough ! That is what keeps me suspended in the most agonizing 
doubt, and I hope very murh that I shall get the truth from you, 
for you can look at things more calmly, by daylight, so to 
speak ” 

“Poor, darling Mama, how you torture yourself, how you suffer 1 
It makes me so unhappy. But, to {•nswer you : I doi^t think so — 
of course, I know very little about his life and have not felt called 
upon to investigate it — but I don’t think so, and I have never 
heard anyone say that he has the sort of rdationship you sus{>ect, 
either with Rau Pfingsten or Frau Lutzaikirchen. ^ please be 
reassured, I beg of you ! ” 
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“God^ant, dear child, that ylu are not simply saying it to 
comfort me 'And pour balm on my wound, out of pity ! But pity, 
don’t you see, evoi though perhaps I am seeking it froii you, is' 
not in place at aU, for I am happy in my torment and s^me and 
filled with pride in the flowering spring of pain in my soul — 
remember that, child, even if I seem to be begging for pity !” 

“I don’t feel that you are begging But in sucli a case the happi- 
ness and pride are so closely allied with the suffering that, inde^, 
they are identical with it, and even if you looked for no pity, it 
would be your due irom those who love you and who wish for 
you that you would take pity on yourself and try to free yourself 
from this absurd enchantment. . . . Forgive my words; they are 
the wrong ones, of course, but I cannot be concerned over words. 
It is you, darling, for whom I am concerned and not only since 
today, not only since your confession, for which I am grateful to 
you. You have kept your secret locked within you with great self- 
control; but that there has been some secret, that, for months now, 
you have been in some peculiar and crucial situation, could not 
escape those who love you, and they have seen it with mixed 
feelings.” 

“To whom do you refer by your ‘they’ ? ” 

“I am speaking of myself. You have changed strikingly in these 
last weeks. Mama — I mean, not changed, I’m not puttir^ it right, 
you are still the same, and if I say ‘changed’, I mean that a sort of 
rejuvenescence has come over you — but that too isn't the right 
word, for naturally it can’t be a matter of any actual, demonstrable 
rejuvenescence in your charming person. But to my eyes, at 
moments, and in a certain phantasmagoric fashion, it has been as 
if suddenly, out of your dear matronly self, stepped the Mama of 
twenty years ago, as I knew her when#I was a girl — and even that 
was not all, I suddenly thought I saw you as I had never seen you, 
as you must have looked, that is, when you were a girl yoinself. 
And this hallucination — if it was a mere hallucination, but there 
was somethisig real about it too — ^should have delighted me, should 
have made my heart leap with pleasure, should it not? But it 
didn’t, it only made my heart heavy, and at those very moments 
when you grew young before my eyes, I pitied you terribly. For 
at the same time I saw that you were suffering, and that the phan- 
tasmagoria to whidi I refer not only had to do with your suffering 
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but was actually the expression of it, its manifestation, a ‘flowering 
spring of pain’, as you just expressed it. Dear Mama, now did you 
happen t|s> use such an expression? It is not natural to you. You 
are a simple being, worthy of all love; you have sound, clear eyes, 
you let them look into Nature and the world, not into books — 
you have never read much. Never before have you used expressions 
such as poets create, such lugi^jirious, sickly expressions, and if 
you do it now, it has a tinge of ” 

“Of what, Anna ? If poets use such expressions it is because they 
need them, because emotion and experience force them out of them, 
and so it is, 'siuely, with me, though you think them unbecoming 
in me. You arc wrong. They are becoming to whoever needs them, 
and he has no fear of them, because they are forced out of him. 
But your hallucination, or phantasmagoria — ^whatever it was that 
you thought you saw in me — I can and will explain to you. It was 
the work of his youth. It was my soul’s struggle to match his 
youth, so that it need not perish before him in shame and 
disgrace.” 

Anna wept. Tliey put their arms around each other, and their 
tears mingled. 

“That too,” said the lame girl with an effort, “what you have 
just said, dear heart, that too is ol a piece with the strange expres- 
sion you Used, and, like that, coming from your lips, it has a ring 
of destruction. This accursed seizure is destroying you, I see it with 
my eyes, I hear it in your speech. We must check it, put a stop to 
it, save you from It, at any cost. One forgets. Mama, what is out of 
one’s sight. All that is needed is a decision, a saving decision. The 
young man must not come here any longer, we must dismiss him. 
That is not enough. You see him elsewhere when you go out. Very 
well, we must prevail upon him to leave the city. I will take it 
upon myself to persuade him. I will talk to him in a friendly way 
point out to him that he is wasting his time and himself here, that 
he has long since exhausted Diisseldorf and should not hang 
around here for ever, that Diisseldprf is not Germany^of which he 
must see more, get to know it better, that Munich, Hamburg, 
Berlin are there for him to sample, that he must not let himself be 
tied down, must live in one place for a time, then in another, until, 
as is his natural duty, he returns to his own country and takes up 
a regular profession, instead of playing the invalid language- 
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teacher Jjgte in Europe. I’ll soon iAipress it upon him. And if he 
declines andTnsists on sticking to Diisseldorf, where, after all, he 
has connections, we will go away ourselves. We will gb/j ^ up our ‘ 
house here and move to Cologne or Frankfurt or to some lovely 
place in the Taunus, and you wiU leave here behind you what has 
been torturing you and trying to destroy you, and with the hdp 
of 'out of sight', you will forget. jDut of sight — it is all that 
is needed, it is an infallible remedy, for there is no such thing as 
not being able to forget. You may say it is a disgrace to forget, but 
people do forget, depend upon it. And in the Taunus you will 
enjoy your beloved Nature and you will be our old dal-ling Mama 
again.” 

Thus Anna, with great earnestness, but how unavailingly ! 

“Stop, stop, Anna, no more of this, I cannot listen to what you 
are saying ! You weep with me, and your concern is affectionate 
indeed, but what you say, your proposals, are impossible and 
shocking to me. Drive him away? Leave here ourselves? How far 
your solicitude has led you astray ! You speak of Nature, but you 
strike her in the face with your demands, you want me tdi strike 
her in the face, by stifling the spring of pain with which she has 
miraculously blest my souf! What a sin that would be, what 
ingratitude, what disloyalty to her, to Nature, and what a denial 
of my faith in her beneficent omnipotence ! You remeiflber how 
Sarah sinned? She laughed to herself behind the door and said: 
‘After I am waxed old shall I have pleasure, my lord being old 
also?’ But the Lord God was angry and said : ‘Wherefore did Sarah 
laugh?’ In my opinion, she laughed less on account of her own 
withered old age than because her lord, Abraham, was likewise so 
old and stricken in years, already ninety-nine. And what woman 
could not but laugh at the thought qf indulging in lust with a 
ninety-nine-year-old man, for all that a man’s love life is less 
strictly limited than a woman’s. But my lord is young, is youth 
itself, and how much more easily and temptingly must the thought 
come to me— iOh. Anna, my loyjl child. I indulge in lust, sham^ul 
and grievous lust, in my blocd, in my wishes, and I cannot give it 
up. cannot flee to the Taunus, and if you persuade Ken to go — ^I 
believe 1 should hate you to my dying day ! ” 

Great was the sorrow with which Anna listened to these un- 
restrained, frorzied words. 
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“Dearest Mauia,” said she ih a, strained voice, “you greatly 
excited. What you need now is rest and sleep. Takc^enty drops 
of vale!?l||n in water, or even twenty-five. It is a harmless remedy 
and often very helpful. And rest assured that, for my part, I will 
undertake nothing that is opposed to your feeling. May this assur- 
ance help to bring you the peace of mind which, above all things, 
I desire for you ! If I spoke slantingly of Keaton, whom I respect 
as the object of your afl^ection, though I cannot but curse him as the 
cause of your suffering, you will understand that I was only trying 
<0 see if it would not restore your peace of mind. I am infinitely 
grateful for'your confidence, and I hope, indeed I am sure, that by 
talking to me you have somewhat lightened yotir heart. Perhaps 
this conversation was the prerequisite for your recovery — mean, 
for your restored peace of mind. Your sweet, happy heart, so dear 
to us all, will find itself again. It loves in pain. Do you not think 
that — let us say, in time — ^it could learn to love without pain and 
in accordance with reason? Love, don't you see? — “ (Anna said 
this as she solicitously led her mother to her bedroom, so that she 
could herself drop the valerian into her glass) *love-— how many 
things it is, what a variety of feelings are included in the word, 
and yet how strangely it is always love ! A mother’s love for her 
son, for instance-— 1 know that Eduard is not particularly close to 
you- -but that love can be very heartfelt, very passionate, it can 
be subtly yet clearly distinguished from her love for a child of her 
own sex, and yet not for an instant pass the bounds of mother love. 
How would it bfe if you were to take advantage of the fact that 
Ken could be your son, to make the tenderness you feel for him 
maternal, let it find a permanent place, to your own benefit as 
mother love?” 

Rosalie smiled through her tears. 

“And thus establish the proper understanding between body 
and soul, I take it?” she jest^ sadly. "My dear child, the demands 
that I make on your intelligence ! How I exhaust it and misuse it ! 
It is wrong of me, for I trouble you to no purpose. Mother love — 

it is something like the Taunus all over again Perhaps I’m not 

expressing myself quite clearly now? I am dead tired, you are 
right about that. Thank you, darling, for your patience, your sym- 
pathy 1 'Thank you too for respecting Ken for the sake of what 
you call my affection. And don’t hate him at the same time, as 1 
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should have to hate you if you drove him away ! He is Nature’s 
means dHii«i;kmg her miracle in*my soul.” 

Anna left her. A week passed, during which Ken Kefton twice 
dined at tire Tiimmlers’. The first time, an elderly couple from Duis- 
burg were present, relatives of Rosalie’s; the woman was a cousin 
of hers. Anna, who well knew that certain relationships and emo- 
tional tensions inevitably emanate an aura that is obvious, 
particularly to those wh* are in no way involved, observed the 
guests keenly. Once or twice she saw Rosalie’s cousin look wondar- 
ingly first at Keaton* then at the hostess; once she ev^ detected a 
smile under the husband’s moustache. That evening she also 
observed a diffaence in Ken’s behaviour toward ha raotha, a 
quizzical change and readjustment in his reactions, observed too 
that he would not let it pass when, laboriously enough, she pre- 
tended not to be taking any particular notice of him, but forced 
ha to direct ha attention to him. On the saond occasion no one 
else was present. Frau von Tummler indulged in a scurrilous pa- 
formance, directed at her daughta and inspired by her recent 
convasation with her, in which she mocked at certain of Anna’s 
counsels and at the same* time turned the travesty to her own 
advantage. It had come out that Ken had been very much on the 
town the previous night — ^with a few of his cronies, an,art-school 
student and two sous of manufacturas, he had gone on a pub- 
aawl that had lasted imtil morning, and, as might have been 
expected, had arrived at the Tiimmlers’ with a “fijst-class hangover” 
as Eduard, who was the one to let out the story, expressed it. At 
the end of the evening, when the good-nights wae being said, 
Rosalie gave ha daughta a look that was at once excited and 
aafty — ^indeed, kept her eyes fixed on ha for a moment as she held 
the young man by the lobe of his ear arfd said : 

"And you, son, take a saious word of reproof from Mama 
Rosalie and undastand hereafter that ha house is open only to 
people of decent behaviour and not to night-owls and disabled 
bea-swillers' who are hardly ifp to speaking German or even to 
keeping their eya open ! Did you hear me, you good-for-nothing? 
Mend your ways 1 If bad boys tempt you, don’t listen to than, and 
from now on stop playing so fast and loose with your health ! 
Will you mend your ways, will you?” As she spoke, she kept 
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tugging at his ear, and Ken yi^ded to the slight puli in an exag- 
gerated way, pretended that the punishment was ext»^idinarily 
painful and writhed under her hand with a most pifiable grimace, 
which slewed his fine white teeth. His face was near to hers, and 
speaking directly into it, in all its nearness, she went on : 

‘'Because if you do it again and don’t mend your ways, you 
naughty boy. I’ll Jbanish you from the city — do you know that? 
I’ll send you to some quiet \ikce in the Taunus where, though 
Nature is very beautiful, there are no. temptations and you can 
teach the farmers’ children English. This time, go and sleep it off, 
you scamp !” And she let go of his ear, took^eave of the nearness 
of his face, gave Anna one more pale, crafty look, and left. 

A week later something extraordinary happened, which 
astonished, touched, and perplexed Anna von Tiimmler in the 
highest degree — ^perplexed her because, though she rejoiced in it 
for her mother’s sake, she did not know whether to regard it as 
fortunate or unfortunate. About ten o’clock in the morning the 
chambermaid brought a message asking her to see the mistress in 
her bedroom. Since the little family breakfasted separately — Eduard 
first, then Anna, the lady of the house last — she had not yet seen 
her mother that day. Rosalie was lying on the chaise-longue in her 
bedroom, covered with a light cashmere shawl, a little pale, but 
with her nose flushed. With a smile of rather studied languor, she 
nodded to her daughter as she came stumping in, but said nothing, 
so tliat Anna was forced to ask : 

“What is it. Mama ? You aren’t ill, are you ? ‘ 

“Oh no, my child, don’t be alarmed. I’m not ill at all. I was very 
much tempted, instead of sending for you, to go to you myself 
and greet you. But I am a little in need of coddling, rest seems to be 
indicated, as it sometimes is for us women.’’ 

“Mama ! What do you mean ?’’ 

Then Rosalie sat up, flung her arms around her daughter’s neck, 
drew her down beside her onto the edge of the chaise-longue, and, 
cheek to cheek with her, whispered in her ear, quicMy, blissfully, 
all in a breath : 

“Victory, Anna, victory, it has come back to me, come back to 
me after such a long interruption, absolutely naturally and just as 
it should be for a mature, vigorous woman ! Dear child, what a 
miracle ! What a miracle great, beneficent Nature has wrought in 
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me, how she has blessed my faith! For I believed, Anna, and did 
not laugnr^ti so now kind Natwe rewards me and takes back 
what she seemed to have done to my body, she proves tha^t was a 
mistake and re-establishes harmony between soul and l^y, but 
not in the way that you wished it to happen. Not with the soul 
obediently letting the body act upon it and translate it to 
the dignmed estate of matronhood, but the other way around, the 
other way around, dear child, with* the soul proving herself mis- 
tress over the body. Congratulate me, darling, there is reason for 
it ! I am a woman again, a whole human being again, a function- 
ing female, I can feel worthy of the youthful manhood that has 
bewitched me, and no longer need lower my eyes before it with a 
feehng of impotence. The rod of life with which it struck me has 
reached not my soul alone but ray body too and has made it a 
flowing fountain again. Kiss me, my darling child, call me blessed, 
as blessed I am, and, with me, praise the miraculous power of great, 
beneficent Nature ! ” 

She sank back, closed her eyes, and smiled contentedly, her nose 
very red. 

“Dear, sweet Mama,” said Anna, willing enough to rejoice 
with her, yet sick at hearty “this is truly a great, a moving event, 
it testifies to the richness of your nature, which was already evi- 
dent in the freshness of your feeling and now gives that feding 
such power over your bodily functions. As you see, I am entirely 
of your opinion — that what has happened to you physically is 
psychological in origin, is the product of your youthfully strong 
feeling. "Whatever I may at times have said about such things, you 
must not think me such a Philistine that I deny the psychological 
any power over the physical and hold that the latter has the last 
word in the relationship between them. Each is dependent upon the 
other — that much even I know about*Nature and its unity. How- 
ever much the soul may be subject to the body’s circumstances — 
what the soul, for its part, can do to the body often verges on the 
miraculous, ^nd yovu: case is one of the most splendid examples of 
it. Yet, permit me to say that^this beautiful, animating evait, of 
which you are so proud — and rightly, you may certainly be proud 
of it— ^on me, constituted as I am, it does not make the same sort 
of impression that it makes on you. In my opinion, it does not 
change things much, my best of mothers, and it does not appred- 
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ably increase my admiration for your nature- -or for Nature in 
general. Clubfooted, ageing spinster that 1 am, 1 have &as!y reason 
no^ to ^ttach much importance to the physical Vour neshness 
of feeling^ precisely in contrast to your physical age, seemed to me 
splendid enough, enough of a triumph — it almost seemed to me a 
purer victory of the soul than what has happened now, than this 
transformation of the indestructible youth of your heart into an 
organic phenomenon.” 

“Say no more, my poor child ! What you call my freshness of 
feeling, and now insist that you enjoyed, you represented to me, 
more or less bluntly, as sheer folly, through which I was making 
myself ridiculous, and you advisra me to retreat into a motherly 
dowagerhood, to make my feeling maternal Wdl, it would have 
been a little too early for that, don’t you think so now, my pet? 
Nature has made her voice heard against it. She has made my 
feeling her concern and has unmistakably shown me that it need 
not be ashamed before her nor before the blooming young man- 
hood which is its object. And do you really mean to say that does 
not change things much ? ” 

“What I mean, my dear, wonderful Mama, is certainly not that 
I did not respect Nature’s voice. Nor, above all things, do I wish 
to spoil your joy in her decree. You cannot think that of me. When 
1 said that what had happened did not change things much, 1 was 
referring to outward realities, to the practical aspects of the situa- 
tion, so to speak. When I advised you — when I fondly wished that 
you might conquer yourself, that it might not even be hard for 
you to confine your feeling for the young man— forgive me for 
speaking of him so coolly — ^for our friend Keaton, rather, to 
maternal love, my hope was based on the fact that he could be 
your son. That fact, you will agree, has not changed, and it cannot 
but determine the relationship betweoi you on either side, on your 
side and on his too.” 

“And on his too. You speak of two sides, but you mean only 
his. You do not believe that he could love me except, at best, as a 
son?” 

“I will not say that, dearest and best Mama.” 

“And bow could you say it, Anna, my true-hearted xhild I 
Remember, you have no right to, you have not the necessary auth- 
ority to judge in matters of love. You have little perception in that 
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realm, ^ause you gave up earl^ dear heart, aud turned your 
eyes away*&:om such things. Inteilm oiSFered you a substitute for 
Nature — good for you, that is all very fine ! But howgcan you. 
undertake to judge and to condemn me to hopelessness? ^ou have 
no power of observation and do not see what I see, do not perceive 
the signs which indicate to me that his feding is ready to respond 
to mine. Do you mean to say that at such moments he is only 
trifling with me? Would you ratlfer consider him insolent and 
heartless than to grant me4he hope that his feeling may correspond 
to mine? What would be so extraordinary in that? For all your 
aloofness from love, you cannot be unaware that a young man very 
often prefers a mature woman to an inexperienced girl, to a silly 
little goose. Naturally, a nostalgia for his mother may entci in — 
as, on the other hand, maternal feelings may play a part in an 
elder woman’s passion for a young man. But why say this to you? 
I have a distinct impression that you recently said something very 
like it to me.” 

"Really? In any case, you are right. Mama, I agree with you 
tompletdy in what you say.” 

“Then you must not call me past hope, espedally today, when 
Nature has recognized my ^eehng. You must not, despite my grey 
hair, at which, so it seems to me, you arc looking. Yes, unfortu- 
nately I am quite grey. It was a mistake that I didn’t b^in dyeing 
my hair long ago. I can’t suddenly start now, though Nature has 
to a certain extent authorized me to. But I can do something for 
my face, not only by massage, but also by using a little rouge. I 
don’t suppose you children would be shocked? " 

"Of course not. Mama! Eduard will never notice, if you go 
about it a little disaeetly. And I . . . though 1 think that artifi- 
ciality will not go too well with your deep feding for Nature, 
why, it is certainly no sm against Nature to help her out a little 
in such an accepted fashion.” 

"So you agree with me? After all, the thing is to prevent a fond- 
ness for being mothered from playing too large a part, from pre- 
dominating, in Ken’s feeling. That would be contrary to my hopes. 
Yes, dear, loyal child, this heart — ^I know that you do not like 
talking and hearing about the ‘heart’ — ^but my heart is swollen 
with pride and joy, with the thought of how very differently I 
shall meet his youth, with what a different self-confidence. Your 
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mother’s heart is swolloi with happiness and life !” 

“How beautiful, dearest Ma^/na-! And how chaimingp’^ft you to 
let me ^tste in your great happiness ! I share it, share it from my 
heart, y^u cannot doubt it, even if I say that a certain concern 
intrudes even as I rejoice with you — ^that is very hke me, isn’t it? 
— certain scruples — practical scruples, to use the word which, for 
want of a better, J used before. You speak of yoiur hope, and of all 
that justihes you in entertaiifihg it — ^in my opinion, what justifies 
it above all is simply your own lovable self. But you fail to define 
your hope more precisely, to tell me what its goal is, what expres- 
sion it expects to find in the reality of life, fe it yotn intention to 
marry again? To make Ken Keaton our stepfather? To stand 
before the altar with him? It may be cowardly of me, but as the 
difference in your ages is equivalent to that between a motha and 
her son, I am a little afraid of the astonishment which such a step 
would arouse.’’ 

Frau von Tummler stared at her daughter. 

“No,” she answered, “the idea is new to me, and if if will calm 
your apprehensions, I can assure you that I dg not entertain it. 
No. Anna, you silly thing, I have no intention of giving you and 
Eduard a twenty-foxn-year-old stepfather. How odd of you to speak 
so stiffly and piously of ‘standing before the altar’ !’’ 

Anna remained silent; her eyelids lowered a little, she gazed 
past her mother into space. 

“Hope — ’’ said her mother, “who can dehne it, as you want me 
to? Hope is hope — how can you expect that it will inquire into 
practical goals, as you put it? What Nature has granted me is so 
beautiful that I can only expect something beautiful from it, but 
I cannot tell you how I think that it will come, how it will be 
realized, and where it will lead. That is what hope is like. It simply 
doesn’t think— least of all about ‘standing before the altar’.’’ 

Anna’s lips were slightly twisted. Between them she spoke softly, 
as if involuntarily and despite herself : 

“That would be a comparativdy reasonable idea.’’ 

FrauvonTummlerstaredinbewillermaitat her crij^pled daughter 
— ^who did not look at her — and tried to read her expression. 

“Anna !’’ she cried softly. “What are you thinking, what does 
this behaviour mean? Allow me to say that I simply don’t recog- 
nize you 1 Which of us, I ask you, is the artist — or you? I should 
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never h^ye thought that you could be so far behind your motha: 
in broad-miniedness — ^and not only bdiind her, but behind the 
times and its freer manners ! In your art you are so advanced aSid 
profess the very latest thing, so that a simple person lilfc myself 
tan scarcely follow you. But morally you seem to be living God 
knows when, in the old days, before the war. After all, we have 
the republic now, we have freedom, and ideas have changed very 
much, toward informality, toward *laxity, it is apparent every- 
where, even in the smallest things. For example, nowadays young 
men consider it goo^ form to let their handkerchiefs, of which 
you used to see only a little corner protruding from the breast 
pocket, hang far out — why, they let them hang out like flags, half 
the handkerchief; it is clearly a sign, even a conscious declara'ion, 
of a republican relaxation of manners. Eduard lets his handker- 
chief hang out too, in the way that is the fashion, and 1 see it with 
a certain satisfaction.” 

“Your observation is very fine, Mama. But I think that, in 
Fduard’s case, your handkerchief symbol is not to be taken too 
personally. You yourself often say that the young man — ^for such 
by this time he has really become— is a good deal like our father, 
the lieutenant-colond. Perhaps it is not quite tactful of me to bring 
Papa into our conversation and oiu: thoughts at the moment. And 
yet ” 

“Anna, your father was an excellent officer and he fell on the 
field of honour, but he was a rake and a Don Juan to the very end. 
the most stnking example of the clastic limits of a man’s sexual 
life, and I constantly had to shut both eyes on his account. So I 
cannot consider it particularly tactless that you should refer to 
him.” 

“AH the better. Mama — if I may say so. But Papa was a gentle- 
man and an officer, and he lived, despite all that you call his rakish- 
ness, according to certain concepts of honour, which mean very 
little to me, but many of which Eduard, I believe, has inherited. 
He not onljfr resembles his father outwardly, in figure and 
features. In certain circumstan€es, he will involuntarily react in 
his father’s fashion.” 

“Which means— in what circumstances ? ” 

“Dear Mama, let me be perfectly frank, as we have always been 
with each other! It is certainly conceivable that a relationship 
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such as you vagudy anticipate between Ken Keaton and.yoursdf 
could rmain completdy conc&Ied and unknown tp'SdSety. How- 
ever, what with your deUghtful impulsiveneness and your 
charmiog inability to dissimulate and bury the secrets of your 
heart, I have my doubts as to how wdl it could be carried off. Let 
some young whipper-snapper make mocking allusions to our 
Eduard, give him' to understand that it is known that his mother 
is — ^how do people put it?-^eading a loose hfe, and he would 
strike him, he would box the fdlow’s fears, and who knows what 
dangerous kind of official nonsense might result from his 
chivalry?” . 

“For heaven’s sake, Anna ! What things you imagine ! You 
are excruciating. 1 know you are doing it out of solicitude, but it 
is crud, your solicitude, as cruel as small children condemning 
their mother. . . .” 

Rosalie cried a little. Anna helped her to dry her tears, affection- 
aldy guiding the hand in which she held her handkerchief. 

“Dearest, best Mama, forgive me ! How reluctant I am to hurt 
you ! But you — don’t talk of children condemning ! Do you think 
I would not look — no, not tolerantly, that sounds too suparcilious 
— ^but reverently, and with the tendercst concern, on what you are 
determined to consider your happiness? And Eduard — I hardly 
know how I happened to speak of him — it was just because of his 
republican han&erchief. It is not a question of us, nor only of 
people in general. It is a question of you. Mama. Now, you said 
that you were broad-minded. But are you, really? We were speak- 
ing of Papa and of certain traditional concepts by which he lived, 
and which, as he saw them, were not infringed by the infidelities 
to upset you with. That you forgave him for them again and again 
was because, fundamentalljr, as you must realize, you were of the 
same opinion — ^you were,'in other words, conscious that they 
had nothing to do with real debauchery. He was not bom for that, 
he was no hbertine at heart. No more are you. I, at most, as an 
artist, have deviated from type in that respect, but ^hen again, in 
another way, I am unfitted to m^ke use of my emancipation, of 
my being morally dcclassSe.” 

“My poor child,” Frau von Tiiinmler intermpted her,'' “don't 
speak of yourself so gloomily ! ” 

“As if I were speaking of myself at all!” answered Anna, “I 
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am spegjj^^ of you, of you, it is f<y you that I am so deeply con- 
cerned. Becaui^, for you, it would really be debauchery to do what, 
for Papa, the man about town, was simply dissipation, domg 
violence neither to himself nor to the judgment of socilty. Har- 
mony between body and soul is certainly a good and necessary 
thing, and you are proud and happy because Nature, yoiu beloved 
Nature, has granted it to you in a way that is rflmost miraculous. 
But harmony between one’s life arid one’s innate moral convic- 
tions is, in the end, even nfore necessary, and where it is disrupted 
the only result can, be emotional disruption, and that means 
unhappiness. Don’t you feci that this is true? That ypu would be 
living in opposition to yotirself if you made a reality out of what 
you now dream? Fundamentally, you are just as much bound as 
Papa was to certain concepts, and the destruction of that allegiance 
woidd be no less than the destruction of your own self. ... I say 
it as I feel it — ^with anxiety. Why does that word come to my bps 
again — ‘destruction’? I know that I have used it once before, in 
anguish, and I have had the sensation more than once. Why must 
I keep feeling as if this whole visitation, whose happy victim you 
are, had something to do with destniction? I will confess some- 
thing to you. Recently, jusf a few weeks ago, after our talk when 
we drank tea late that night in my room and you were so excited, 
I was tempted to go to Dr. Oberloskamp, who took carea)f Eduard 
when he had jaundice, and of me once, when I had laryngitis and 
couldn't swallow — you never need a doctor; I was tempted, I sav, 
to talk to him about you and about what you had confided to me, 
simply for the sake of setting iny mind at rest on your account. 
But I rejected the idea, I rejected it almost at once, out of pride. 
Mama, out of pride in you and for you, and because it seemed to 
me degrading to turn your experience over to a medical man who, 
with the help of God, is competent for jaundice and laryngitis, but 
not for deep human ills. In my opinion, there arc sicknesses that 
are too good for the doctor.” 

“I am graceful to you for both, my dear child,” said Rosalie, 
"for the concern which impelifed you to talk with Oberloskamp 
about me, and for your having repressed the impulse. But then 
what dim induce you to make the slightest connection between 
what you call my visitation — this Easter of my womanhood, what 
the soul has done to my body — and the concept of sickness? Is 
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happiness— sickness? Certain^, it is not light-mindedness either, 
it is living, living in joy and sorrow, and to live if^ to hope — the 
hope for which I can give no explanation to yoiur reason.” 

“I do hot ask for any explanation from you, dearest Mama." 

“Then go now, child. Let me rest. As you know, a little quiet 
seclusion is indicated for us women on such crowning days.” 

Anna kissed her mother arid stumped out of the bedroom. Once 
separated, the two women reflected on'' the conversation they had 
just held. Anna had neither said, nor been al)le to say, all that was 
on her miiyi. How long, she wondered, would what her mother 
called “the Easter of her womanhood”, this touching revivification, 
endure in her? And Ken, if, as was perfectly plausible, he suc- 
cumbed to her — ^how long would that last? How constantly her 
mother, in her late love, would be cast into trepidation by every 
younger woman, would have to tremble, from the very first day, 
for his faithfulness, even his respect ! At least it was to the good 
that she did not conceive of happiness simply as pleasure and joy 
but as life with its suffering. For Anna uneasily foresaw much 
suffering in what her mother dreamed. 

For her part, Frau Rosalie was mote deeply impressed by her 
daughter’s remonstrances than she had allowed to appear. It was 
not so much the thought that, under certain circumstances, Eduard 
might have to risk his young life for her honour — the romantic 
idea, though she had wept over it, really made her heart beat with 
pride. But Anna’jidoubts of her "broad-mindedness”, what she had 
said about debauchery and the necessary harmony between one’s 
life and one’s moral convictions, preoccupied the good soul all 
through her day of rest and she could not but admit that her 
daughter’s doubts were justified, that her views contained a good 
part of truth. Neither, to be sure, could she suppress her most 
heartfelt joy at the thought of meeting her young beloved again 
under such new circumstances. But what her shrewd daughter had 
said about “living in contradiction to herself”, shj. remembered 
and pondered over, and she strove*ln her soul to associate the idea 
of renunciation with the idea of happiness. Yes, could not renun- 
ciation itself be happiness, if it were not a miserable necestfity but 
were practised in freedom and in conscious equality? Rosalie 
reach^ the conclusion that it could be. 
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Ken fMT/^eated himself at the Tjonunlers' three days after Rosalie's 
great ph)rsioI»gical reassurance, read and spoke English with 
Eduard, and stayed for dinner. Her happiness at the sight of "his • 
pleasant, boyish face, his fine teeth, his broad shoulders aro narrow 
hips, shone from her sweet eyes, and their sparkling animation 
justi^pd, one might say, the touch of artificial red which heightened 
her cheeks and without which, inde^, the pallof of her face would 
have been in contradiction to that joyous fire. This time, and there- 
after every time Ken came, she had a way, each week, of taking 
his hand when she greeted him and drawing his body close to hers, 
at the same time looking earnestly, luminously, and«sigiiificantly 
into his eyes, so that Anna had the impression that she very much 
wished, and indeed was going, to tell the young man of the experi- 
ence her nature had undergone. Absurd apprehension ! Of course 
nothing of the sort occurred, and all through the rest of the 
evening the attitude of the lady of the house toward her young 
guest was a serene and settled kindliness from which both the 
affected motherliness with which she had once teased her daughter, 
as well as any bashfulness and nervousness, any painful humility, 
were gratifyingly absent. 

Keaton, who to his satisfaction had long been aware that, even 
such as he was, he had made a conquest of this grey-haired but 
charming European woman, hardly knew what to make of the 
change in her behaviour. His respect for her had, quite under- 
standably, diminished when he became aware of her weakness; 
the latter, on the other hand, had in turn attracted and excited his 
mascuhnity; his simple nature felt sympathetically drawn to hers, 
and he considered that such beautiful eyes, with their youthful, 
penetrating gaze, quite made up for fifty years and ageing hands. 
The idea of entering into an affair wjth her, such as he had been 
carrying on for some time — ^not, as it happened, with Araelie 
Liitzenkirchen or Louise Pfingsten, but with another woman of the 
same set, whom Rosalie had never thought of — was by no means 
new to him, «nd, as Anna observed, he had begun, at least now and 
again, to change his manner fbward his pupil’s mother, to speak 
to her in a tone that was provocatively flirtatious. 

This, the good fdlow soon found, no longer seemed quite to 
come off. Despite the handclasp by which, at the beginning of each 
meeting, she drew him close to her, so that their bodies almost 


395 



STOMES OF A LIFETIME 


touched, and despite her intupate, searching gaze into eyes, 
his experiments in this direction encounterM a friendly but firm 
dignity which put him in his place, forbade any establishment of 
what he®wished to establish, and, instandy dispelling his preten- 
sions, reduced his attitude to one of submission. The meaning of 
the repeated experience escaped him. “Is she in love with me or 
not?” he asked hi'mself, and ^amed her repulses and her reproba- 
tion on the presence of her children, the lame girl and the school- 
boy. But his experience was no different when it happened that 
he was alone with her for a time in a drawing-room comer — and 
no different rwhen he changed the character of his little advances, 
abandoning all quizzicalness and giving them a seriously tender, 
a pressing, almost passionate tone. Once, using the unrolled palatal 
"r” which so delighted everyone, he tried calling her “Rosalie” in 
a warm voice — ^which, simply as a form of address, was, in his 
American view, not even a particular liberty. But, though for an 
instant she had blushed hotly, she had almost immediately risen 
and left him, and had given him neither a word nor a look during 
the rest of that evening. 

The winter, which had proved to be mild, bringing hardly any 
cold weather and snow, but all the mfire rain instead, also ended 
early that year. Even in February there were warm, sunny days 
redolent of spring. Tiny leaf buds ventured out on branches here 
and there. Rosalie, who had lovingly greeted the snowdrops in her 
garden, could rejoice far earlier than usual, almost prematurely, in 
the daffodils — ^and, very soon after, in the short-stemmed crocuses 
too, which sprouted everywhere in the front gardens of villas 
and in the Palace Garden, and before which passers-by halted to 
point them out to one another and to feast on their particoloured 
profusion. 

“Isn’t it remarkable,” saii Frau von Tummler to her daughter, 
“how much they resemble the autumn colchicum? It’s practically 
the same flower ! End and beginning — one could mistake them for 
each other, they are so alike — one could think onewwas back in 
autumn in the presence of a aoalS, and believe in spring when 
one saw the last flower of the year.” 

“Yes, a slight confusion,” answered Anna. “Your old*Iriaid 
Mother Nature has a charming propensity for the equivocal and 
for mystification in general.” 
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‘^YcMkajp always quick to speak ^gainst her, you naughty child, 
and where I succumb to wonder, you mock. Let well enough alone*, 
you cannot laugh me out of my tender feeling for her, for my 
beloved Nature, least of all now, when she is just bringlhg in my 
season — I call it mine because the season in which we were born is 
pecuharly akin to us, and we to it. You are an Advent child, and 
you can truly say that you arriv(^ under a ’good sign — ^almost 
imder the dear sign of Christmas. You must feel a pleasant affinity 
between yourself and that* season, which, even though cold, makes 
us think of joy andi warmth. For really, in my experience, there 
is a sympathetic relation between ourselves and th^ season that 
produced us. Its return brings something that confirm^ and 
strengthens, that renews our lives, just as spring has always done 
for me — not because it is spring, or the prime of the year, as the 
poets call it, a season everyone loves, but because I personally 
belong to it, and I feel that it smiles at me quite personally.” 

"It does indeed, dearest Mama,” answered the child of winter. 
“And rest assured that I shan’t speak a single word against it !” 

But it must be said that the buoyancy of life which Rosalie was 
accustomed — or believed she was accustomed — to receive from the 
approach and unfolding of “her” season was not, even as she 
spoke of it, manifesting itself quite as usual. It was almost as if the 
moral resolutions which her conversation with her daughto: had 
inspired in her, and to which she so steadfastly adhered, went 
against her nature, as if, despite them, or indeed because of them, 
she were “living in contradiction to herself”. This was precisely the 
impression that Anna received, and the limping girl reproached 
herself for having persuaded her mother to a continence which 
her own liberal view of life in no sense demanded but which had 
seemed requisite to her only for the |jear woman’s peace of mind. 
What was more, she suspected herself of unacknowledged evil 
motives. She asked herself if she, who had once grievously longed 
for sensual pleasure, but bad never experienced it, had not seaetly 
begrudged itfto her mother and hence had exhorted liar to chastity 
by all sorts of trumped-up ar^ments. No, she could not believe it 
of herself, and yet what she saw troubled and burdened her 
conscience. 

She saw that Rosalie, setting out on one of the walks she so loved, 
quickly grew tired, and that it was she who, inventing some house- 
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hold task that must be done, insisted on turning home afj;^ only 
half an hour or even sooner. She rested a great dc;^, fet despite 
thiS limitation of her physical activity, she lost weight, and Anna 
noticed with concern me thinness of her forearms when she 
happened to see them exposed. People no longer asked her at what 
fountain of youth she had been drinking. There was an ominous, 
tired-looking blueness imder her eyes, and the rouge which, m 
honour of the young man an^ of her recovery of full womanhood, 
she put on her cheeks created no very effective illusion against the 
yellowish pallor of her complexion. But a^ she dismissed any 
inquiries as jio how she felt with a cheerful, “I fed quite well — 
why should you think otherwise?” Fraulein von Tiimmler gave 
up the idea of asking Dr. Oberloskamp to investigate her mother’s 
failing health. It was not only a feeling of guilt which led her to 
this decision; piety too played a part — the same piety that she 
had expressed when she said that there were sicknesses which were 
too good to be taken to a doctor. 

So Anna was all the more delighted by (he enterprise and con- 
fidence in her strength which Rosalie exhibited in connection with 
a little plan that was agreed on between herself, her children, and 
Ken Keaton, who happened to be present, one evening as they 
lingered oyer their wine. A month had not yet passed since the 
morning Anna had been called to her mother’s bedroom to hear 
the wonderful news. Rosalie was as charming and gay as in the 
old days that evening, and she could have been considered the 
prime mover of the excursion on which they had agreed — unless 
Ken Keaton was to be given the credit, for it was his historical 
chatter that had led to the idea. He had talked about varioas 
castles and strongholds he had visited in the Duchy of Berg — of 
the Castle on the Wupper,'of Bensberg, Ehreshoven, Gimhorn, 
Homburg, and Krottorf; and from these he went on to the Elector 
Carl Theodore, who, in the eighteenth century, had moved his 
court from Diisseldorf, first to Schwetzingen and theci to Munich 
—but that had not prevented hisfc Statthalter, a certain Count 
Grottstein, from embarking on all sorts of important architec- 
tural and horticultural projects here: it was under him thSt the 
Electoral Academy of Art was conceived, the Palace Garden was 
first laid out, and Jagerhof Castle was built — and, Eduatd added, 
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in the^ame year, so far as he knew, Holterhof Castle too, a little 
to the south, of the city, near Ae village of the same name. Of 
course, Holterhof too, Keaton confirmed, and then, to his «wn 
amazement, was obliged to admit that he had never laid eyes on 
that creation of the late Rococo nor even visited its park, cele> 
brated as it was, which extended all the way to the Rhine. Frau 
von Tiimnilcr and Anna had, of course, taken* the air there once 
or twice, but they had never succei^ed in viewing the interior of 
the charmingly situated cystic, nor had Eduard. 

“Wat et nit all p4tl” said the lady of the house, using, in jocular 
disapproval, the local equivalent of “Will wonders never cease!" 
It was always an indication of good spirits when she dropped into 
dialect. "Fine Diisseldorfers you are, ” she added, “the lot of vou I ’’ 
One had never been there at all, and the others had not seen the 
interior of the jewel of a castle which every tourist made it a point 
to be shown through 1 “Children,” she cried, “this has gone on 
too long, we must not allow it. An excursion to Holterhof— for 
tlic lour of us I And we will make it within the next few days ! 
It is so beautiful now, the season is so enchanting and the baro- 
meter is steady. The buds will be opening in the park, it may well 
be pleasanter in its spring trray than in the heat of summer, when 
Anna and I went walking there. Suddenly I feel a positive nostalgia 
for the black swans which — you remember, Anna — glided over the 
moats in such melancholy pride with their red bills and oar-feet. 
How they disguised their appetite in condescension when we fed 
them ! We must take along some bread for them. . . . Let's see, 
today is Friday — we will go Siuiday, is that settled? Only Sunday 
would do for Eduard, and for Mr. Keaton too, I imagine. Of course 
there will be a crowd out on Sunday, but that means nothing to 
me, I like mixing with people in their Sunday best, I share in their 
enjoyment, I like being where therfs ‘something doing’ — at the 
outdoor carnivals at Oberkassel, when it smells of fried food and 
the children are licking away at red sugar-sticks and, in front of 
the circus tfnt, such fantastically vulgar people are tinkling and 
tootling and shouting. I find if marvellous. Anna thinks otherwise. 
She finds it sad. Yes, you do, Anna — ^and you prefer the aristocratic 
sadn&s of the pair of black swans in the moat. ... I have an 
inspiration, children — we'll go by water I The trip by land on the 
street railway is simply boring. Not a scrap of woods and hardly 
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an open field. It’s much more amusing by water, Father^hine 
shall convey us. Eduard, will yAi iee to getting the^teafiier time- 
table? Or, just a moment, if we want to be really luxurious, we’ll 
indulge otjrselves and hire a private motor-boat for the trip up the 
Rhine. Then we’ll be quite by ourselves, like the black swans. . . . 
All that remains to be settled is whether we want to set sail in the 
morning or the afternoon.” 

The consensus was in favoilf of the morning. Eduard thought 
that, in any case, he had heard that the tastle was open to visitors 
only into the early hours of the afternoon. I); should be Sunday 
morning, then. Under Rosalie’s energetic urging, the arrangements 
were soon ma^e and agreed on. It was Keaton who was designated 
to charter the motor-boat. They would meet again at the point of 
departure, the Rathaus quay, by the Water-gauge Clock, the day 
after tomorrow at nine. 

And so they did. It was a sunny and rather windy morning. 
The quay was jammed with a crowd of pushing people who, with 
their children and their bicycles, were waiting to go aboard one 
of the white steamers of the Cologne-Diiss^orf Navigation 
Company. The chartered motor-boat lay ready for the Tiimmlers 
and their companion. Its master, a man with rings in his ear-lobes, 
clean-shaven upper lip, and a reddish mariner’s beard under his 
chin, helped the ladies aboard. The party had hardly seated them- 
selves ou -th*e curved bench under the awning, which was supported 
by stanchions, before he got under way. The boat made good time 
against the current^ of the broad river, whose banks, incidentally, 
were utterly prosaic. The old castle tower, the crooked toww of 
the Lambertuskirche, the harbour installations, were left behind. 
More of the same sort of thing appeared beyond the next bend in 
the river — warehouses, factory buildings. Little by little, behind 
the stone jetties which extended from the shore into the river, the 
country became more rural. Hamlets, old fishing villages — whose 
names Eduard, and Keaton too, knew — ^lay, protected by dykes, 
before a flat landscape of meadows, fields, willow-bushej, and pools. 
So it would be, however many windw^gs the river made, for a good 
hour and a half, until they reached their destination. But how 
right they had been, Rosalie exclaimed, to decide on the' boat 
instead of covering the distance in a fraction of the time by the 
horrible route through the suburbs ! She seemed to be heartily 
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cnjoyi^jg the elemental charm of the journey by water. Her eyes 
dosed, die sa^ a snatch of some Mippy tune into the wind, which 
at moments was almost stormy : “O water-wind, I love thee; lowest 
thou me, O water-wind?” Her face, which had grow^ thinner, 
looked very appealing under the little fdt hat with the feather, 
and the grey-and-red-checked coat she had on — of light woollen 
material with a turn-down collar — was very, becoming to her. 
Anna and Eduard had also worn iA)ats for the voyage, and only 
Keaton, who sat between mother and daughter, contented himself 
with a grey sweater under his tweed jacket. His handkerchirf hung 
out, and, suddenly opening her eyes and turning, Rosalie stuffed 
it deep into his breast pocket. 

"Propriety, propriety, young man ! ” she said, shaking her head 
in decorous reproof. 

He smiled : “ITiank you,” and then wanted to know what song 
it was she had just been singing. 

"Song?” she asked. “Was 1 singing? That was only singsong, 
not a song.” And she closed her eyes again and hummed, her lips 
scarcely moving : “How I love thee, O water-wind ! ” 

Then she began chattering through the noise of the motor, and 
— often having to hold oi> to her hat, which the wind was trying 
to tear from her still abundant, wavy grey hair — expatiated on 
how it would be possible to extend the Rhine trip beyond Holterhof , 
to Leverkusen and Cologne, and from there on past Bonn to Godes- 
berg and Bad Honnef at the foot of the Siebengebirge. It was 
beautiful there, the trim watering-place on the Rhine, amid vine- 
yards and orchards, and it had an alkaline mineral spring that was 
very good for rheumatism. Anna looked at her; she knew that her 
mother now suffered intermittently from lumbago, and had once 
or twice considered going to Godesberg or Honnrf with her in the 
early summer, to take the waters, ^ere was something almost 
involuntary in the way she chattered on about the beneficial 
spring, catching her breath as she spoke into the wind; it made 
Anna thinlj^ that her mother was even now not free from the 
shooting pains that characterise the disease. 

After an hour they breakfasted on a few ham sandwiches and 
washed them down with port from little travelling-cups. It was 
half past eleven when the boat made fast to a flimsy lan^g-stage, 
inadequate for larger vessels, which was built out into the rivar 
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near the castle and the park. Rosalie paid off the boatman, ^ they 
had decided that it would aftef* ail be easier to m^e the return 
joiumey by land, on the street railway. The park did not extend 
quite to jhe river. They had to follow a rather damp footpath 
across a meadow, before a venerable, seignorial landscape, well 
cared for and well clipped, received them. From an elevated circular 
terrace, with benches in yew ar|>ours, avenues of magnificent trees, 
most of them already in bud, tlfbugh many shoots were still hidden 
under their shiny brown covers, led in various directions — ^findy 
gravdled promenades, often arched over by, meeting branches, 
between rows, and sometimes double rows, of beeches, yews, 
lindens, hors# chestnuts, tall dms. Rare and curious trees, brought 
from distant countries, were also to be seen, planted singly on 
stretches of lawn — strange conifers, fem-leafed beeches, and 
Keaton recognized the Californian sequoia and the swamp cypress 
with its supplementary breathing-roots. 

Rosalie took no interest in these curiosities. Nature, she con- 
sidered, must be familiar, or it did not speak to the heart. But the 
beauty of the park did not seem to hold much charm for her. 
Scarcdy glancing up now and again at the proud treetrunks, she 
walked silently on, with Eduard at her side, behind his young tutor 
and the hobbling .^nna — who, however, soon hit on a manoeuvre 
to change the arrangement. She stopped and summoned her 
brother to fell her the names of .the avenue they were following 
and of the winding footpath that crossed it just there. For all these 
paths and avenu^ had old, traditional names, such as “Fan 
Avenue*', “Trumpet Avenue”, and so on. Then, as they moved on, 
Anna kept Eduard beside her and left Ken behind with Rosalie. 
He carried her coat, which she had taken off, for not a breath of 
wind stirred in the park and it was much warmer than it had 
been on the water. The springf sun shone gently through the high 
branches, dappled the roads, and played on the faces of the four, 
making them blink. In her finely tailored brown suit, which closely 
sheathed her slight, youthful figure, Frau von Tiimmlear walked at 
Ken’s side, now and again casting veiled, smiling look at her 
coat as it hung over his arm. “Tiiere they are!” she cried, and 
pointed to the pair of black swans; for they were now walking 
along the poplar-bordered moat, and the birds, aware of the 
approaching visitors, were gliding nearer, at a stately pace, across 
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the slightly scummy water. "How beautiful they are ! Anna, do 
you recognize them? How majestically they carry their necks I 
Where is the bread for them?” Keaton pulled it out of his podcet, 
wrapped in newspaper, and handed it to her. It was \^m from 
his ^dy, and she took some of the bread and began to eat it. 

"But it's stale and hard,” he cried, with a gesture that came 
too late to stop her. 

"I have good teeth,” she answered. 

One of the swans, hoVever, pushing close against the bank, 
spread its dark wings and beat the air with them, stretching out 
its neck and hissing angrily up at her. They laughed at its jealousy, 
but at the same time felt a little afraid. Then the tirds ’•'veived 
their rightful due. Rosalie threw them the stale bread, piet .* after 
piece, and, swimming slowly back and forth, they accepted it with 
imperturbable dignity. 

“Yet I fear,” said Anna as they Wtilked on, “that the old devil 
won't soon forget your robbing him of his food. He displayed a 
well-bred pique the whole time.” 

“Not at all,” answered Rosalie. "He was only afraid for a 
moment that 1 would eat it all and leave none for him. After that, 
he must have relished it dll the more, since I relished it.” 

They came to the castle, to the smooth circular pond which 
mirrored it and in which, to one side, lay a miniatme isjand bearing 
a solitary poplar. On the expanse of gravel before the flight of 
steps leading to the graccfull) winged structure, whose consider- 
able dimensions its extreme daintiness seemed to efface, and whose 
pink facade was crumbling a little, stood a number of people who, 
as they waited for the eleven-o'clock conducted tour, were passing 
the time by examining the armorial pediment with its bgures, the 
clock, heedless of time and supported by an angel, which sur- 
mounted it, the stone wreaths abo^e the tall white portals, and 
comparing them with the descriptions in their guidebooks. Our 
friends joined them, and, like them, looked at the charmingly 
decorated f<iudal architecture, up tc' the oeih-de-baruf in the slate- 
coloured garret stor^. figuBCs clad with mvthological scantiness. 
Pan and his nymphs, stood on pedestals beside the long windows, 
flaklhg away like the four sandstone lions which, with sullen 
expressions, their paws crossed, flanked the steps and the ramp. 

Keaton was enthusiastic over so much history. He found every- 
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thing “splendid” and “exciting continental”. Oh dear, to*think 
of, his own prosaic conntry across* the Atlantic ! There was none 
of this sort of crumbling aristocratic grace over there, for there 
hadheen no Electors and Landgraves, aWe, in absolute sovereignty, 
to indulge their passion for magnificence, to their own honour 
and to the honour of culture. However, his attitude toward the 
culture which, in tts dignity, l^d not moved on with time, was 
not so reverent but that, to the amusement of the waiting crowd, 
he impudently seated himself astride the back of one of the smtinel 
lions, though it was equipped with a sharp spiike, like certain toy 
horses whose^rider can be removed. He clasped the spike in front 
of him witn both hands, pretended, with cries of “Hi!” and 
“Giddap ! ", that he was giving the beast the spurs, and really 
could not have presented a more attractive picture of youthful 
high spirits. Anna and Edxiard avoided looking at their mother. 

Then bolts creaked, and Keaton hastened to dismount from his 
steed, for the caretaker, a man wearing military breeches and with 
his left sleeve empty and rolled up — to all appearances a retired 
non-commissioned officer whose service injury had been compen- 
sated by this quiet post— swung open the central portal and 
admitted the visitors. He stationed him'^elf in the lofty doorway 
and, letting them file past him, not only distributed entrance 
tickets fron\ a small pad, but managed too, with his one hand, to 
tear theni half across. Meanwhile, he had already begun to talk; 
speaking out. of his crooked mouth in a hoarse, gravelly voice, he 
rattled off the information which he had learned by rote and 
repeated a thousand times : that the sculptured decoration on the 
fa9ade was by an artist whom the Elector had summoned for the 
purpose from Rome; that the castle and the park were the work of 
a French architect; and that the structure was the most important 
example of Rococo on the Rhine, though it exhibited traces of the 
transition to the Louis Seize style; that the castle contained fifty- 
five rooms and had cost eight hundred thousand taler — and so 
on. 

The vestibule exhaled a musty cMl. Here, standing ready in 
rows, w»e large boat-shaped felt slippers, into which, amid qiuch 
snickering from the ladies, the party were obliged to step for the 
protection of the precious parquets, which were, indeed, almost the 
chief objects of interest in the apartments defeated to pleasure, 
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through which, awkwardly shuffling and shding, the prty fol- 
lowed their droning one-armed gtfede. Of different patterns in the 
varioas rooms, the central intarsias represented all sorts of*star 
shapes and floral fantasies. Their gleaming surfaces r^:eived’ the 
reflections of the visitors, of the cambered state furniture, while 
tall mirrors, set between gilded pillars wreathed in garlands and 
tapestry helds of flowered silk framed in gilded listels, repeatedly 
interchanged the images of the cfystal chandeliers, the amorous 
ceiling paintings, the medallions and emblems of the hunt and 
music over the doqfs, and, despite a great many blind-spots, still 
succeeded in evoking the illusion of roums opening into one 
another as far as the eye could see. Unbridled fuxuriousness, 
unqualified insistence on gratification, were to be read in the 
cascades of elegant ornamentation, of gilded scrollwork, restricted 
only by the inviolable style and taste of the period that had 
produced them. In the round banquet room, around which, in 
niches, stood Apollo and the Muses, the inlaid woodwork of the 
floor gave place to marble, like that which sheathed the walls. 
Rosy putti drew back a painted drapery from the pierced cupola, 
through which the daylight fell, and from the galleries, as the 
caretaker said, music hall once floated down to the banqueters 
below. 

Ken Keaton was walking beside Frau von Tummjer, with his 
hand under her dbow. Every American takes his lady across the 
street in this fashion. Separated from Anna and Eduard, among 
strangers, they followed close behind the caretaker, who hoarsdy, 
in stilted text-book phrases, unreeled his text and told the party 
what they were seeing. They were not, he informed them, seeing 
everything that was to be seen. Of the castle’s fifty-five rooms, he 
went on — and, following his routine, dropped for a moment into 
vapid insinuation, though his fa?e, with its crooked mouth, 
remained wholly aloof from the playfulness of his words — ^not all 
were simply open without further ado. The gentry of those days 
had a greats taste for jokes and se<'rets and mysteries, for hiding- 
places in the background, itetreats that, offering opportunities, 
were accessible through mechanical tricks — such as this one ha;e, 
fobdkample. And he stopped beside a pier glass, which, in response 
to his pressing upon a spring, slid aside, surprising the sightseers 
by a view of a narrow circular staircase with delicately latticed 
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banisters. Immediately to the left, on a pedestal at its foot/>stood 
an annless three-quarters torso If a man with a wrqfith of berries 
in his hair and kirtled with a spurious festoon of leaves; leaning 
back a li^e, he smiled down into space over his goat’s beard, 
priapic and wdcoming. There were ah's and oh’s. "And so on,” 
said the guide, as he said each time, and returned the trick mirror 
to its place. “And so too,” he said, walking on; and made a tapestry 
panel, which had nothing to distinguish it from the others, open 
as a secret door and disclose a passage\9ay leading into darkness 
and exhaling an odour of mould. "That’s thq sort of thing they 
liked,” said the one-armed caretaker. "Other times, other manners,” 
he added, widi sententious stupidity, and continued the tour. 

The felt boats were not easy to keep on one’s feet. Frau von 
Tiimmler lost oneofhers;it slid some distance away over the smooth 
floor, and while Keaton laughingly retrieved it and, kneehng, 
put it on her foot again, they were overtaken by the party of 
sightseers. Again he put his hand under her elbow, but, with a 
dreamy smile, she remained standmg where she was, looking after 
the party as it disappeared into further rooms; th^, stiU supported 
by his hand, she turned and hurriedly ran her fingers over the 
tapestry, where it had opened. 

"You aren’t doing it right,” he whispered, “Let me. It was here.” 
He found the spring, the door responded, and the mouldy air of 
the secret passageway enveloped them as they advanced a few 
steps. It was dark around them. With a sigh drawn from the utter- 
most depths of her l?eing. Rosalie flung her arms around the young 
man’s neck; and he too happily embraced her trembling form. 
"Ken, Ken,” she stammered, her face against his throat, "I love 
you, I love you, and you know it, I haven't been able to hide it 
from you completely, and you, and you, do you love me too, a 
little, only a little, tell me, cAi you love me with your youth, as 
Nature has bestowed it on me to love you in my grey age? Yes? 
Yes? Your mouth then, oh, at last, your young mouth, for which 
I have hungered, your dear lips, like this, like this — Can I kiss? 
Tell me, can I, ray sweet awakener?|I can do everything, as you 
can. Ken, love is strong, a miracle, so it comes and works great 
miracles. Kiss me, darling ! I have hungered for your Ups, oh\v)w 
much, for I must tell you that my poor head slipped into aU sorts 
of sophistries, like thinkuig that broad-mindedness and libertinism 
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were<<!iot for me, and that the contradiction between my way of 
life and my innate convictions thiealened to destroy me. Oh, Ken, 
it was the sophistries that almost destroyed me, and my hvnga 
for you. ... It is you, it is you at last, this is your hair, diis is your 
mouth, this breath comes from your nostrils, the arms that I know 
are around me, this is your body’s warmth, that I relished and the 
swan was angry. . . 

A little more, and she would Wave sunk to the ground before 
him. But he held her, and drew her along the passage, which grew 
a little lighter. Steps descended to the open round arch of a door, 
behind which murky light fell from alx)ve on an alcove whose 
tapestries were worked with billing pairs of doves.* In the alcove 
stood a sort of causeuse beside which a carved Cupid with blind- 
folded eyes held a thing like a torch. There, in the musty dampness, 
they sat down. 

"Ugh, it smells of death," Rosalie shuddered against his 
shoulder. "How sad, Ken my darling, that we have to be here 
amid this decay. It was in kind Nature’s lap, fanned by her airs, in 
the sweet breath of jasmines and alders, that I dreamed it should 
be, it was there that I should have kissed you for the first time, and 
not in this grave ! Go av^y, stop it, you devil, I will be yours, but 
not in this mould. I will come to you tomorrow, in your room, 
tomorrow morning, perhaps even tonight. I'll arrange it. I’ll play 
a trick on my would-be-wise Anna. . . .’’ He made ner promise. 
And indeed they felt too that they must rejoin the others, either by 
going on or by retracing their stej)s. Keaton decided in favour of 
going on. They left the dead pleasure chamber by another door, 
again there was a dark passageway, it turned, mounted, and they 
came to a rusty gate, which, in response to Ken’s strenuous pushing 
and tugging, shakily gave way and which was so overgrown out- 
side with leathery vines and creeprts that they could hardly force 
their way through. The open air received them. There was a plash of 
waters; cascades flowed down behind broad beds set with flowers 
of the earlwyear, yeUow narcissuses. It was the back garden of the 
castle. The group of visitor^ was just approaching from the right; 
the caretaker had left them; Anna and her brother were bringing 
u{^he rear. The pair mingled with the foremost, who were 
beginning to scatter toward the fountains and in the direction of 
the wooded park. It was natural to stand there, look around, and 
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go to meet the brother and sister. “Where in the world ha^e you 
been?" And: “That's just whit Ve want to ask^ou!” And: 
“How could we possibly lose sight of one another so?" Anna and 
Eduard ha^ even, they said, turned back to look for the lost couple, 
but in vain. “After all, you couldn’t have vanished from the face 
of the earth," said Anna. “No more than you,” Rosalie answered. 
None of them looked at the othei?. 

Walking between rhododend'bns, they circled the wing of the 
castle and arrived at the pond in front of* it, which was quite close 
to the street-railway stop. If the boat trip upstream, following the 
windings of the Rhine, had been long, the return journey on the 
tram, speeding noisily through industrial districts and past colonies 
of workmen’s houses, was correspondingly swift. The brother and 
sister now and again exchanged a word with each other or with 
their mother, whose hand Anna held for a while because she had 
seen her trembling. The party broke up in the city, near the 
Konigsallee. 

Frau von Tiimmler did not go to Ken Keattm, That night, 
toward morning, a severe indisposition attacked her and alarmed 
the household. What, on its first return*, had made her so proud, 
so happy, what she had extolled as a miracle of Nature and the 
sublime work of feeling, reappeared calamitously. She had had the 
strength to ^ring, but when her daughter and the maid came 
hurrying in, they found her lying in a faint in her blood. 

The physician, Dj^. Oberloskamp, was soon on the spot. Reviving 
under his ministrations, she appeared astonished at his presence. 

“What, Doctor, you here?" she said. “I suppose Anna must 
have troubled you to come? But it is only ‘after the manner of 
women’ with me." 

“At times, my dear Frau voifTiimmler, these functions require a 
certain supervision,” the grey-haird doctor answered. To her 
daughter he declared categorically that the patient must be 
brought, preferably by ambulance, to the gynaecologiool hospital. 
The case demand^ the most thorough examination — ^which, he 
added, might show that it was not dangerous. Certainly, the 
metrorrhagias — the first one, of which he had only now h&^d, 
and this alarming recurrence — ^might well be caused by a myoma, 
which could easily be removed by an operation. In the hands of the 
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directpr and chief surgeon of the hospital. Professor Muthwius, 
her dear mother would receive th most trustworthy care. 

His recommendations were followed — without resistance on 
Frau von Tiimmler’s part, to Anna’s silent amazement. Through it 
all, her mother only stared into the distance with her eyes very 
wide open. 

The bimanual examination, performed by Muthesius, revealed a 
uterus far too large for the patient's age, abnormally thickened 
tissue in the tube, and, instead of an ovary already greatly reduced 
in size, a huge tiynour. The curettage showed carcinoma cells, 
some of them characteristically ovarian; but others left no doubt 
that cancer cells were entering into full devclopmenl in the uterus 
itself. All the malignancy showed signs of lapid growth. 

The professor, a man with a double chin, a very red complex- 
ion, and water-blue eyes into which tears came easily — their 
presence having nothing whatever to do with the state of his 
emotions — ^raised his head from the microscope. 

“Condition extensive, if you ask me,” he »aid to his assistant, 
whose name was Dr. Knepperges. “However, we will operate, 
Knepperges. lotal extirpation, down to the last connective tissue 
in the true pelvis and to all lymphatic tissue, ran in any case 
prolong life.” 

But the picture that the opening of the abdominal cavity 
revealed, in the white light of the arc-lamps, to the doctors and 
niuses, was too terrible to permit any hope even of a temporary 
improvement. The time for that was long since jiast. Not only were 
all the pelvic organs already involved; the peritoneum too showed, 
to the naked eye alone, the murderous cell groups, all the glands 
of the lymphatic system were carcinoinatously thickened, and 
there was no doubt that there were also foci of cancer cells in the 
liver. 

“Just take a look at this mess, Knepperges,” said Muthesius. 
“Presumably it exceeds your expectations.” That it also exceeded 
his own, hftgave no sign. “Ours is a noble art,” he added, his eyes 
filling with tears that meaii^othing, “but this is expecting a little 
too much of it. We can’t cut all that away. If you think that you 
obgi^ve metastasis in both ureters, you observe correctly. Uremia 
cannot but soon set in. Mind you, I don’t deny that the uterus 
itself is producing the voracious brood. Yet 1 .idsise you to adopt 
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my opinion, which is that the whole story started from the/>vary 
—that is, from immature ovaritn'cdls whidi often remain thore 
from birth and which, after the menopause, through lieaven knows 
what process of stimulation, begin to develop malignantly. And 
then the*organism, post festutn, if you like, is shot through, 
drenched, inundated, with estrogen hormones, which leads to hor- 
monal hyperplasiat of the uteral mucous membrane, with 
concomitant haemorrhages.” 

Knepperges, a thin, ambitiously conceited man, made a brief, 
covertly ironical bow of thanks for the lecture. 

“Well, let’s get on with it, ut aliquid fieri videatur,'’ said the 
professor. “We must leave her what is essential for life, however 
steeped in melancholy the word is in this instance.” 

Anna was waiting upstairs in the hospital room when her 
mother, who had been brought up by the elevator, returned on 
her stretcher and was put to bed by the nurses. During the process 
she awoke from her post-narcotic sleep and said indistmctly : 

"Anna, my child, he hissed at me.” 

“Who, dearest Mama ? ” 

“The black swan.” 

She was already asleep again. But she often remembered the 
swan during the next few weeks, his blood-red bill, the black 
beating of his wings. Her suffering was bnef. Uremic coma soon 
plung^ her into profound unconsciousness, and, double pneu- 
monia developing, her exhausted heart could only hold out for a 
matter of days. ^ 

Just before the end, when it was but a few hours away, her mind 
cleared again. She raised her eyes to her daughter, who sat at her 
bedside, holding her hand. 

“Anna,” she said, and was able to push the upper part of ha 
body a little toward the edge Mf the bed, closer to her confidante, 
“do you hear me?” 

“Certainly I hear you, dear, dear Mama.” 

“Anna, never say that Nature deceived me, that sh« is sardonic 
and cruel. Do not rail at her, as I do,!riot. I am loth to go away — 
from you all, from life with its spring. But how should there be 
spring without death? Indeed, death is a great instrument of^ife* 
and if for me it borrowed the guise of resurrection, of the joy of 
love, that was not a he, but goodness and meny.” 
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Anpther little push, closei to her daughter, and a fading 
whisper: 

“Nature — ^1 have always loved her, and she— has been loviqg to 
her child.” 

Rosalie died a gentle death, legieltcil by all who knew her. 
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